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Who Was That Masked
Man?

The Story of the Lone Ranger
DAVID ROTHEL

“The Lone Ranger—he was what so
many of us wanted to be when we grew
up.” With those words the author,
David Rothel, begins a nostalgic “return
to those thrilling days of yesteryear” to
reflect upon the ultimate hero character,
the Lone Ranger, and what he has
meant to four generations of Americans.

Who Was That Masked Man?: The
Story of the Lone Ranger chronicles the
story of the creation and development
of "The Lone Ranger” on radio during
the depression years of the early 1930s,
through two movie serials, novels, and
comic strips. It examines the promotion
of the character through radio premiums
and merchandising from the late 1930s
to the present. It covers "The Lone
Ranger’s” continued growth as a televi-
sion success beginning in the late 1940s,
the production of two motion pictures
in the late 1950s, the Lone Ranger’s last
first-run "Hi-Yo, Silver!” as a Saturday
morning television cartoon series in the
1960s, and the character’s current re-
surgence of popularity in radio and
television reruns all over the world.

In addition to being a definitive work
on “The Lone Ranger” property, the
book provides the reader with a “behind-
the-mike” view of early radio drama,
and a "behind-the-camera” view of tele-
vision filmmaking during the 1950s.
One hundred and seventy pictures—
many of them rare photographs from
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the radio days—provide visual memo-
ries. Another highlight of the book is
the inclusion of the complete script
from the first Lone Ranger radio pro-
gram.
In narrative and interview format the
recollections and fascinating anecdotes
of such people as the following are
included:
® James Jewell: “Dean of Radio Ad-
venture Stories” and original di-
rector of “The Lone Ranger”.
radio program.

® Charles D. Livingstone: actor, assis-
tant director, and director of the
radio series, production coordi-
nator and director for the tele-
vision series of “The Lone
Ranger.”

® George Seaton: motion picture di-
rector, producer (Airport, Mira-
cle On 34th Street), and the ori-
ginal Lone Ranger on radio.

® J. P. McCarthy: top Michigan radio
personality who granted per-
mission to use the transcription
of his radio "Tribute to Brace
Beemer” (the most famous radio
Lone Ranger). The program con-
sists of reminiscences by members
of “The Lone Ranger” stock com-
pany of actors and others con-
cerning the early days of radio
and "The Lone Ranger” pro-
gram, specifically.

In addition, Lone Ranger Television,
Inc., (a subsidiary of Wrather Corpora-
tion) has dug into its archives to pro-
vide the author with fascinating back-
ground information concerning the de-
velopment of “The Lone Ranger” prop-
erty through the years. They have also
made available many never-before-pub-
lished photographs from the television
and motion picture years.

Jacket photo courtesy Lone Ranger Television, Inc.
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For over four decades on radio and television, and in movies, books, and comics,
the Lene Ranger’s ““Hi-Yo, Silver” has been a call to adventure for millions of
children and adults.

“Come with us now to those thrilling days of yesteryear’” for the history of the
Lone Ranger as lived and told by many of the people who were there with him.
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Preface

The Lone Ranger—he was what so many of
us wanted to be when we grew up. (Can you
imagine having him for an uncle as Dan Reid
did?) The very sound of his voice told you that
here was a man of authority who would protect
the weak, who would see that justice and fair
play always prevailed. He was always firm (he
hardly so much as chuckled in forty years) but
you knew he would always be fair. He never
lied, carried on with women, or cheated anyone.
No matter what the problem, he always had a

plan. No guns in all the West ever spoke with
more thunderous warning, but they never killed
anyone.

Oh, Dan Reid, we envied you your summers
riding down those dusty, Western trails with
your uncle and his Indian companion. You were
the lucky one; you actually got to be with him.
But we were lucky, too, even if we did have to
close our eyes (shutting out that golden glow
from the radio eye) to be with the three of you.
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In the process of conducting interviews with
persons who were on “The Lone Ranger” scene
when important decisions were made and/or
creative developments took place—particularly
the events surrounding the creation of the char-
acter—1 occasionally found very conflicting
views of the same events. I firmly believe that
the eyewitnesses or participants have not inten-
tionally misinformed me—they just remember
differently.

Therefore, I have reported all of the evidence
I have at hand—even when it conflicts directly

Author's Note

with something else that has just been presented
—so that the reader can see all of the versions
of the story as they have been told to me.

Many times in the text I have let the discrep-
ancies between two participants’ versions stand
without comment; other times, when the urge
was too great or when confusion might result,
I have added a note in comment or explanation.
A result of this reporting technique is occasional
repetition of certain bits of information. I ask
the reader’s indulgence when this occurs.
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*From Out of the Past

Come the Thundering Hoofbeats . . .

" THE Lone Ranger” radio program started
in early 1933, but I didn’t come along
until 1936, and didn’t take much interest in ra-.
dio my first three or four years. My mother, fa-
ther, three older brothers, and I lived in North
Eaton, Ohio, in a small frame house that was
attached to my father’s source of income—a gen-
eral store-tavern. We never called it a general
store or tavern; to us it was just “the store,” and
it was important and I liked spending my first
five years there. The store was bounded on the
north by the Yager Lumber Company across the
highway, our attached house on the west, an
outside privy on the south, and Mr. Preachy, a
kid-hating neighbor, on the east. The railroad
tracks were within baseball throwing distance,
west from the store. There were two gas pumps
outside and two entrances to the divided build-
ing: the left entrance was to the tables and
chairs, jukebox, bar, beer, and wine; the right
entrance led to the grocery store portion, which
was backed by the pool room that could be en-
tered from either half of the store. There was
no Muzak, or even a radio for that matter, in
the store. It didn’t need either.
It's curious how certain early images are in-
delibly burned onto the visual memory tracks of

/4

our minds. Two in my mind reveal me in the
store standing precariously on a small stool that
has raised me high enough so that I can maneu-
ver the cue stick to hit the white ball, causing it
to hit the other ball, causing that ball to move
into a pocket located in one of six areas of the
felt-covered table. In the second image I'm rid-
ing my tricycle (which is really the cabin on a
steam locomotive) in a large circle in front of
the store’s jukebox (we called it a jutebox) sing-
ing “The Wabash Cannon Ball” to the accom-
paniment of the juke and the amazement of all
the Major Boweses in my audience.

The first radio program I became conscious
of was “Tom Mix and His Ralston Straight-
Shooters.” Either I or one of my brothers (I
don’t remember which) sent for our first radio
premium from Tom Mix. For our Ralston box
top we got two or three rather poorly printed
Tom Mix comic books. But that didn’t matter,
they came through the mail from Tom Mix; they
had actually been where he was, and it was al-
most too much to be believed. They had been
sent personally by Tom Mix. Now you may
think I'm making a lot out of this, but to five-
year-old me in 1940, it was a big event to receive
comic books from Tom Mix.
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The author adorned in his first store-bought cowboy
outfit and astride the only steed he possessed at age
five, his tricycle.

Sometime late in that year's Ohio winter the
store burned down leaving only the house and
the connecting passageway which now, frighten-
ingly, led to only charred ruins. That summer
we all moved one mile east down the road to
our new home—a farm—where I was to spend
the next twelve years. There were a big two-
story house, a barn, a grainery, a chicken house,
a milk house and forty-two acres just made
for radio-and-movie-induced-fantasy-filled-cowboys-
and-outlaws playing.

These were the peak years for cowboy outfits;
cap pistols and holsters (Lone Ranger or Gene
Autry embossed genuine leather); caps that
never quite produced the “bang” you wanted or

expected; cowboy boots; a ten-gallon hat, white,
of course. And this, too, was the time for a lucky
kid like me to have my very own horse. He was-
n't white, so I couldn’t call him Silver; Cham-
pion was the name of this bay horse, and I'm
afraid it was something of a misnomer—he was
anything but a champion, but I didn’t know
that, so what did it matter? It was easy to fan-
tasize him into “The Wonder Horse” of Gene
Autry, but it wasn't easy to fantasize my old
cavalry saddle with the hole in the middle into
a tooled leather western saddle. In all those
years 1 dreamed of having the beautiful western
saddle I used to see each Saturday at Sears Roe-
buck in the nearby town of Elyria, but it never
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happened. In recent years, minus hat, boots,
guns and holster, and horse, I have still been
tempted to get that Sears saddle, put it on a
sawhorse, and just admire it.

All of those props, of course, were fantasy in-
spirations, but the greatest fantasy inspiration
came from two sources: the Lincoln Theatre ten
miles away in Elyria where Gene Autry lived
and rode the silver screen regularly, and the
console radio in our living room. I, like so many
others of that time, found myself propped up
against it (a Zenith with a funny green eye that
seemed to get bigger or smaller depending on
how well you had fine-tuned the station) listen-
ing to the adventures of “Hop Harrigan,” “Terry
and the Pirates,” “Buck Rogers,” “Superman,”
“Tom Mix,” *“Jack Armstrong,” and “Captain
Midnight.” All of these adventures took place in
fifteen-minute installments starting about 4:30 in

.’

the afternoon each day and lasting until just af-
ter dinner time when I would decode Captain
Midnight’s message on my Secret Squadron De-
coder.

The end of “Captain Midnight” each evening
meant I had a break to do homework, take a
bath, or some other unwanted task that might
be forced upon me. But if this were a Monday,
Wednesday, or Friday, I knew that these un-
pleasant tasks were just a prelude punishment
to make me worthy of the reward that the old
Zenith had waiting for me at 7:30—"The Lone
Ranger!”

The Ranger, Tonto and that mysteriously all-
knowing narrator were always there. And Dan
Reid was there if he wasn’t in school back East.
There were others, too, that showed up frequent-
ly: Thunder Martin, Mustang Mag, Black Bart.
The great horse Silver was always there, and

'/{\

The author now eleven years old and ready to ride
with any cowboy star on the silver screen.
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The author at age eleven bringing justice to the wild

frontier of Ohio. “1Where were you, Republic Pictures,
when 1 was ready for you to discover me?”
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Scout. And there were sounds: horse’s hooves
galloping on hard-packed dirt trails or stepping
cautiously on rocky creek edges just before wad-
ing through to the cave under the mountain wa-
terfall; stagecoach wheels passing over that old
wooden bridge as the driver cracked his whip
urging the horses on; the saddle leather strain-
ing as the Lone Ranger hoisted himself up onto
the back of the neighing, prancing Silver
(“Steady, Silver, steady, big fellow™); crickets
seeming to echo each other somewhere off in the
distance from the campsite fire of the Lone
Ranger and Tonto; the sound of mighty fist con-
necting with beard-stubbled outlaw chin. You
say it's impossible to tell it's a beard-stubbled
outlaw chin? (Years later I was to hear about
one of the performers becoming so engrossed in
the action that a slightly ad-libbed line came
out—"“Listen, 1 hear a white horse coming!”)
Anyway, I might not be able to identify the
Lone Ranger’s fist encountering a beard-stubbled
chin now, but I sure could at ten years of age
(with, perhaps, a little help from the narrator)
as I stared transfixed into that green eye of the
Zenith console.

Sometime around my ninth year we became a
two-radio home. The Zenith remained in our living
room and a Philco console (I don’t think it was
new) became a fixture in the corner of our dining
room. It didn’t have a green eye like the Zenith,
but it did have a most fascinating recessed sta-
tion indicator in the middle of the set, up near
the top. Whenever that set was on it exuded a
warm golden glow that made me want to turn
off all the other lights so that I could stare deep
into that golden glow and become lost in what-
ever adventure was emanating from the giant
twelve-inch speaker hidden behind the carved
grillwork and cloth. I can’t stress enough that it
wasn’t just a yellow light coming from that sta-
tion indicator—it was a warm golden glow—
that’s the only way to describe it. A couple of
years ago my wife bought me a replica of the
old Philco table model radio and it has that same
glow that T hadn’t seen for over twenty years.

During those years from, let’s say, six until
late in my twelfth year, I constantly played cow-
boys and outlaws—good guys and bad guys—
with two neighbor friends. They were a couple
of years younger than I, so I always got to be
Gene Autry or, if I had a mask, the L.one Rang-
er. They got to be the outlaws. (I often won-
dered in later years how this might have affect-
ed their little psyches.) Often, however, we were

all the good-guy cowboys and then the outlaws
were better performed because they were imag-
inary. You see, my neighbor friends didn't really
want to be the outlaws; they wanted to be Roy
Rogers, Hopalong Cassidy, Rocky Lane, or some
equally thrilling hero. (For some reason they
never challenged my claim to Gene Autry and
the Lone Ranger. I guess there were enough
heroes to go around in those days.)

And heroes were important in those days.
They were something you thought about con-
sciously. You talked about them or at least
thought about them every day. You pretended
that you were them when you could, certainly
when you were alone. I'm sure I didn’t analyze
my hero worship for the I.one Ranger or Gene
Autry during those years; I just accepted that
they were what they were to me, and 1 wanted
to grow up to be just like them. Oh, T don't
mean the adventure part of it, I knew that could
never be—I mean the personal characteristics of
my heroes: the honesty, friendliness, bravery,
kindliness, integrity—all of those things we val-
ue so highly. but rarelv talk about in connection
with our adult selves for fear of embarrassment,
or, perhaps, melancholia.

In case you haven't noticed, they're gone—
those heroes we had in the thirties, forties, and
early fifties. But then, so are the “mom and pop”
stores, and the small Ohio farms, and the Lin-
coln Theatre, and the console radios—all gone.
Except, perhaps, they’re not gone—in the sense
that all that we experienced is stored somewhere
in the memory tracks of the brain and with a
little jogging it can, bit by bit, be remembered
and enjoyed.

And so a few months ago, with the coopera-
tion and assistance of many people who were
“there.,” 1 started to assemble the many pieces
of the gigantic jigsaw puzzle called the Lone
Ranger. The ILone Ranger, of course, became
real through the people who created him—who
wrote, produced. directed. and acted his adven-
tures—and of equal importance through those of
us who listened. and later listened and watched,
and gradually as time passed, built an aura
around him that the creators could never have
done alone. I have, therefore, attempted to talk
with all of the people I could who have had
some tenable connection with the character over
the years. I have also talked with others (like
yourself and myself) who had a hand in creating
that aura that affected the thinking and behavior
of over four decades of youngsters.
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Many pieces of the Lone Ranger puzzle are  pens, both versions are given in their entirety.)
missing and may never be found. People are Regardless, there are enough of the pieces left
dead or two minds remember the same thing in  to examine and appreciate the entire picture.
two entirely different ways. (When that hap-
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Enter the Lone Ranger

I see himn as a sort of lone operator. He could even
be a former Texas Ranger.

I'l' was just after Christmas in the winter of
1932, when the twenty-nine-year-old radio
writer put aside a completed script of ‘“Warner
Lester, Manhunter” to receive a telephone call
trom Detroit. George W. Trendle, the boss of
WXYZ radio, was calling Fran Striker in Buffalo,
New York.

This was the first of many calls that Striker
would receive during the next few weeks from
the former lawyer, former vaudeville house
owner, former designer and operator of ornate
movie theatres—current Detroit radio station
owner in trouble. Trendle was down to his last
willion. When he and his partner, John H. King,
purchased the Columbia Broadcasting outlet,
WXYZ, in 1929, Trendle had in mind creating
local programming for the evening hours that
would be locally sponsored and would, he felt,
fill the WXYZ coffers with far more money than
they were receiving carrying the Columbia
Broadcasting fare. When he informed CBS of
his intent, a storm ensued that raged until June
of 1932, when the rebellious little giant, George
W. Trendle, cut line with the mother ship and
set sail as an independent in the choppy waters
of the Great Lakes.

During the months between June and early

—George W. Trendle

December of 1932, WXYZ was losing four thou-
sand dollars a week as an independent station
and time was running out for the now slightly
frantic Trendle to prove his contention that he
and his scrambling young staff at the station
could create programs with the same high qual-
ity and showmanship as their big brother stations
in New York and Chicago. In addition, Trendle
had long talked of a Michigan radio network of
seven stations. If he could just find the right
program, all of his dreams for the station could
come true. But what kind of program should it
be?

Trendle kept his own counsel until he had
formulated certain *“givens” for the new program
that he hoped would turn the tide for his wan-
ing fortune. In mid-December he called his staff
together and delivered the ‘givens” within
which they were to work with him in the crea-
tion of the new program,

The first “given” was that the program had
to be a drama, because drama was inexpensive,
required no name stars, and could be produced
and cast from cwrent staff members who had
been doing “Warner Lester, Manhunter” in re-
cent months—namely director James Jewell and
his *'Jewell Players.”

The second *“given” was that the program
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This early photograph of George W. Trendle was
taken during the year (1929) that he and John H.
King (at the time his name was Kunsky) purchased
IWWXYZ.

must be aimed at kids because they were less
critical. Playing to a less critical audience would
mean that the program would not have to be so
elaborate (translation: less expensive) and, be-
sides, kids could be counted on to coax their
parents into buying a potential sponsor’s prod-
uct.

The third ‘“given” was that the program
should be a Western. At first Trendle was torn
between crime stories and Westerns, but finally
decided against crime stories because he felt it
was more difficult to make them completely
wholesome and, by golly, this was going to be
a wholesome program. In addition, Trendle had
checked other kid’s programs and had found
that radio premiums from prospective sponsors
could be a lucrative sideline. He felt that the
Western offered practically unlimited possibilities
in this area. If his game plan worked, Trendle
wanted to be able to touch all financial bases.

Trendle was continuing with his list of “giv-
ens” as his assembled staff listened patiently,

perhaps wondering about the degree of “wiggle
room” that would be left to them once the “giv-
ens” were out of the way. The program was to
take place in the 1880s because a contemporary
Western, he felt, would restrict the writers too
much.

There must be a hero, of course. He was to
be mature rather than young because “it is bet-
ter to respect than to envy.” But what kind of
hero should he be? Trendle was still a little un-
sure of this as he met with his staff. He had
spent a great deal of time thinking about the
problem in the quiet of his study at home and
had repeatedly gone to the shelves to inspect
books from his childhood that had inspired him
during those early years of avid reading: novels
by Zane Grey, James Fenimore Cooper, Horatio
Alger; the adventures of such fiction characters
as Nick Carter, Robin Hood, Zorro. Yes, he told
his staff, these last two especially—Robin Hood
and Zorro—most closely possessed the qualities
he was looking for in this new Western hero. In
his enthusiasm Trendle couldn’t resist recalling
the thrill and excitement of seeing the great
Douglas Fairbanks in ‘“The Mark of Zorro” on
the silent screen. Yes, this fictional prototype
should rerve as the model for the new creation.

At this point the exuberant Trendle fell silent
for the response and brainstorming of his staff.
Yes, they liked the basic idea of the character
and felt that a Zorro-like mask was a necessity
along with the “benevolent outlaw” aspects of
both Zorro and Robin Hood. Someone pointed
out that motion picture cowboys quite often had
magnificent horses that became almost as well-
known as their riders. Different types of horses
were discussed until the staff agreed upon a
white Arabian. Trendle, who fancied himself
quite a horseman, vetoed the Arabian horse idea
because they were too small; however, he agreed
that the white horse idea was good because,
“He’ll stand out at night as well as by day.”
Trendle suggested to the staff that they do a lot
of thinking and talking together about this new
program during the next few days and that they
would all get together one week later to firm up
details of the program.

At the second staff conference, which fell be-
tween Christmas and New Year’s, Trendle start-
ed by reviewing what they had decided at the
first meeting or informally since that meeting.
“Well,” Trendle said, “this guy is decent, athlet-
ic, and ‘up on the bit'—you know: alert and en-
terprising. Maybe he has been unjustly banished
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and is waiting to come into his own again. Any-
how, he goes around righting wrongs against
tremendous odds and then disappearing imme-
diately afterwards. 1 see him as a sort of lone
operator. He could even be a former Texas
Ranger—.”

“There’s his name!” spoke up a staff member,
“The Lone Ranger.”

Trendle and his WXYZ staff felt they had
done all that they could do to develop their new
radio hero. Now they needed someone to bring
him to life, to develop his character, to make
him believable—they needed a scriptwriter. It
was at this point that George W. Trendle got
on the phone to Buffalo.

As he waited for the long-distance operator to
complete the call, Trendle was excited; he felt
he was on to something. This I.one Ranger char-
acter might be the ticket to the renewed success
and prosperity that he had been searching for.
He hardly knew this free-lance script writer by
the name of Fran Striker, but his “Warner Les-
ter” series was not bad and he could tell from
the scripts that Striker understood character de-
velopment and how to sustain a program with
a proper mix of suspense and adventure. Yes,
he’'d give this man Striker a chance.

Striker listened as the ebullient Trendle out-
lined what he had in mind for this new program.
The wusually mild-mannered and unassuming
Striker was slightly taken aback that the promi-
nent George W. Trendle would personally call
him to seek his assistance on a new radio pro-
gram. Striker, who had never been west of Buf-
falo, assured Trendle that he would drop every-
thing and get right to the business of developing
this adventure of the old West. Trendle stressed
that no time was to be wasted since he wanted
this new program on the air within a month.

Fran Striker was one of those individuals who,
once the challenge had been made, surged for-
ward possessed by the fascination of the work
before him. He had been developing a Western
radio series on his own called “Covered Wagon
Days.” Looking back over the scripts he saw that
with changes they could be the partial basis for
the new program for George W. Trendle. The
words came quickly to his mind; his fingers
snapped at the typewriter keys and the Lone
Ranger evolved.

Striker saw the Ranger as slightly over six feet
with a weight hovering close to 190 pounds—
this seemed about right for a Western hero. He

remembered a program he had once written
about Robin Hood where Robin’s arrowheads
were tipped with silver so that all would know
the archer with the distinctive trademark. Why
not bullets of silver for this new hero . . . and
silver shoes for his horse? Silver bullets, silver
shoes, a white horse—wait, call him Silver. It
works! And so the creation continued.

Trendle, never an easy man to please, now
became as obsessed as his new loyalist, Striker,
that this program must be right! Rewrites were
repeatedly called for. On the fifteenth go
around, it was decided to give the script an on-
the-air try-out late at night. Trendle still wasn't
happy with certain aspects of the program, but
thought it might shake down more quickly if
they actually started trying it out with a cast.

’s

Fran Striker, the head writer for “The Lone Ranger
radio program during its long run on radio.
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The director, James Jewell, started rehearsing
his cast.

Striker had been struggling to come up with a
personal signature for the Lone Ranger that
would clearly identify him to the listening au-
dience. He buttonholed everyone he could to
listen to one of his latest attempts. “Hi-Yi, Yippy,
Silver, away.” No, it still wasn't right, but he
knew the last syllable had to be a long one so
that the actor could sustain it in a shout, and
so the search continued.

In early January the first try-out program was
broadcast with little fanfare. Trendle wanted on-
ly a few friends and the staff at the station to
listen and provide a critique the next day. The
reaction was mixed, but Trendle knew for cer-
tain the changes he wanted. For one thing the
Lone Ranger was far too cheerful. This masked
avenger had no business being so happy. He was
supposed to be righting wrongs, protecting the
poor and weak from ruthless outlaws, bringing
peace and justice to the Western frontier—this
was no laughing matter! Striker got the message;
rarely from that time on would the Ranger so
much as chuckle.

The other thing that had bothered Trendle
was that awful closing: “Come along, Silver!
That's the boy! . . . Hi-Yi (hearty laugh) . . .
Now cut loose, and awa-a-y.” He felt the idea
of a closing signature was right, but it must be
shorter, more to the point.

After a few more late-night try-out programs,
Trendle instructed Striker to prepare a backlog
of twenty-four scripts. They would aim to get
the program on the air by the end of the month.
Striker got to work immediately on this formid-
able task and soon found that he had a new
problem—the Lone Ranger was too alone. This
was radio. Either a narrator had to tell the lis-
tener everything the ILone Ranger was doing or
else the Lone Ranger had to talk aloud to him-
self (or Silver) explaining just what he was do-
ing; otherwise, the listener wouldn’t understand
what was going on. The Lone Ranger needed
someone to talk to—a confidant, but who?

It had to be someone who could assist him
in his battles for justice, but not someone who
would steal the spotlight. It couldn’t be a wom-
an because the Lone Ranger moved from place
to place and a woman companion was out of
the question. A comic sidekick would never do
for the sober masked man. This companion must
possess the same outdoor knowledge and surviv-
al skills as the Lone Ranger. He must be able

to track outlaw trails and hunt for the wild game
that would make up much of their diet when
traveling. He must understand the making of
nature’s medicines from the herbs, roots, and
plants that the wilderness provided. No mere
cowboy would possess these skills. The descrip-
tion would, however, fit an Indian—a faithful
Indian companion. Striker. remembering a sav-
age character named Gobo from one of his old
radio mystery scripts, changed the name by se-
lecting a new set of consonants. The result was
Tonto and he first appeared in the tenth script.

It was only six weeks from the time of con-
ception until this man of mystery, this masked
rider of the plains, this champion of justice—this
Lone Ranger—began his forty-plus year ride in-
to the hearts and minds of millions of people
around the world. The date was January 30,
1933: “Hi-Yo, Silver, Away!”

What you have just read is the basic story of
how “The Lone Ranger” program came to be—
according to George W. Trendle. Current writers
have two prime sources of information covering
the Trendle version: a 1939 Saturday Evening
Post article that extensively quotes Trendle, and
the authorized biography of George W. Trendle
by Mary E. Bickel. Some individuals through
the years have claimed that the Trendle version
is not entirely accurate—that others in the Tren-
dle staff had a much greater hand in the crea-
tion than Trendle wished to acknowledge. Some
say that Trendle had practically nothing to do
with the creation. It has been said that Trendle
was a man with a well-developed ego. He
owned the company and what was created by
his company belonged to him—was created by
him in his eyes.

Some have said that the original director,
James Jewell, deserved much of the credit for
creating the lone Ranger. It is interesting to
note that Jim Jewell, who directed “The Lone
Ranger” program from preorigin try-outs in Jan-
uary, 1933, through June of 1938—directing al-
most five full years of programs, fifty-two weeks
a year, three programs a week from creation to
the beginnings of international fame—is never
mentioned even once in the authorized George
W. Trendle biography.

There are others who believe that Fran Striker
deserves the major credit for the creation of the
Ione Ranger as a full-fledged, meaningful char-
acter. A fairly good case can be made for this
contention; after all (according to Trendle), he
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was the writer hired to color in and give detail
to the line drawing of the character that Trendle
and his WXYZ staff had provided. (However,
this version of the creation requires you to ig-
nore the contribution of director Jim Jewell who
it is known had a hand in at least some of the
writing on the program while it was being cre-
ated.)

It has been suggested by someone very close
to the scene that “they [Trendle and Striker]
had a pleasant enough working relationship, per-
haps because each wanted to keep it so. There
was always a feeling as to who created ‘The
Lone Ranger,’ each believing he did.” Few, how-
ever, would argue that Striker was the one who
wrote the scripts that helped to make the char-
acter an American legend.*

In 1932 at the time of the creation of “The
Lone Ranger,” Ted Robertson was a teenage as-
sistant to the chief sound effects technician at
WXYZ. Later he was to become chief sound
technician, then assistant director of “The Lone
Ranger” prior to leaving WXYZ in 1940. In cor-
respondence with the author, Mr. Robertson
commented on the creation and early years of
“The Lone Ranger” program.

DAVID ROTHEL: Do you know who the parti-
cipants were at the initial brainstorming meet-
ings which resulted in the creation of the Lone
Ranger character?

TED ROBERTSON: I was nineteen years of age
and the assistant to Bert Djerkiss, the chief
sound effects technician at radio station WXYZ
(I was also an actor and announcer), and was
not invited to the brainstorming session at which
the Lone Ranger was created. My opinions are,
therefore, second hand and may not necessarily
be fact. I know George W. Trendle was definite-
ly there, as was Jim Jewell. Harold True, the
manager of station WXYZ, was there and I sus-
pect Allen Campbell, the financial brain of
WXYZ, was also there, and possibly Ray Meurer,
who was the firm's attorney. Brace Beemer was,
at the time, the chief announcer at the station
and I would doubt he would be included.

DAVID ROTHEL: Do you have any personal
knowledge as to who was responsible for specif-
ic contributions to the creation of the program?
It has been written, for example, that Brace
Beenier was responsible for the idea of the silver

® Though “The Lone Ranger” was Fran Striker’s most famous
and profitable writing venture, “The Gieen Hornet” was per-
sonally his favorite program.

Pictured above is Ted Robertson, who worked his
way up from assistant to the chief sound effects tech-
nician to the position of assistant director during the
years he was with “The Lone Ranger.” (civca mid-
1930s)

shoes for Silver and that Fran Striker was re-
sponsible for the silver bullets.

TED ROBERTSON: I was always led to believe
that the idea of a Western hero (a former Texas
Ranger) was the idea of George Trendle. Harold
True once told me he had the idea for an Indian
companion but I always accepted that with a
grain of salt—as I would accept Beemer’s con-
tention he was responsible for the silver shoes.
I would suspect that Jim Jewell (who had a
marvelously active and fertile mind) contributed
a great deal and Fran Striker must also have
contributed his share.

DAVID ROTHEL: Do you have any idea how
fully created the basic l.one Ranger character
was when Fran Striker came on the scene to
write the series?

131




TED ROBERTSON: Fran Striker was based in Buf-
falo, New York, and was hired to write the
scripts. [Author’s note: Striker and his family
moved to Detroit in December of 1933, almost
a year after “The Lone Ranger” went on the
air.] I have no way of knowing for sure, but I
suspect he was given the basic character of the
Lone Ranger, his horse, Silver, and his faithful
Indian companion, Tonto. Fran Striker was giv-
en a contract to write the show and was paid
five dollars per script (which escalated to seven
dollars and fifty cents). Fran typed the scripts
himself and the number of legible scripts the
carbon paper would yield determined the total
amount he received for each episode. He usually
averaged seven copies, which gave him a profit
of thirty-five dollars (minus postage). The
sound department always worked from the sev-
enth copy, which probably is the reason my eyes
are so bad.

DAVID ROTHEL: Several people have expressed
the feeling that Jim Jewell contributed consid-
erably more to the creation of the I.one Ranger
than he is given credit for. Could you give your
assessment of this?

TED ROBERTSON: I am probably the world’s
leading authority on Jim Jewell because I was
in the theatre with him beginning in 1930 and
was hired by him shortly after he became the
dramatic director for WXYZ the same year.
When 1 first went to work for Jim and WXYZ
it was in the depths of the depression and there
was no money for a salary for me. I kept coming
to the studio and working for free because I
realized how much I had to learn and because
of Jewell’s charisma. To get to the studio was
a long streetcar ride and it cost six cents plus a
penny for a transfer. The day came when I just
did not have the money so I didn’t report for
work. Jewell telephoned the house and spoke to
an aunt with whom I lived. She told him in no
uncertain terms why I did not report for work.
The end result was that I began receiving $2.50
per week which a short time later escalated to
$7.50, and by the end of a year became $17.50
(when I became chief sound technician). About
a year later the company had no money avail-
able for its payroll and we were given pink
promissory notes which were eventually paid off
at the rate of fifty cents on the dollar.

[Author’s note: The following is the form let-
ter that George W. Trendle sent to all WXYZ
employees during the time of the financial crisis
that Mr. Robertson refers to. The employee’s

name was written by hand next to the word
“EMPLOYEES” at the top of the page and the
amount of the newly tabulated salary was writ-
ten at the appropriate places in the text. The
letter was neither signed nor initialed by Mr.
Trendle.]

BULLETIN:—ALL EMPLOYEES
FROM: MR. TRENDLE

I wish it were possible for me to tell each one of
you personally how we all appreciate the wonderful
spirit of cooperation you have shown in the present
financial stringency, and also how grateful I am for
the many evidences of sympathy expressed in con-
nection with the losses 1 have taken through the
failure of the Union Guardian Trust Company.

We all want this organization to continue to func-
tion with as little curtailment in personnel and
efficiency as possible. We feel you all know that the
present banking condition is such that it is impos-
sible for us to continue to take the huge weekly
losses we have assumed ever since last spring, par-
ticularly in view of the fact that hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars of both Mr. Kunsky's money and
mine are tied up in our local banking situation.
We have, therefore, worked out a scheme which has
probably been discussed with you, and under which
your weekly salary for the present will be $
We want you to know that we realize this amount
must, of necessity, be more or less temporary, and
when conditions right themselves, Station WXYZ
will gradually come back to normal, and that con-
dition will again be reflected in the payrolls.

Our operating losses during the past several
months have run well into six figures, and it is our
endeavor to try and operate the station with the
smallest possible loss during the next few months,
in order that we may be able to meet these losses

weekly with cash. As soon as the turn in business
takes place, we are confident that the Michigan

Radio Network, and WXYZ will go places. We have
a sound organization, a sound plan, a loyal staft and
a proposition which is far better than any other
radio station can offer.

The enclosed remittance of $ will be
construed by us to be your acceptance of the present
wage scale, which, we assure you is highly appre-
ciated, and I, personally, want to express my thanks
for your kindly cooperation.

I definitely agree that Jim Jewell contributed
considerably more to the creation of the Lone
Ranger than he is given credit for. I suspect this
is the reason he eventually parted company with
George W. Trendle. The program was highly
successful and made an enormous amount of
money. Jim wanted to be paid a salary com-
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mensurate with the success of the show. Trendle
was not inclined to do so and the parting took
place under a cloud of bad feeling.

In the event any of my words find their way
into your book (which I hope is a huge success)
I feel compelled to make the following observa-
tion: It is my considered judgment that Jim
Jewell was a dedicated genius. As it is with most
geniuses he was eccentric, at times irascible.
and very difficult to work for. He drove himself
unmercifully and made outrageous creative de-
mands on his actors, engineers, and sound tech-
nicians, but somehow he forced them to deliver.
I remember being in constant battle with him
(I was forever quitting or being fired), but I
always returned because I understood his dedi-
cation to perfection and had enormous respect
for his talent. There was nothing Jim Jewell
couldn’t do . . . if Fran Striker’s scripts didn’t
arrive in the mail (that happened several times)
he was able, at the last moment, to write a script
and get it on the air . . . if an actor showed up
in an inebriated condition (that happened to
one of the early portrayers of the Lone Ranger)
Jim was able to (and did) take over the role . . .
if he got into a battle with the sound department
and the chief sound man went home in a huff
(I did it many times) he was capable of han-
dling the turntables. He was a producer-director-
creator who dealt successfully in comedy, drama,
musical variety, and documentaries. He was a
writer, composer, actor—a genius of many tal-
ents—and his contributions to the success of
“The Lone Ranger,” to many other programs,
and to the success of station WXYZ has never
been properly appreciated and I am delighted
to be able to set the record straight. He was a
giant.

pAvVID ROTHEL: Do you happen to know who
decided on the “William Tell Overture” as the
theme for the program?

TED ROBERTSON: It is strange I do not know
the answer to this question. I later was respon-
sible for a great deal of the music chosen for
the show and spent hours at Grinnell Bros. mu-
sic store listening to records and making my
choices, but I never got it clear in my mind who
made the memorable choice of the “William Tell
Overture.” The evidence would indicate Jim
Jewell and Bert Djerkiss. Jim was knowledge-
able about music (he even composed songs for
an earlier puppet show) and Bert was a singer
who left WXYZ a short time later to pursue a
singing career.

DAVID ROTHEL: In what year did you leave
“The Lone Ranger” program? What job did you
assume when you left the program?

TED ROBERTSON: I was asked to leave “The
Lone Ranger” program (and station WXYZ) in
November 1940, and moved to Chicago. The
reason for my departure was an ideological dif-
ference 1 had with Brace Beemer—a story of
little importance to anyone but me. In Chicago
I was hired almost immediately to fly to St
Louis and handle the radio campaign of a man
aspiring to become the mayor of that city. The
campaign was won and I joined the production
staff of WBBM, Chicago, the key Midwest CBS
station.

DAVID ROTHEL: Do you have any remembranc-
es of the early days of “The Lone Ranger” pro-
gram or the people connected with it that you
could relate?

TED ROBERTSON: I wish I could authenticate
this particular story, or even remember the exact
figures, but I simply can not. Maybe somebody
else you have talked to could help. I am con-
vinced this story is true—it came from too many
sources in a position to know: Fran Striker (who
had a very large family) was finally brought to
Detroit from Buffalo and given an office and a
contract to write for the station. (At one time
he personally wrote in one week, three “Lone
Rangers,” two ‘““Manhunters,” one “Dr. Fang,”
and a show about World War 1.) His contract
was in the neighborhood of a hundred to a hun-
dred and fifty dollars a week and it contained
a clause which said he would receive an addi-
tional ten dollars per station, per week, for any
additional stations who signed to carry “The
Lone Ranger.” One day he was informed his
work was so outstanding and management was
so pleased, his salary was to be increased ap-
proximately fifty dollars per week. Fran was ec-
static and the following day the old contract was
torn up and he signed a new one containing
the increase. In the new contract the extra-sta-
tion clause was deleted and a few days later
Campbell announced that 120 new stations
would be added to “The Lone Ranger” line-up.

John Todd, a marvelous actor who played
Tonto, was a charming, witty, and virile Irish-
man who was quite attractive to women. During
my tenure as assistant director under Chuck
Livingstone we did three broadcasts a night—
one at 6:30 p.y. for the Detroit and Michigan
area, one at 7:30 p.M. for the East and Midwest
states, and a final broadcast at 10:30 p.m. for
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This is one of the early promotional pictures that was
sent to young fans of the Lone Ranger.
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the West coast. The time between 8:00 and
10:30 p.M. was usually devoted to poker, Ping-
Pong, snooker or pool at the local pool parlor,
or, for those of a romantic nature, it was an op-
portunity for a little hanky-panky.

One memorable night we began the final
broadcast and I failed to check the personnel.
The first scene concerned a meeting between
the Lone Ranger, Tonto, and the local sheriff.
When Tonto’s first line came up there was a hor-
rifying silence . . . John Todd was nowhere to
be seen (or heard). Earle Graser (the Lone
Ranger at the time) and the actor playing the
sheriff (probably Fred Reto) somehow stum-
bled through the scene improvising as they went
along to cover the absence of the (un) faithful
Indian companion. Todd arrived shortly there-
after in a state of complete dishevel and with
his prominent bald spot covered with lipstick.
The lovable bachelor had been dallying with a
damsel in a nearby hotel and had lost all sense
of time. John never revealed the identity of the
lady friend, and I learned to count noses five
minutes before the final broadcast.

Fred Flowerday (who replaced me as chief
sound technician when I moved on to directing)
constructed a large box on wheels which con-
tained an automobile storage battery which con-
nected to several auto horns mounted in the box
which were activated by buttons mounted on
the outside rear of the box. These were used
for contemporary dramas such as “The Green
Hornet.” We were short of storage space so
Fred’'s box was kept in the corner of the studio
and the battery deactivated when not in use.
One night the sound crew failed to unhook the
battery. On the 10:30 p.m. broadcast Tonto was
sent to watch the horses as the Lone Ranger
crept up on a line cabin where a young girl was
held captive. Dear old John Todd (tired after
a long day at the microphone) repaired to the
rear of the studio, sat on a chair and went to
rest his feet on the horn box. Suddenly a klaxon
horn honked across the prairie drowning out the
sound of the crickets. From then on the storage
battery was removed from Fred’'s horn box.

On one broadcast we had a scene in which
somebody was chopping wood. For this effect
we had a sound man with a Boy Scout hatchet
chopping on an old log we kept for the purpose.
In the sound effects studio (which was back of
the director) Ernie Winstanley and Jim Fletch-
er (two excellent sound men who later became
actors) were working the wood chopping, the

footsteps, and the horse hooves (bathroom
plungers pounded in a large box filled with
gravel). On the 10:30 p.Mm. show (where every-
thing seemed to happen) Ernie was handling
the wood chopping and became involved in
some horseplay with Fletcher. He was distracted
for a fraction of a second and the miscalculation
drove the hatchet deep into his shin. The spurt
of blood caused Fletcher to hustle Ernie out of
the studio immediately and to a nearby doctor.
We finished the broadcast without the services
of the sound guys and the horses stole silently
into the remaining scenes.

Forty years (and more) is a long time ago
but I have tried my best to answer your ques-

tions honestly.
* b+ *

Very late in the preparation of this manu-
script, when I had begun to suspect that there
was little hope of including the reminiscences of
Jim Jewell, the original director of “The Lone
Ranger” radio program, I was pleasantly sur-
prised one Sunday evening to receive a call from
him from Chicago. He explained that he had not
been able to respond to my letters because he
had been in the hospital. Though still quite ill,
he stated that he would agree to talk with me
about the early days of “The Lone Ranger” if
I could visit him in Chicago.

There was little question about my going to
Chicago. I was not about to miss the opportu-
nity to meet and talk with the man that Ted
Robertson described as “a giant” in the radio
industry. Here was the man who not only was
responsible for ‘“The Lone Ranger” from 1933
to 1938, but who had also directed “The Green
Hornet” from its inception until 1938. This was
the man who later originated, wrote, and direct-
ed “The Black Ace” radio series, which among
other distinctions introduced Danny Thomas in
his first running comedy role in radio. Mr. Jewell
had also taken on the writing and directing
chores for “Jack Armstrong, the All-American
Boy” from 1943 to 1951. His final network radio
creation was “Silver Eagle—Mountie,” which
was the last network children’s adventure pro-
gram. It left the air in March of 1955. By this
time Mr. Jewell was recognized as the “Dean of
Radio Adventure Stories.”

Within the week I was knocking at the door
of Jim and Marion Jewell's seventeenth-floor
apartment overlooking Lake Michigan. During
the next two afternoons Mr. Jewell, who was
certainly one of the closest persons to the scene
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James Jewell with Chicago in the background.
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Pictured above are the four men who guided the
fortunes of the Kunsky-Trendle Broadcasting Cor-
poration in 1933. Upper left and right: George V.
Trendle, President; John H. Kunsky, Vice-President.
Lower left and right: Howard O. Pierce, Secretary and
Director of Broadcasting; H. Allen Campbell, Director
of Sales.

137



when “The Lone Ranger” program was incubat-
ing and hatching at WXYZ, told a very different
story from the one presented by George W.
Trendle.

DAVID ROTHEL:
WXYZ?

JiM JEWELL: My brother brought me in there
in 1930. Ralph was a musician—a very fine
trumpet player—and he was with the orchestra
at WXYZ. 1 suppose he got sick and tired of
paying his brother’s bills and decided I better
get a job. He told Fred Jenks, program director,
that I was a writer. Howard Pierce (Trendle’s
right hand man who held many titles with the
organization over the years) heard him say this
and said, “Send him around; we need writers.”
I was in the next morning. Pierce said, “Are you
a writer?” I said, “Yes.” He asked, “What have
you written?” I said, “Well, I've written two or
three vaudeville skits. One called “‘Two Women’
and another called ‘The Foolish Mrs. Wise."” He
said, “Oh, wonderful, wonderful! We'll give you
twenty-five dollars a script, but you'll have to
be under contract.” 1 thought, “What kind of a
nut is this I'm talking to? He doesn’t even want
to see a script.”

The following day I signed my first contract
with George Trendle, Howard Pierce, and John
Kunsky for twenty-five dollars a script. The con-
tract was for three months. Later they found out
that that was a tremendous amount to be paying
for a writer and eventually broke my contract.

pAvVID ROTHEL: Tell me about the creation of
“The Lone Ranger” radio program.

JiM JEwWELL: 1 was building a seven-days-a-
week series called “The Manhunters” on WXYZ
in the early 1930s. Out of this ‘“Manhunters”
framework came a program called ““Curly Ed-
wards and His Cowboys.” The program played
one night and George Trendle, Howard Pierce,
and the then station manager and announcer,
Harold True, heard the show. There had been
a lot of talk around that Trendle liked the idea
of a Western. In discussing the “Curly Edwards”’
program they had heard, everyone thought it
was a good idea, a great idea, and I should go
ahead and develop it, but nobody liked the
damned title. I didn’t blame them; I didn’t like
it either. Harold True said, “The thing needs a
mystery name for the leading character. How
about ‘The Lone Star Ranger’?” I said to him
that it would be wonderful if a fellow didn’t
already have it and have it copyrighted—Zane
Grey. So Harold said, “Aha then, “The Lone

When did you start with

Ranger.’” Well, we all thought it was pretty
good. I, truthfully, thought it was kind of corny
but that was because it was not my idea; any-
thing that wasn’t my idea was kind of corny.
(laugh) Well, I went ahead and wrote it up.

pavib ROTHEL: When did the discussions
about starting “The Lone Ranger” program be-
gin? Trendle says they began sometime in De-
cember of 1932.

jiM JEWELL: Only because that was when I
was doing the “Curly Edwards” show. No.
Harold True threw the title out on the table, 1
would say, around January 18th.

paviD ROTHEL: And the program went on the
air January 30th.

jiM JEweLL: That is not right. It was January
20th. I'm positive.

pAvID ROTHEL: Was Fran Striker in on it at
this point?

JiIM JEWELL: At that stage of the game, no.
He had, of course, written some of “The Man-
hunters” by this time, but I had never met him.

pAvID ROTHEL: He would just send his scripts
in from Buffalo.

Jim JEwiLL: That's right. He sent me the syn-
dicated scripts for the “Warner Lester” program,
which I put into “The Manhunters” series.

DAVID ROTHEL: So you wrote the first scripts
of “The Lone Ranger” program?

JiM JEWELL: I wrote the first ones, yes. For
probably two or three months the first “Lone
Ranger” shows were just “Manhunters” stories.
They were not listed in the newspapers as “The
Lone Ranger” stories at all. I don’t know exactly
when Fran’s first “Lone Ranger” script went on.
I know it was after that time, of course.

DAVID ROTHEL: I understand that the first
“Lone Ranger” script did not have “Hi-Yo,
Silver” in it.

jiM JEWELL: No, it did not and for this reason.
George Seaton was the actor playing the Lone
Ranger. In rehearsal we came to the line, “A
fiery horse with a speed of light, a cloud of dust,
a hearty . . (laugh) .. The Lone Ranger!” He
couldn’t laugh. Here we were about to go on the
air and the guy couldn’t laugh and we needed
it. So we went up to the elevator penthouse of
the Maccabees Building amid the straining
whine of cables and the clatter of relay switches.
We tried every shout you could think of: Hi-Yi!
and Yippee! and all the rest of them. Finally
I said, “Let’s try the one the English do, ‘Heigh-
Ho.' Let’s shout it instead of politely doing it.”
So he tried a few of those and finally in complete
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Director Jim Jewell talks with authoress Vera Brown
about a new program she has written for WXYZ. Per-
formers Jack Marvin, Bealrice Leiblee, and Charles
Livingstone look on. (circa mid-1930s)
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and utter disgust he said, “One more and that’s
it! Hi-Yo, Silver!” And that’s the way that was
born. That is the honest to God’s truth.

paviD ROTHEL: And Fran Striker had nothing
to do with it?

JiM  JEweLL: Nothing whatsoever. But T'll
never demean Fran’s performance. He was too
good a man. Fran Striker was in my estimation
the greatest hack writer that ever lived. Now,
I'm not casting any crumbs to the man when
I call him a hack writer, because a hack writer
was a person who could hack it out day after
day after day. When you figure that that man
was in there writing—I mean actively writing—
for twenty-five years, you don’t demean a person
like that. That’s a great job.

pAVID ROTHEL: Did Striker come to Detroit
at all during the first few months of “The Lone
Ranger” program?

jiM JEWELL: No, he did not.

pavip RoTHEL: How long after “The Lone
Ranger” went on the air did Fran Striker start
writing the scripts and sending them to you in
Detroit?

Jim JEWELL: I can’t give you an exact answer.
1 would have to say early in the series, but I
don’t remember how early. From time to time
as 1 wanted changes made, 1 would write Fran
letters telling him what 1 wanted. You see, he
had no way of listening to the program.

PAVID ROTHEL: Yes, it was only broadcast on
the Michigan Radio Network at that time. Did
George Trendle contact Fran Striker?

yim JEweLL: Trendle (I learned later) called
my secretary, Miss Helen Hall, and asked for
Striker’s address and surreptitiously he wrote to
him, called him, and made arrangements for him
to come to Detroit.

PAVID ROTHEL: What did George Trendle
have to say about the new program?

yim JEweLL: When Trendle heard the pro-
gram his comment was, “All that damned shout-
ing in the front part, I don’t know whether 1
like that or not.”” This was his comment and cri-
tique. Mr. Trendle had nothing whatsoever to
do with the creation of “The Lone Ranger.” He
never wrote a word. He never put anything on
paper but his signature to a check.

pAVID ROTHEL: Did he read the scripts while
you were director?

JiM JEWELL: No. He never read a one.

pavip ROTHEL: Did the Lone Ranger speak
perfect English in the beginning?

jim JEWELL: No, he spoke Jim Jewell English.

DAVID ROTHEL: What other original elements
of “The Lone Ranger” program were you re-
sponsible for?

jim JEweLL: Let’s look at “kee mo sah bee”
—trusty scout. [Author’s note: The spelling of
“kemo sabe” has been rather capricious over the
years. “Kemo sabe,” “kee mo sah bee,” ‘“kimo-
sabi,” “kemo sabay” are just a few examples that
I have discovered. Except where context de-
mands otherwise, I will use “kemo sabe.”] That's
the only thing it has ever meant or ever will
mean. “‘Kee Mo Sah Bee” was a boys’ camp es-
tablished in 1911 at Mullet Lake, Michigan,
owned by my father-in-law. I think it was sort
of a natural thing for me to use it on a program
when 1 knew no other words of Indian. Chief
Thundercloud (no relation to the Indian actor)
was an Indian from Cross Village (which was
either a mission school or a reservation) who
we used to call over to the camp in the summer-
time to tell tall stories to the kids. For example,
he would come over and tell them how he’d dug
the straits of Mackinaw with nothing but a
wooden spoon. Occasionally Chief Thundercloud
would have a few too many drinks and would
become rather rambunctious. When this hap-
pened the other Indians would call him a “Ton-
to”—meaning a “wild one,” or words to that ef-
fect. It was a word said in derision. Well, T just
liked the sound of the word “Tonto” and decid-
ed to use it for the Lone Ranger’s companion.

DAVID ROTHEL: You told me you were respon-
sible for selecting the “William Tell Overture”
as “The Lone Ranger” theme. How did this
come about?

JIM JEWELL: Many have speculated as to
whether there was a philosophic or psychologi-
cal reason for choosing the classics for the mu-
sical content of the show. Nope! Just a personal
liking for great dramatic scores and the fact that
we had a fine record library of Victor Red Seal,
Columbia, and Brunswick recordings by out-
standing orchestras. 1 had been using this library
on other series I had written and produced prior
to “The Lone Ranger” and had become very
familiar with it.

We were fortunate to have a young man
named Bert Djerkiss working as a record turner
and sound effect assistant at the beginning of
“The Lone Ranger.” He had been brought up
in a musical environment and he had a natural
aptitude for recognizing the dramatic potential
of various selections or musical phrases which
by themselves would not be identifiable, but in
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TO

KUNSKY.-TRENDLE BROADCASTING CORPORATION

INTER-OFFICE COMMUNICATION
e __JJan 12 193

Mr. Trendle h FROM Mr. Pierce

L b

Regarding the attached note from Mr. Jewell, I do not kmow
ho~ you feel about it, but my reabtion to earrying these stories along
as "Manhunter" pr-sentations would be a mistake and might seriously injure
the larre following we have for the "Manhunters", To me the idea would be
to alternate (and I believe this is your idea too) the presentations, having
"Manhunters” on fér three nirhts this new western idea for the other
three nights, alternating the prpsentations.

The content of this interoffice memo pinpoints the
year as 1933. It is apparent that neither Howard
Pierce (Director of Broadcasting at WXYZ and pos-
sessor of various other titles), Trendle, nor Jewell
realized the potential of “this new western idea” that
was to alternate with “Manhunters.” The fact that
the program is called “this new western idea” instead
of “The Lone Ranger” would tend to confirm Jewell's
contention that the title did not come along until
about January 18th. The handwriting is Jim Jewells.
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adcast of an episode of the Lone Ranger adventure series.
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JAMES JEWELL
Playwright for WXYZ

James Jewell, actor, playwright, dramatic coach, and mosi
of all affable, unobtrusive highlight of WXYZ's studio staff.

“Jimmy" creates, writes, directs and plays in the famous
“Manhunters” and “Lone Ranger” dramas, and what a whale
of a job that is when you add to it conducting, managing,
coaching juvenile players and taking part in the Kiddies' Kar-
nival every week day.

James Jewell's requirements are many and varied for his
work for WXYZ and the Michigan Radio Network, but fortu.
nately he has a wealth of imagination which always “clicks”
at the right moment.

This picture appeared in the “Michigan Radio Net-
work” PR newspaper, which was printed in the sum-
mer of 1933.
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Chas. Yeager, Pioneer
Local Camp Director,
Quits After 29 Years

PSR e RS IR K

Ke-mo-sah-bee is ended. 'Nlmpmvm In fact, most of it al-
: Charles W, Yeage, of Detrmit, ready hus been sold after he in-
first licutenmnt. retired, said to- |¥erted a Tribune advertisement of
duy thut his famous boys camp on {his tents, diving tower, drum
Mullett Lake is over for good A | bugles, and othey puraphernalia.
pionecr Northern Michigan chld.l He revealed that he hag with-
ren's summer camp leader, co- drawn from the sal, his antique
founder of the first summer Nmp'hll‘k. It will be kept as a land-
'in this avea, he has given up [he'm'k~ The coaech is familiar to
business after 29 years. | Cheboygan people, as the horse-

Ke-mo-sah-be, did not operate (Continued on Last Page)
thi< vear. This ic the first Bme |~
since 1911 that a camp has not i‘i:.u;n vrh.lrk- has been entered my
been helg there. enl parndes. |
| Henceforth the beautiful p-op- _K«-mu-qh-bee is olde, than the
erty, popular for its sand beach, hmhwn\'_!hnt runs past it. The
and with a trout stream runming S*™P originated in 1911  when
through the tract, will be devoted only a winding wagon road ran
i mmer” cavm Yesgey s S0t SN 1y i
| four cabins this year, and says he e camp in
m'xHV year ‘he will h):xild four rrur’P. :r:n '"Y :x':neh'"; :ich"""' !:ud

¢ could ecasily fill the extr s fore ne, o e many boys

enbins, he said, as he revealed thal ::';‘d';':':‘;‘,':'om": cnm;m':,"rb;hich
he is turning away ten eboy unly was ome
|day. The ux'v‘\p mc{n ;:nll C:T. be Tamous Following it were to come
r r;~crunon centey for the Yeagey r“"r:“:"“‘:.wf:if“\'":ll_\ll‘:l\lw::: T.il:;
{ Cabins, wrs, o .+ s

Yeager is selling the cam ‘c“:;:‘i""ul' k‘::.h.d on Cheboygat

ounty lakes.

Detroit  University  Sc howo
foundon the eamp, buying the sil.
from father of H. T. Rollo. The
camp was incorporated and named
Birchwood lLodge. Yeager, the
athletic director of D. U. S, was
one of the three men who began
operation of the camp in the 1911
season,

From then until 1941, the camp
operated every season except in
1914, In that year Miss Gerlrude
Tuttle, who in 1912 and 1913 was
dictician for Birchwood Lodge,
rented the camp and opened it to
girls. Her experiment was so suc
cessful that she hought her own
camp on Burt Lake, and her
“pPinewood” Camp for yirls was
famons for a quarter of a cen-
tury.

Y eager_bought Birchw vod Lodge
rom the corporation in 1 f.il-'v‘,_nll_nl
%‘umv-d i};_t‘b e cump, changing

The name “Ke-mo-xah-hec, an
sl L
Indian word which means ~Trusty

Scout.”

This clipping about Charles Yeager, Jim Jewell's
father-in-law, would seem to support Jewell's conten-
tion that he was responsiblc for “Ke-mo-sah-bee” on
“The Lone Ranger.”
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Kamp Kee-Mo Sah-Bee was almost entirely a tent
camp in 1919.
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During the mid 1930s “Lone Ranger Camp” was held
at Kamp Kee-Mo Sah-Bee.
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The WXYZ studio from which “The Lone Ranger”

was first broadcast. (circa early 1930s)
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many cases would be ideal for bridge transitions.
Djerkiss deserves a great deal of credit for cata-
loging a hundred or more such cuttings. It was
he who auditioned twenty-five or thirty such
examples before I finally decided on Rossini’s
“William Tell” as the opening and closing theme
for “The Lone Ranger.”

It was actually a tossup between the *“March
of the Light Brigade” and the “William Tell”
with its inspiring fanfare and ominous galloping
movement suggested by the storm scene. Of
course, Rossini won out and the rumbling, ever-
increasing cadence and roar of the brewing
storm became a gallop whether or not it was
intended as such. The perfect fanfare with its
tacit beats allowed for the stirring opening
copy: “A fiery horse with the speed of light, a
cloud of dust and a hearty HiYo, Silver,
Awa-a-ay!” It all fit so perfectly. It was as sim-
ple as that. I heard the selection and T could
almost hear those thundering hoofbeats involved
in the accelerated pattern of the storm scene of
“William Tell.” Then and there the music for
the opening and closing was set. Only one very
minor change has been made throughout the
many Yyears it was broadcast; a whistle following
the “Hi-Yo, Silver” was deleted because when I
left WXYZ I took the whistle with me. I was
the whistle.

Amusingly, that cry of “Hi-Yo, Silver” almost
stopped the heartbeat of Leopold Stokowski.
The “William Tell Overture” was the opening
selection of a symphony concert he conducted
in the Westwood Gardens in Detroit a few
months after “The Lone Ranger” went on the
air. When the orchestra struck up the fanfare,
Stokowski was struck down in disbelief as the
entire audience roared out a hearty “Hi-Yo, Sil-
ver!”

pAvID ROTHEL: You had the “William Tell
Overture” on that very first “Lone Ranger” pro-
gram.

Jim JEweLL: Oh, yes, sir.

pavip ROTHEL: Well, you selected the right
composition.

Jim JEweLL: I think so. (laugh)

pAviD ROTHEL: It's hard to imagine “The
Lone Ranger” without the “William Tell Over-
ture,” and if anybody can listen to the “William
Tell Overture” without thinking of “The Lone
Ranger,” he certainly has missed an exciting bit
of Americana for over the last forty years. Did
you ever have the feeling during those first few
years that you were working on a program that
was going to become a classic?

JiM JEWELL: No. Nobody who is in anything
ever knows that at the time.

pavib ROTHEL: I asked George Seaton if he
was the first Lone Ranger and he said he was
to the best of his knowledge.

Jim JEweLL: Of course he was. Now he was
not the first to play the Curly Edwards part.
That was a man named Jack Lawrence. When
I decided to put this “Lone Ranger” on the air,
George Seaton was available and he got the job.
Dave, my budget for “The Lone Ranger” and
all the shows I had on the air for the week—I
didn’t say for five minutes, I said for the week—
was seventy-five dollars. That was for all the
players. Now that meant that George Seaton,
who for directing his last motion picture I think
I can safely say got $225,000, made $2.50 a per-
formance as the Lone Ranger.

DAVID ROTHEL: He’s come up in the world.
Was George Seaton a good actor in the role of
the Lone Ranger?

JiM JEWELL: Oh, yes. George was a fine actor.
I hated to see him leave the role even though
I was somewhat responsible for his going.
George came to me one day and said, “Here are
some tickets for a little thing I've written.
They’re going to present it down the street here.”
I said, “What do you mean, George?” He said,
“Just a little play I wrote.” I said, “Fine. I'll try
to get to see it.” I got through work and thought
I'd go down and look at it. I went in and saw
three delightful one-act plays; two of which
George had written. I don’t know how much of
this George remembers, but I remember it very
clearly. I called him and asked him to come and
see me the next day. When I saw him I said,
“George, why do you want to waste your time
doing what you’re doing here? I saw those plays
and they're beautiful.” By golly, he went home
and thought it over and said, “You’re right.” So
there I was left without a Lone Ranger. 1
thought it would be a simple job to replace Sea-
ton because I truthfully didn’t know the size of
our audience. I didn’t know that there were a
lot of “sleepers” out there—that so many people
were listening to us; I had no idea in the world.
That's why we would seldom audition anything
in those days. We would audition on the air;
who the hell was going to hear it? If you wanted
to hide something, audition it on the air. (laugh)
I don’t know how much of that George Seaton
remembers.

DAVID ROTHEL: You mentioned to me on the
phone that about 111 people have said that they
appeared in the first “Lone Ranger” program.
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The contrel room of radio station WXYZ. (circa early
1930s)
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The music studio of radio station WXYZ. (circa early
1930s)
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This picture appeared in newspapers in early 1938 at
the time the Republic Pictures’ movie serial based on
“The Lone Ranger” was announced. In later vears
Fred Flowerday (at record turntable) eventually be-
came assistant director and, finally, in 1954, director
of “The Lone Ranger” radio series.




HARRY SUTTON, JB - he lost four youm
Seperviner of drmmatc brigl end praduitians

PRAN STRIKER — Chint
of WAVE's sosigd depast
snsat fus e fued sin yeens.

RICHARD £ 03GO00D
et e bt e
[PE—-.

King-Trendle Broodcasting Corporati
eriginators end sole owners of “The Lone Ronger
="The Gereen Hornet” — “Foctinder”™ and many
others, appreciate the pli by wh
Detroit rodie statien.

WXYZ s provd of its obility e toin writens,
actors. end technici in producing F
rodio entertminment it originetes such et The
Lone Ronger™— “The Green Hornet™— “Children's
Theatre of the Aie” These shows are snclusive
King Trendle creations ond ore curmently brood
oot on & regulor schedule over WXYL. «

WXYZ's dramatic & ey

l o f Over 105 radie sations in the United Shases

\ 3 N3 ticonved by WXYZ 1o beondeost T LOWE
3 7 RANGER" and “THE GREEN HORNIT" feetures

' swe w8C Network WX ZZDETRONT wichigan radio Networs
L R - o Zhe SPaulH Faymer Co, Representative LA ¢ L2 i

The above advertisement appeared in Variety on
August 31, 1938, at the time James Jewell, the original
director of “The Lone Ranger,” left the program.
Charles D. Livingstone (center picture of second row)
assumed the directorship of “The Lone Ranger” and
remained with the radio program until 1954.




Jim JEweLL: That's right. They've come in
and told me that they were on the program. Six-
teen of them claimed to be the Lone Ranger
on the first program.

DAVID ROTHEL: I've read that an actor by the
name of Jack Deeds once played the Lone
Ranger. Can you verify this?

JiM  JEweLL: Jack Deeds was the second
Lone Ranger. I think he played the role for two
days. After the first day we had people calling
us saying, “He doesn’t sound any more like a
cowboy than I do.” They were right! I fired
him after the first performance and told him that
if he didn’t show up for the second one I'd put
some bumps on his head. (laugh) I had no actor
to replace him with. I finally called for all the
men in the dramatics class of Wayne University
to come over and audition for me. That’s how
I found Earle Graser who played the role for
many years after that.

pAvID ROTHEL: Did Brace Beemer [who
played the Lone Ranger years later] have any-
thing to do with creating the elements of “The
Lone Ranger’”?

JiM JEWELL: The only thing I can think of
that might have come from Brace would be
some idiotic thing like the horse’s shoes being
made out of silver. I'll tell you something about
Brace. He had a tremendous ego. Brace B.
Beemer. We who knew him well, said the mid-
dle “B” stood for bluff. But give the devil his
due; if he found himself lacking, he would ded-
icate himself to any task long enough to remedy
his shortcomings. That was the amazing thing
about the man. Give him enough time and he
could do the job. One time a policeman gave
him a .38 special which he couldn’t hit a barn
with, but he went down to the police academy
and became deadly accurate. The story about
him joining the armed forces at the age of four-
teen is perfectly true. Brace was a boy who nev-
er grew up. He practically got down on his
knees to ask me to allow him to play the Lone
Ranger when Jack Deeds went into the pro-
gram. I refused him.

pAvID ROTHEL: It has been reported that Bee-
mer played the role for a short time during the
1930s, but you say it’s not so.

Jim JEwWgLL: That’s right. I would never al-
low him to play the part.

DAVID ROTHEL: It's ironic that ultimately he
was to play the role longer than anyone else on
radio.

JiM JEwELL: Why don’t you ask me the really

important question: Why did I quit WXYZ?

DAVID ROTHEL: Why did you leave?

JiM JEWELL: In 1933 George Trendle asked
me for assignment of authorship. He sent it to
me at the studio. I looked at it and asked my
brother, Ralph, who was an attorney, what I
should do. He said, “No, don’t sign it. Find out
how much he’s going to give you for it first.” So
I said, ““Ralph, how much do you think I ought
to get?” He said, “Ten percent, at least.” I said,
“Okay, but Ralph he is such a nice guy.”
He said, “What the hell, this is not a nice world.
Ten percent.” I said, “All right, Ralph.” So Tren-
dle called me and said, “Where’s that assign-
ment of authorship?” I said, “Well, Mr. Trendle,
I feel I ought to have some money for that.”
Trendle said, “Oh, how much, Jimmy?” I said,
“At least ten percent.” He said, “Ten percent!
For heavens sake man, do you know how much
that is?” I said, “Yes, I know. It’s ten cents on
the dollar.” He said, “What is it on a hundred
dollars; what is it on a thousand dollars?”’ 1 said,
“Gee whiz, that’s a lot of money.” Well, 1 got
down to five percent and he said, “Jimmy, sign
that damned thing and let me think about the
five percent and I'll get back to you. You know
I've always treated you well.” I.said, “Sure, Mr.
Trendle.” So I signed it and sent it back. A
month later I said, “Mr. Trendle, I thought I'd
call you today to find out about that assignment
of authorship.” “What assignment of author-
ship?”’ he said. So I don’t own and never felt
I owned any part of “The Lone Ranger” after
that episode. That incident also made me wary
of all money-matters at WXYZ.

Brace Beemer became station manager at
WXYZ. He came to me one day and said, “I
understand I'll be signing your checks from now
on.” I said, ‘“The second you do you’ll need a
new boy here. So, my God, if my check didn’t
come through with his signature on it. I went
down and told Trendle I was through. He mol-
lified me and said it wouldn’t happen again. At
that time I said I wanted more money. He said,
“I think we can do it, Jim. Let me talk to Allen
Campbell and Howard Pierce.” So, I left and
went back to the station and later learned
through the son-in-law of John Kunsky [one of
the original partners in the firm] that Trendle
had brought this up and had laughingly said,
“Don’t worry, we’ll protect it [the program],
we’'ve got the whole thing copyrighted.” During
this same time WW], an opposition station in
Detroit, had been trying to get me to go with
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them. They offered me a stipend that was about
four times as much as I was making at WXYZ.
So, those were my reasons for leaving WXYZ. 1
left there and didn’t fight it at all. I just made
up my mind that I'm only happy when I'm cre-
ating something. I said to myself, “Go out and
do another one.” This has always been my phi-
losophy. I went with WW]J and created “The
Black Ace” series. A few years later I came here
to Chicago and wrote and directed “Jack Arm-
strong,” and then in 1951 I created, wrote, and
directed “Silver Eagle, Mountie.”

DAVID ROTHEL: It's obvious from listening to
you talk that you loved those years in radio.

JiM JEWELL: At the age of twenty-six or twen-
ty-seven I was the happiest person in the world.
I did everything with the greatest amount of
fun you can imagine. It was all there to build

e

with—to build and to keep on building. Those
were happy days; there is nothing that I'm com-
miserating about. I'm not complaining in any
part of this conversation because if I had it to
do over I would most certainly do it exactly the
same way today.

I was so in love with radio—again it was a
beginning; it was a new medium that no one
had tried on. No one had actually spoiled it yet.
I wanted to get in at the beginning of some-
thing. Well, it wasn’t the actual beginning, but
it was close enough to the beginning to allow
me tremendous latitude and Trendle was a very
generous person in that way. I could do any-
thing I wanted. Of course, he was getting all
of this for practically nothing and I was killing
myself—no, I was not killing myself; that would
be a lie—I was eating it up and having a won-

Director James Jewell and Assistant Divector Charles
D. Livingstone go over a “Lone Ranger” script prior
to a broadcast. (circa 1937)
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derful time being able to express myself. So un-
til 1 left there I had no fault to find with Tren-
dle—not even with the fact that he had taken
this one property away from me and 1 knew 1
could never regain it. I'd signed it away; 1 was-
n't going to cry over spilled milk. I just wanted
to get out of there; 1 just wanted to get away
from the place. I felt 1 had to go on and origi-
nate other things in which I would hold a finan-
cial equity. WXYZ had now become a stigma
to my Pprogress.

+* 4 %

And finally this on the creation of “The Lone
Ranger”: Mike Healy's Buffalo Courier Express
column of April 14, 1975, entitled “Hi Ho Buffa-
lo! The Lone Ranger Originally Rode From Our
City” contains an interview with a man by the
name of Corydon (Don) Ireland who has done
some research at the University of Buffalo con-
cerning Fran Striker and “The Lone Ranger” se-
nes:

On a radio show during the thirties, the final min-
ute would be devoted to something like this:

Question: “Say, who was that masked man anyhow?”
Answer: "Friend, that was the Lone Ranger.”

And the William Tell Overture would gallop toward
the commercial.

And where was the masked man from? Corydon
Ireland, a second vear graduate student in English
at U.B., knows:

The Lone Ranger was born at a Buffalo radio station
in 1929.

Fran Striker, the creator of the Lone Ranger, was
born and grew up in Buffalo. Credit for the radio
show. which aired in 2,956 segments from 1933 until
1954, has often gone to the show’s producer at radio
station WXYZ in Detroit, George W. Trendle.

“When I began to find out about Striker and the
Lone Ranger in 1973, the credit Trendle got of-
fended me both as a human being and as a mildly
chauvinistic Buffalonian,” Ireland said in an inter-
view.

The Lone Ranger aired in Buffalo on WEBR as
early as 1929.

“The program was called ‘Covered Wagon Days’
and it was precisely and exactly the same show as
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the Lone Ranger, except for one detail: The horse’s
name was Whitey instead of Silver,” Ireland said.

Ireland attributes this difference to the fact that the
show’s sponsor in Detroit was the Silver Bread
Company [Author’s note: It was Silvercup Bread],
and the name change was actually a plug. (It could
have been worse. Imagine the masked man shout:
ing a stirring “‘Hi-ho Pepperidge Farms.”)

Ireland has collected a wealth of material on the
Lone Ranger since he began his study, “half as a
lark” after taking an American Literature seminar
in 1973. He is being aided by the U. B. Archives, in
which is a collection of Striker's papers, including
the first 714 scripts from the Detroit radio shows.

“When 1 first began looking at the scripts, I nearly
jumped out of my skin. There, on page one of vol-
ume one of the Detroit scripts were the words “first
performed in Buffalo, N.Y.,” Ireland said.

Since then he’s talked to some of the actual per-
formers in “Covered Wagon Days.”

Striker was a radio announcer, advertising salesman
and sound effects man for the fledgling WEBR in
the 1920's. Ireland has found that Striker invented
the sound effects device made up of a sand filled
wooden trough and two half coconut shells. He used
it as a back up for some Hungarian music, but the
Hungarian musician he designed it for suggested
that the effect might work better “in an American
setting.”

The sound he created, of course, is the clopping of
a running horse, and Ireland believes this might
be the practical genesis of the Lone Ranger—as a
setting for a sound effect.

“The character became much more than that. The
Lone Ranger is probably as important to American
culture as George Washington,” Ireland said.

That's not as preposterous as it sounds at first. The
George Washington of legend has little to do with
the historical Washington—he’s a mythological hero
of sorts. So is the Lone Ranger.

Ireland says he was reading Edmund Spenser’s
“The Fairy Queen (sic),” for the first time in years
the other day, and a strange similarity hit him.

“There was the knight on his horse with his faithful
companion, virtuously wandering the countryside
of Fairyland, fighting villains and restoring justice.
It could have been the Lone Ranger and Tonto in

the golden West,” he said.




And it could well have been, even though “The
Fairy Queen” was written in 16th century England
and the Lone Ranger in 20th century Buffalo. It's
an old literary tradition Fran Striker was part of.
All it took was George W. Trendle’s entrepreneurial
genius to market it and create an endearing Ameri-
can myth.

* + *

Unfortunately, time has thinned the ranks of
those who remember the details of the creation
of “The Lone Ranger” program and the first few
years of its existence. Fran Striker, semiretired,
working on a novel, and teaching creative writ-
ing at the University of Buffalo, died at the age
of fifty-nine on September 14, 1962, in a head-on
automobile collision near his home in Arcade,
New York. George W. Trendle died at the age
of eighty-seven on May 22, 1972, of a heart at-
tack. Two weeks after our last phone conversa-
tion and four days after my final letter from Ted
Robertson, he died suddenly of a massive coro-
nary at his home in Santa Barbara, California.
Three months after my visit in Chicago with Jim
Jewell, he died of emphysema.

Some who were on the scene when the Lone
Ranger first rode the WXYZ airwaves just don't
remember the events of the program’s creation.
After all, it was over forty years ago. Jim
Jewell’s hard-to-ignore claim for creative credit
is in complete variance with the Trendle version.
And so the puzzle remains.

In the broad sense, I guess we all had a hand
in creating the L.one Ranger.

ToNTO: Other Texas Rangers all dead. You only
Ranger left. You lone Ranger now.

It was not until a few years after the program
went on the air that Fran Striker created the
story of the fictional origin of the Lone Ranger
for radio listeners. In the telling of the story
Striker also explained the background for such
things as the mask, the silver bullets, how the
Lone Ranger acquired Silver, and how Dan
Reid figured in the story. The origin program
proved to be so popular that it was repeated
each year near the anniversary date in January.

Striker also briefly summarized the origin story
in most of his Lone Ranger novels; when the
television series came along in 1949, the story
was adapted for the visual medium and padded
for presentation as a three-part story utilizing

the “cliff-hanger” device of the movie serials for
the conclusions of the first two thirty-minute
segments. The basic story elements were the
same for the radio, novel, and television versions,
but interesting little variations occurred.

The origin story* as Fran Striker wrote it goes

something like this: A pack of outlaws led by
the notorious Butch Cavendish is growing rich
and powerful terrorizing ranches, towns, and
wagon trains throughout Texas. Finally, the
Texas Rangers learn where Butch Cavendish and
his gang are hiding out. Six Texas Rangers under
the command of Captain Daniel Reid are sent
to capture Cavendish and his gang. With them
is a guide who leads the Rangers through the
unfamiliar territory until finally they come to a
canyon entrance known as Bryant’s Gap. Collins,
the guide (in the television version he is called
a “half-breed”), suggests that the Rangers camp
there until he can scout the canyon rim.

During this pause in the journey the captain
speaks to his younger brother, also a Ranger,
about the apprehension that he feels. He tells
his younger brother that if anything should hap-
pen to him he wants the brother to resign from
the Rangers and look after his (the captain’s)
wife and son, Danny, who are on their way from
the East. In addition the captain asks that they
receive his share of the silver mine the two
brothers have staked out. The younger ranger
assures his brother that these things will be
done. Collins returns and says he has scouted
the rim on both sides of the canyon and
has found no sign of the Cavendish outfit.

The Rangers break camp and proceed along
the rock-strewn canyon floor. They fail to notice
that Collins has lagged behind and they don’t
know that he is really in the pay of Cavendish
and has lied to them—that Butch Cavendish
and his killers are waiting in ambush on the rim
of the canyon. Suddenly shots rain down upon
the unsuspecting Rangers. They dismount and
return the fire, but soon four of the six Rangers
lie dead in the hot Texas sun. Only Captain Reid
and his brother fight bravely on. Presently the
Captain falls, mortally wounded—and a moment
later his younger brother slumps to the ground.

The outlaws wait and watch for any sign of
life, then ride away convinced that all six men
in Bryant’s Gap are dead. (In the television ver-
sion Butch Cavendish has Collins inspect the
bodies. Then he shoots Collins in the back as he

* © Lone Ranger ‘Television, Inc.
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goes to mount his horse. Cavendish explains to
his men that if Collins would double-cross the
Rangers, he might also do it to them.)

Sunset comes and then darkness descends up-
on the bodies of the ill-fated Rangers. Presently
an Indian can be seen through the moonlight
moving from body to body. After examining the
first five bodies he murmurs, “Them dead.” At
the body of the sixth man he says, “This man
live.” The Indian lifts the man tenderly in his
strong arms and carries him to a nearby cave
where he bathes and tends the wounds. Then
the Indian takes a spade from the cave and re-
turns to the canyon where he works steadily un-
til all the dead men have been buried. Returning
to the cave he sits watching through the remain-
ing hours of the night. Daybreak finds the Rang:
er stronger; by nightfall his wounds have be-
come infected, his fever rises, and he lapses into
delirium. The Indian calls upon all his knowl-
edge to treat the wounded man; he goes day
and night without rest. On the morning of the
fourth day the fever breaks, the delirium is gone,
and the Ranger slowly opens his eyes. The In-
dian explains what has happened since the fate-
ful ambush—that the other Rangers are all dead.

“You only Ranger left,” he says. “You lone
Ranger now.”

As his vision gradually clears the Ranger rec-
ognizes the Indian—remembers an incident from
days long gone. The Indian speaks for the weak-
ened Ranger—'Many year ago, you only boy,
you find Indian boy in trouble. You save life
of Indian boy.”

Remembering, the Ranger says, “Yes. Your
name is Tonto. Years ago you called me kemo
sabe.”

Tonto responds eagerly, “And you still kemo
sabe. It mean faithful friend.”

(In the television version, as Tonto carries
the wounded Ranger into the cave and places
him on blankets, he recognizes a piece of flat-
tened metal the Ranger is wearing on a chain
around his neck—it is a ring that stirs memories
for the Indian of an early childhood tragedy.
On seeing the ring, Tonto exclaims aloud, “Why,
you, you kemo sabe.”

The Ranger, barely conscious, says weakly,
*Kemo sabe? That sounds familiar.”

Tonto then recalls for the injured Ranger the
incident of so many years before: “Long time
back when we both young . . . renegade Indians
raid settlement when men of tribe away. Kill
my mother, sisters. They leave me for dead. You

found me, nursed me back to health, saved me
from dying. When me well, you give me horse
to go find my father. Me take horse only when
you accept gift—my ring. It make good luck.
Me call you kemo sabe. It mean trusty scout.
Me never forget you.”)

(That ring looked like a sure bet for a tele-
vision premium, but to the best of my knowl-
edge and research, it never was.)

The Ranger tells Tonto that the killers know
him on sight. If they know one man has escaped
they’ll look for him.

Tonto explains that the killers won’t know—
“Tonto bury five men, make six grave. Crook
think you die with others.” (In the television
version it was the Lone Ranger’s idea to make
six graves.)

Realizing that the outlaws would still recog-
nize his face, the Ranger decides that he will
cover his face with a mask and seek retribution
from Butch Cavendish and his gang. The mask
is fashioned from the black vest of his dead
brother.

Now in the Ranger’s eyes “there is a light that
must have burned in the eyes of knights in ar-
mor. A light that through the ages lifted the
souls of strong men who fought for justice, for
God.”

Gaining strength in his determination the
wounded man says, “I'll be the Lone Ranger.”

(On television the challenge to catch that light
in the Ranger’s eyes was by-passed for a pledge
of service to mankind: “For every one of those
men [the dead Rangers] I'm going to bring a
hundred lawbreakers to justice. I'll make that
Cavendish Gang, and every criminal that I can
find for that matter, regret the day those Rang-
ers were killed. Tonto, from this moment on
I'm going to devote my life to establishing law
and order in this new frontier—to make the
West a decent place to live.”)

After regaining his strength, the Lone Ranger
with Tonto begins anew the battle to bring
Butch Cavendish and his gang to justice. One
after another the members of the outlaw group
are hunted down by the mysterious masked rid-
er and his Indian companion and turned over
to the law. With the capture of each member
of the infamous gang, the fame of the Lone
Ranger spreads across the country from prairie
town to ranch to wagon train. The black mask
and silver bullets become a symbol of justice to
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honest people, a cause of fear to the lawbreaker.
(An old retired Ranger named Jim Blane agrees
to work the silver mine owned by the Lone
Ranger and his dead brother. He is the one who
fashions the silver into the Ranger’s trademark—
the silver bullet.)

Finally, only Butch Cavendish himself re-
mains to be brought to justice by the Lone
Ranger and Tonto. They relentlessly dog his trail
for months until one day they notice that the
hoof prints of the outlaw’s horse are fresh—that
the marauder of the plains, the murderer of the
five Rangers, is near at hand. As the Lone Rang-
er and Tonto round a bend in the trail, a shot
rings out and the Lone Ranger’s horse falls to
the ground, dead. Tonto gallops off on Scout
after the ambusher, but his tired pinto horse is
unable to catch up with the disappearing Caven-
dish.

The Lone Ranger and his faithful companion
are now forced to travel on foot with the Rang-
er’s saddle, saddle bags, and bridle carried by
Scout. They head for Wild Horse Valley where
a legendary wild horse, a fiery white stallion, is
said to graze with his herd. As they reach the
top of a rise leading into the valley, they are
halted suddenly by a grisly sight far down in
the valley. A great white stallion is in a death
battle with a huge buffalo. The mighty stallion
bravely lunges, rears, and dodges as the gigantic
bison repeatedly charges his smaller, tiring com-
batant. Convinced that the endangered white
horse must be the wild stallion that has been
spoken of so often, the Lone Ranger rushes to
get within pistol range before the stalking beast
completes a final death charge. Its strength
gone, its silvery white coat blood and dust soiled,
the magnificent stallion’s muscles can withstand
no more punishment. As the Lone Ranger races
to the scene, he witnesses the once seemingly
invulnerable steed stagger and then fall.

As the shaggy brown beast draws back, head
lowered for the final death charge, the valley
echoes with well-aimed, thunderous explosions
from the two guns, now smoking in the hands
of the Lone Ranger. For a moment the monster
stands motionless seemingly bewildered by this
intruder, then falls in death.

As Tonto had previously nursed him back to
life, now the Lone Ranger works to save the life
of the bruised and battered white stallion. Over
the next few days the ugly wounds are tended
and slowly heal under the gentle care of the
masked man and his Indian friend. Gradually

the unmatched strength and stamina of the
mighty stallion return.

“He’s himself again,” the Lone Ranger ac-
knowledges. “I wonder if he’ll take a saddle?
Let’s try.”

As the Lone Ranger lifts the saddle to place
it on the horse’s strong back, a shudder runs
through the wild stallion’s body and he breaks
fiercely away from his human benefactor.

“Let him go, Tonto,” the Lone Ranger says.
“I'd like to have that horse more than anything
in the world, but he deserves his freedom; he
fought for it. See how the sun reflects from his
white coat.”

“Yes, kemo sabe,” the Indian replies. “Him
look like silver.”

“Silver, that would be a name for him.” The
Lone Ranger calls out to the white stallion, “Sil-
ver, here Silver!”

The mighty horse pauses on a rise a short way
off and appears to study the masked man and
Indian. The wild instinct possessed throughout
the ages is challenged. This something within
the stallion tells him to flee at once to preserve
freedom, and yet he stands his ground. Some
mysterious bond causes the silvery horse to sud-
denly bolt and gallop to the side of the Lone
Ranger.

The saddle and bridle are quickly placed on
the horse and the eager Ranger mounts cautious-
ly, allowing the nervous animal to gradually feel
the weight of a human body on his back. The
man’s voice speaks quietly and gently as the stal-
lion grows accustomed to the saddle and rider.
Silver seems to sense the desire of his gentle,
yet firm, teacher and does his best to learn
quickly. After several days of training the in-
telligent Silver is ready for the challenges that
lie ahead with the Lone Ranger and Tonto.
They break camp and once again begin their
mission to capture Butch Cavendish.

During the past days Cavendish has gotten
far away, but the masked man and Tonto trail
him relentlessly with only a minimum of rest.
The stillness of the plains is constantly broken
by the thundering hoofbeats of the two noble
steeds, Silver and Scout. It takes days of hard
riding to cut down the outlaw’s lead. At long
last a desperate horse and rider come into view
far ahead on the dusty trail. The mighty Silver
responds with a renewed burst of speed perhaps
sensing that the climax of the chase of many
days is near. As the white horse draws nearer,
Cavendish whirls in his saddle and fires wildly
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over his shoulder until his gun is empty. His
horse, though powerful and fast, is no match for
the charging Silver. Fear and panic fill the out-
law’s face.

The mighty horse closes the gap between
avenger and outlaw as the masked man shouts,
“l want you, Cavendish!” The outlaw is cap-
tured to be tried by law and punished for his
crimes.

With Butch Cavendish and his gang behind
bars, the Lone Ranger’s “avowed mission” is ac-
complished. He has brought to justice every one
of the outlaws who had a part in the murder of
his brother and the other four Rangers. Now he
must decide what he will do with the rest of his
life. He speculates on working the silver mine
he and his brother staked out some time before;
he considers becoming a rancher, too, but these
callings do not appeal to him. During his years
as a Ranger and more recently in his search for
Cavendish, he has seen so much Western out-
lawry that he burns with a desire to continue
the battle against crime. He knows that it
is more than one man can accomplish, but he is
determined to do his part by dedicating his life
to the service of his fellow man. He will remain
the Lone Ranger, the daring and resourceful

masked rider of the plains, and with his faithful
Indian companion Tonto and his great horse
Silver will lead the fight for law and order in
the early Western United States.

That's the way the idealistic, romantic Fran
Striker ultimately conceived the origin of his ra-
dio hero, and his boss, George W. Trendle, loved
it. It contained all the heroic elements Trendle
wanted for his “Lone Ranger” listeners. As he
said, he “intended to give the youngsters a great
deal of action and excitement without arousing
unwholesome desires and instincts.” He also
wanted to ‘“‘teach patriotism, tolerance, fairness,
and a sympathetic understanding of fellow men
and their rights and privileges.”

Emphasis should be placed on the word ul-
timately in the preceding paragraph because it
was only after a period of years that the full-
blown heroic, romanticized characters emerged.
It is almost forgotten today, for example, that
the Lone Ranger did not always speak perfect
English. In the first Striker novel* (which ap-
pears to be aimed at adult readers) the Lone
Ranger spoke with a drawl and seemed to fluc-
tuate between rather formal usage and the or-

¢ The lone Lone Ranger

Inc.

Ranger, 1936, Copyrighted by

‘1 elevision,

dinary colloquialisms of his time. Quite often he
even displayed a sense of humor. Example:

“Silver,” he laughed, “do vou know I haven’'t had
a bit of breakfast, and my belt buckle is knocking
against my backbone,—all due to my playing nurse
to a bronc who thinks I've plaved a mean trick on
him. Well, here’s where I leave you to your happy
thoughts, if any, and collect some grub for myself!”

Later he says,

“What evidence we have would be plain to a one-
eyed half-wit, but it might not get through a court
of law. If you catch a dog with wool stuck in his
teeth, you've got evidence that he has killed a sheep,
and you can shoot him for it. But when it comnes to
a man killing another man, you have to rig up so
the jury practically sees the killing done before
they’ll call him guilty.”

Probably the greatest surprise to the reader of
the first novel is that Tonto is repeatedly re-
ferred to as a “half-breed” Indian, and affection-
ately called “old Smokey-face” by the Lone
Ranger. In later years this was conveniently for-
gotten by the writers, and half-breeds were
usually portrayed as outlaws or at least outcasts.
Also in this early novel, Tonto still has some of
the “savage” left in him. At one point he says
to the Lone Ranger, “White man talk, talk, talk.
Killer then go free. Me know! . . . You give word
and Tonto hunt 'um Kkiller, and dry-gulch 'um
before sun come up.”

Another thing that is almost forgotten today
is that Tonto did not have a horse to ride on the
radio series until after September of 1935. In
correspondence between director Jim Jewell and
the Sehl Advertising Agency, Inc. dated Sep-
tember 17th, Mr. H. W. Sehl asked:

Why can’t you get a horse or pony for Tonto? Like
all the kids who religiously listen to this program,
I myself am getting tired of having Silver carry
double all the time. Once in a while it might be
all right, but every night Silver has to carry both
men and we receive a great many letters from list-
eners along the same line.

Tonto could have a fleet-footed Indian pony. Of
course, he would not be as fast, strong, big and
powerful as the great, grand and glorious Silver,
but I really believe it would help the play if this
could be worked out.

While on the subject of horses—in Fran Strik-
er’s first novel (apparently written prior to the
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The Origin of The Lone Ranger

Six Texas Rangers under the command of Captain
Daniel Reid are sent out to capture Butch Cavendish
and his outlaw gang.
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The guide, Collins, after supposedly checking the rim
of the canyon ahead, lies to Captain Reid that he has
seen no sign of the Cavendish gang.

The band of Rangers enters Bryant's Gap in search of
the Cavendish gang.
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High up on the rim of Bryant’s Gap, the outlaws
wait in hiding to ambush the Texas Rangers.

Butch Cavendish shoots first, giving the signal to the
rest of his gang to “shoot to kill” all of the Rangers.
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The Rangers, taken by surprise, fight back as well as
they are able. Finally, only one Ranger remains fight-
ing—the younger brother of Caplain Reid. Then he,
too, falls, struck by the outlaws’ bullets.

Hours later, a lone Indian rides up on the scene of
the ambush



After examining the first five bodies he murmurs,
“Them dead.”

The Indian approaches the body of the last Ranger,
the younger brother of Captain Reid, and discovers
that though badly wounded he is still alive.



~

Suddenly the Indian notices a piece of flattened metal
on a chain around the wounded Ranger's neck.

The Indian remembers, “Long time back when we
both young . . . renegade Indrans raid settlement
when men of tribe away. Kill my mother, sisters.
They leave me for dead. You found me, nursed me
back to health, saved me from dying.”



“When me well, you give me horse to go find my
father. Me take horse only when you accept gift—my
ring. It make good luck.”

- ;
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Still remembering the childhood incident, the Indian

says, “Me call you kemo sabe. It mean lrusty scout.
Me never forget you.”
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Remembering, the Ranger says, “Yes. Your name is
Tonto.” Tonto tends to the Rangers wounds and
looks after him during his days of slow recovevy.

.
-

When asked what has happened to the other Texas
Rangers in the outfit, Tonto tells the wounded man,
«“Other Texas Rangers all dead. You only Ranger

left. You lone Ranger now.”



Finally the wounds heai and the young Texas Ranger
regains his strength.

Realizing that the outlaws will still recognize his
face, the Ranger decides that he will cover his face
with a mask and seek retribution from Butch Caven-
dish and his gang. The mask is fashioned [rom the
black vest of his dead brother.



Six graves are marked though one is empty so that
everyone will think that none of the Rangers survived
—thus ensuring the Lone Ranger’s anonymily.

“Tonto, from this moment on I'm going to devole
my life to establishing law and order in this new
frontier—to make the West a decent place to live”



An old retired Ranger named Jim Blane agrees to
work the stluer mine owned by the Lone Ranger and
his dead brother. He is the one who fashions the silver
into the Ranger’s trademark—the silver bullet. The
mine is located beneatk an old cabin where Jim now
stays.

The black mask and silver bullets become a symbol of
justice to honest men, a cause of fear to the lau
breaker



The Lone Ranger works with cther lawmen to capture
the members of the Cavendish gang. Finally, only
Butch Cavendish himself remains to be brought to
]IlS[ICC.

After the lLone Ranger’s horse is shot by the fleeing
Cavendish, the Eone Ranger and Tonto journey to
Wild Horse Talley where a legendary wild horse, a
fiery white stallion, is said to graze with his herd. As
they near a rise ieading into the valley, they hear the
sounds of two mighty beasts engaged in mortal combat



Approaching closer, they see the exhausted white stal-
lion about to be charged by a gigantic, wounded
buffalo. The Lone Ranger’s guns byving down the
shaggy beast.

T'he Lone Ranger examines the horse as Tonto checks
the now dead buffalo.



The Lone Ranger and Tonto tend to the wounds of
the horse.

Over the next few days the ugly wounds heal cnd the
unmatched strength and stamina o the mighty stallion
return. Finally, assisted by the Lone Ranger and
Tonto, the horse rises.




“Let Him go, Tonto,” the Lone Ranger says. “I'd like
to have that horse more than anything in the world,
but he deserves his freedom; he fought for it. See how
the sun reflects from his white coat.”

“Yes, keme sabe,”’ the Indian replies, “Him look like
stluer.” The Lone Ranger calls out to the white stal-
lion, “Silver, here Silver?” Some mysterious bond
causes the sitvery herse to suddenly bolt and gallop to
tne side of the Lone Ranger.



A saddle and bridle are placed on the horse and the
eager Ranger mounts cautiously, allowing the nervous
animal to gradually feel the weight of a human body
on his back.

After several days of training, the intelligent horse is
ready for the challenges that lie ahead with the Lone
Ranger and Tonto.



Days of hard riding cut down the outlaw’s lead. At
long last a desperate horse and rider come into view
far ahead on the dusty trail.

The mighty horse closes the gap between avenger and
outlaw.
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The outlaw is captured to be tried by law and pun-
ished for his crimes.
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radio version of how the Lone Ranger found
Silver) the Silver story had the same basic ele-
ments except that Tonto is not with the Lone
Ranger at the time; and after shooting the buf-
falo that is charging the wild, white stallion, the
Lone Ranger tends to the horse’s wounds and
then turns him loose with the comment, “You,
Silver . . . if I didn’t have other business right
now, I should like to know you better! Maybe
some day,—.” With that the Lone Ranger rides
off on his “gray mare.”

A short time later the gray horse is shot by
outlaws and the Lone Ranger returns for the
silvery white horse he is then to ride for all time.

To give “The Lone Ranger” adventures even
more self-identification for young listeners, the
character of teenage Dan Reid, the Lone Rang-
er's nephew, was developed. With the same thor-
oughness that marked his story of the origin of
the Lone Ranger, Fran Striker now set about
writing the “Legend of Dan Reid”—the story of
how the Lone Ranger found his only living rela-
tive.

Slowly winding through a rugged, boulder-
lined valley, a long parade of prairie schooners
lumbers westward. Among the pioneers are fam-
ilies challenging the land for survival with all
their worldly goods packed into their rickety
wagons, and men on horseback who seek ad-
venture in the new frontier. On this particular
wagon train there is also a woman with a babe-
in-arms who is traveling West to meet her hus-
band, a Texas Ranger.

The sound of the wagon wheels and horses’
hooves is suddenly smothered by the blood-chill-
ing shrieks of war-painted Indians who charge
out from behind prairie boulders on both sides
of the unsuspecting wagon train. A circle of
wagons is hastily formed by the surprised pio-
neers as they attempt to return the fire of the
marauding Indians. Though heavily outnum-
bered, they fight bravely to save their families
and themselves—but there is no hope for them.
Hours later the battle subsides. The mutilated
bodies lie as if in a grotesque mural on the
prairie floor, the wagons looted and burned, the
embers still smoking. All is still.

It is the morning of the following day when
the Lone Ranger and Tonto discover the remains
of the wagon train. They draw rein on their
horses and examine the bodies carefully to see
if a spark of life still dwells in any of the victims.

At last the Ranger speaks the words, “No sur-
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vivors, Tonto. They must have been the wagon
train that was heading for Fort Laramie.”

The masked man begins an inspection of the
belongings that remain from the ravaged wagon
train. Presently he finds a charred nameplate
from a burned piece of luggage. Wiping away
the soot from a small piece of metal, the Rang-
er's masked-covered face winces as he reads the
name—Reid.

The Lone Ranger recalls for Tonto the words
of his brother, Captain Daniel Reid, just before
the fateful ambush of the six Texas Rangers in
Bryant’s Gap, “I want to speak to you, brother
to brother. My wife and son are coming from
the East. If something happens to me and you
survive, well, I know you’ll take care of her and
Danny. I'm going to count on you to resign and
work that silver mine we staked out. See that
my son and his mother get my share.”

Looking down at the charred piece of metal
with the word “Reid” embossed upon it, the
Lone Ranger continues, “We were to wait until
my brother’s wife arrived from the East to see
what she wanted done with her share of the
silver mine, but now. . . .” The Ranger is unable
to continue.

Trying to comfort his friend, the Indian says,
“Maybe woman, baby captured. Maybe them
live.”

With great emotion the masked man says,
“It’s a faint hope, Tonto. Nevertheless, 1 shan’t
be convinced they're dead. We'll always be on
the lookout for some clue that Dan Reid and his
mother are alive. Meantime, we must help make
the West the place where massacres like this
can’t happen.”

Thirteen years pass as the Lone Ranger be-
comes a legendary character known throughout
the West. Countless stories are told of his ad-
ventures. He becomes known as a defender of
the weak and a champion of justice. Often he
seemingly comes from out of nowhere to offer
his strength and fighting skill to oppressed peo-
ple. During the years, he fights with the cavalry
in their war against Indian uprisings; saves
Western towns buckling under the stranglehold
of outlaws; and aids plain, humble folks who
seek nothing but a chance to work, live, and
raise families on their small homesteads. But
wherever his fight for justice takes him, the lL.one
Ranger is ever alert for proof that his brother’s
wife and son are dead or, if living, for a clue that
might lead him to where they are.

Finally the masked man’s adventures take him




‘Hi, Yo, Silver! We’re on Our Way!”
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The Lone Ranger with his trusted Indian friend, “Tonto,” shown astride the wonder-horse, “Silver,” ‘u,
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This faded clipping shows what is probably the rarest
Lone Ranger picture. It appeared in Michigan news-
papers during 1935 when Tonto still did not have a
horse and rode double with the Lone Ranger. Shortly
after the picture appeared, the scriptwriters provided
Tonto with a horse.



to the high border country in the Northwest
where he fights and conquers bandits who seek
to rob an old lady known as Grandma Frisby
and her adopted grandson, a boy in his early
teen years named Dan.

Grandma Frisby’s heart falters under the great
strain of the fight with the outlaws. The Lone
Ranger and Dan are at her side as the dying
elderly woman fights to speak a few words be-
fore her passing. “I want to be sure that Dan
will be all right. I want you to take care of Dan.”

The Lone Ranger smiles warmly and says, “I'll
take care of him as if he were my own son.”

“You ought to know about his past,” she whis-
pers, “He’s not really my grandson. There’s a
small box under the bed; hand it to me.”

The boy quickly secures the tattered box and
puts it in her tired hands while she recounts the
story of her trip West many years before. She
speaks of a fine lady with a baby boy who was
on the wagon train with her. The dying old lady
tells about the long-ago savage Indian attack
and how she crept away from the massacre with
the baby after the mother had been brutally
killed.

As Grandma Frisby concludes her story, she
removes a locket from the box. “Here’s a little
gold locket that he wore around his neck. Their
picture is inside.”

The Lone Ranger opens the locket and looks
at the faces of the man and woman as Dan
speaks. “I wonder who my parents were?”

Quietly the Lone Ranger speaks to the boy.
“I know them. This man, your father, was my
brother. He was a captain of the Texas Rangers
and one of the bravest men in the country. Your
mother was a fine lady from Virginia; her name
was Linda. I've been looking for you, Dan, for
many years—ever since your father died. From
now on, if you're willing, we’ll travel together.”

The boy says that he would like that very
much. Grandma Frisby asks if the Lone Ranger
will do one last thing for her. “Would you take
off that mask and show me your face?” He does
so. “It’s a good face, yes, a good face.”

The Ranger tells Dan that Grandma Frisby
and his father left him a great heritage. He says,
“They and others like them have handed down
to you the right to worship as you choose, and
the right to work and profit from your enterprise.
They've given you a land where there is true
freedom, true equality of opportunity—a nation
that is governed by the people, by laws that are
best for the greatest number. Your duty, Dan,

is to preserve that heritage and strengthen it.
That is the heritage and duty of every Amer-
ican.”

The heritage dealing with “the right to work
and profit from your enterprise” was certainly
one that George W. Trendle could empathize
with. Trendle and his “Lone Ranger” staff
worked hard during those early years of the pro-
gram and there were considerable profits from
their enterprise.

During the first three months the program
was on the air a few fan letters came into the
studios of WXYZ, but no flood of mail that
would indicate the “lLone Ranger” program had
a large following. On the May 16th program it
was announced that the Lone Ranger would
give a free popgun to the first three hundred
youngsters who wrote in to the station request-
ing one. Two days later on the program it was
announced that all of the guns had been given
away. On the next program (two days after that)
the announcer pleaded with listeners not to send
in any more requests. Ultimately, WXYZ was
buried under 24,905 letters requesting the pop-
gun. It was an unheard of response to a radio
premium for a program that was only broadcast
in one state—Michigan.

In July of that same year, 1933, Detroit’s De-
partment of Recreation held its annual field day
on Belle Isle. This field day was to be like none
other the Department would ever schedule for
it was announced that the Lone Ranger would
appear in person on the great horse Silver. The
police were prepared to handle crowds of up to
twenty thousand people for the annual event.
The twenty thousand figure also represented the
most that Belle Isle could handle comfortably.
When the unexpected melee concluded, over
seventy thousand people had crushed together
to get a glimpse of the masked man and Silver.
Children and adults broke through police bar-
riers to touch the famous Ranger or to at least
get a Dbetter, closer look at him. Finally the
police had to request that the Lone Ranger him-
self try to restore order. Brace Beemer, who was
the narrator on the program at that time, was

portraying the Lone Ranger for the field-day
event. When the crowd of youngsters moved in
too close to him and Silver and seemed to be
getting out of hand, Beemer shouted, “Back,
Rangers! Back to your posts!” For years after
that, Trendle never let the Lone Ranger make
a public appearance for fear of a reoccurrence

1790
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George W. Trendle saw to it that potential sponsors
were made aware of the mail response to the radio
announcement about ‘“The Lone Ranger” toy six-
shooters.
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George Seaton, the first actor to ever play the Lone
Ranger, sent this telegram to Jim Jewell near the time
of the 1937 anniversary program.
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of the frightening experience.

The Belle Isle crowds confirmed Trendle's
speculation after the popgun phenomenon—that
he had a hit on his hands, a program that should
lure wealthy sponsors and be sought by stations
throughout the country. On November 27th the
first sponsored broadcast was sent out over the
Michigan network. Within two months the pro-
gram was picked up by WGN, Chicago, and
WOR, Newark, and WLW, Cincinnati, the nu-
cleus of the Mutual Broadcasting System that
was formed later that year, 1934. By 1937 the
program made it to the Pacific coast. In Febru-
ary of 1938 the program was first offered to sta-
tions in transcription form (on prerecorded
disks) . By 1939 the program was being heard on
140 stations in and outside of the United States.
Newfoundland, New Zealand, Hawaii, and On-
tario were among those outside the United
States to first listen to “The Lone Ranger” ad-
ventures.

During all of this time of rapid development
for the program, Fran Striker and his small staff
continued to work quietly in the background
spinning Western lore into WXYZ gold. In the
evolution of broadcasting, radio and then tele-
vision, writers quickly discovered that it was one
thing to create an appealing character or series
idea, and it was an entirely different thing to
sustain the public interest in the character or
series for any period of time. Striker knew this
and worked long, hard hours to keep his adven-
tures of the Lone Ranger constantly interesting
and exciting.

It was estimated in 1939 that Striker was
pounding out approximately sixty thousand
words every week of the year. Someone figured
that it was the equivalent of the Bible every
three months. Each year Striker, with the assis-
tance of his small staff of writers, wrote 156
“Lone Ranger” radio adventures, 365 newspaper
cartoon scripts (which he continued to write un-
til his death in 1962, at which time Charles Flan-
ders, the cartoonist, took over as writer), and,
in addition to the “Lone Ranger” activities, he
wrote 104 “Green Hornet” and fifty-two “Ned
Jordan, Secret Agent” radio scripts each year.
Over the years he also wrote more than a dozen
“Lone Ranger” novels for Grossett and Dunlap
Publishers. Striker was putting in fourteen hour
work days in 1939 for his ten thousand dollar
salary; by 1950 he was making around fifty thou-
sand dollars a year.

“The Lone Ranger’

was most lucrative for the

Trendle Corporation. The net income by 1939
was approximately half a million dollars a year
-—and the money machine had only started to
function. By the time of the final network radio
adventure (#2596, on September 3, 1954, enti-
tled: “Cold Spring Showdown”), many addition-
al millions would flow into the Trendle coffers.
No other fictional broadcasting character re-
mained so popular for so long and made so
much money for its owners.

But more important than the money “The
Lone Ranger’ made for its owners was what the
character came to mean to his millions of lis-
teners, viewers, and readers throughout the
years. On the tenth anniversary of “The Lone
Ranger” radio program, the famous Michigan
poet Edgar A. Guest gave his friend George W.
Trendle a poem he had written to commemorate
the decade-long popularity of the masked man
of the plains. Much of what the Lone Ranger
had come to mean to his followers was caught
in the poem.

The Tenth Anniversary of
The Lone Ranger

Ten years of “Hi Yo Silver!” Ten years of riding

hard!

Ten years of pistol shooting and still alive,
unscarred!

Ten years of horse and rider, of wagon, pack and
stage.

Ten years of desperadoes and still no sign of age!

Ten years of “Me-Called Tonto,” the masked man's
faithful scout—

A thousand times they've shot him, but still he rides
about.

Ten years of hooves a-gallop with never a sign of
drag—

Ten years of laryngitis for good old Mustang Mag.

Three nights a week I've listened (His devotee

am I!)
To hear the Masked Man giving his long-familiar
cry:

“Hi Silver, there is danger. It’s time to hit the trail!

Beyond the gulch they