
Life and Times With Dad
It is indeed difficult for a son to write objective

ly— in a scholarly way— in reminiscing about his 
Dad even though that son followed in his foot
steps as an editor and should know, at least, the 
fundamentals of writing.

Fond memories flow back in recalling my 47 
years with W . Earl Hall. They were great times 
and I wish they could have lasted another 47 years.

In trying to analyze the man, Earl Hall, I’m 
convinced that his personality and life style were 
neither complex nor mysterious. He had a manner 
all his own and it was so natural. He truly liked 
people. He was outgoing, friendly, and constantly 
looking for and finding the good in every person 
he ever met. He could chat with nationally-known 
people-in-the-news or inquire about the health of 
the man who scrubbed the newspaper office floor. 
He was sincerely interested in people and had the 
rare trait of being a good listener in an era when 
too many persons can’t wait to hear what they are 
going to say next. Dad cared about people, liked 
them, and they returned his favor and interest 
with love and affection.

His outgoing personality, his booming bass 
voice and white hair, made him stand out in any
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crowd. And wherever he went there were greet
ings of “Hi, Earl” from people he was supposed to 
know but didn’t.

W . Earl was the most friendly, the most com
petitive, the most determined, informed, the most 
lovable, unusual and interesting man I have ever 
known. O f course I am slightly prejudiced.

Dad radiated warmth, friendliness, trust, and 
sincerity. He always said his hobbies were weath
er lore, song leading, and barbershop quartet sing
ing. In looking back on his 72 years I would say 
that he had a hobby he was not even aware of—  
collecting friends from all walks of life in every 
state in the nation and in many parts of the world.

In his career Dad was urged many times by 
many people to run for political office. He declined 
because he much preferred writing about politics 
to being a combatant in that strange and often dis
appointing arena of American life. He was labeled 
by a few as a 20th century William Allen W hite 
and I know he was pleased with that comparison. 
The Emporia, Kansas, editor and Ernie Pyle had 
no greater fan than Earl Hall.

Dad often said he liked his job, writing and 
traveling, so much he couldn’t understand how an 
employer (the Lee Syndicate) would pay him to 
do what he liked most. It’s been a lifetime of 
fun,” he said frequently following his retirement.

D ad’s attorney, Robert H. Shepard, once com
mented that he had never known a man who cared
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less about money than Earl Hall. Many was the 
time that Dad and the late Leon Barnes of North- 
wood traveled to meetings at the Iowa Falls Citi
zen where they each had an interest in the weekly 
newspaper. Business meetings were a necessary 
evil for Dad and after the operating reports were 
distributed he would usually ask if they had any 
money left in the bank.

Carl Hamilton, for many years editor of the 
Citizen and now vice president at Iowa State Uni
versity, reminisced: “W e kidded Earl and he of 
course joined in the laughs regarding his seeming
ly almost total lack of knowledge of business mat
ters. A balance sheet was almost a mystery to him. 
Why? Because he was overwhelmingly interested 
in people, events and ideas and safety and sports 
and politics. W ith boundless energy carried along 
to the tune of a hearty laugh, he chose to focus on 
those things which he felt were going to make this 
a better place for his friends and those who were 
to follow.“

About the only time Dad ever used a checkbook 
was to write a liberal donation to some charitable 
organization or to help some cause in which he 
believed. Trusting always to human nature, he 
would often send checks for tickets to athletic 
games or some other event with the amount left 
blank— to be filled in by the person to whom he 
had sent the check.

He knew real poverty as a youth born on a farm



48 THE PALIM PSEST

near Rippey, Iowa, and as a struggling student at 
the University of Iowa in the days before and dur
ing W orld W ar I. Dad claimed he didn’t know 
enough to realize how poor in material wealth he 
and his parents were.

He frequently said he was a “sucker” for caus
es. Certainly he had a number of them which he 
espoused by written word and action. Among the 
sacred words around the Hall house in the grow
ing-up years for me and my sisters, Marjory and 
Nancy, were: the Rusty Hinge quartet, Herbert 
Hoover, “Eye Observing” (his daily column), 
and the Iowa Hawkeyes. Later— after the brood 
had left the comforts of home— there were such 
projects to support as: American Cancer Society, 
Radio Free Europe, education, judicial reform in 
Iowa, the Salvation Army, the schools and col
leges of Iowa.

Dad was not what you would call a great dis
ciplinarian. He depended on his devoted wife and 
our wonderful mother, Ruth, for the daily opera
tion of the home, paying bills, social activities, re
pairs around the house and other assorted house
hold and parental chores.

Dad was not a believer in father-son or father- 
daughter chats or birds-and-bees conversations. 
As president of the Iowa State Safety Council he 
never voiced words of warning about our driving 
and a need for safe and courteous habits. He 
knew and his children knew that any arrest of his
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kids would be printed in the Mason City Globe- 
Gazette. He just expected us to obey the rules of 
the road. I remember living in constant fear of ar
rest since I had an early day version of a hotrod 
car, a 1932 Model A Ford phaeton without a top.

Some years after his children had grown up 
Dad had one of his darkest hours when he and 
Mother and the Ray Roricks ( Ray succeeded Dad 
as publisher of the Globe-Gazette) drove to Inde
pendence from Iowa City after an Iowa football 
game. Dad was stopped by the Highway Patrol 
for exceeding the night-time speed limit. That, 
plus the fact that his beloved Hawkeyes lost that 
afternoon, made for a particularly bad day. Yet 
he made a special point to me that his arrest should 
probably go on the front page of the Indepen
dence newspaper. He also made sure that the 
Globe-Gazette carried the same news story of the 
arrest since he was, unfortunately, the past vice 
president of the National Safety Council.

Life on the farm near Rippey or at nearby Jef
ferson never appealed to Earl Hall. He first 
smelled that unique odor of the printing shop and 
heard the rhythmic sound of presses while a boy 
in Jefferson. He applied for and got the job as a 
printer’s devil on The Jefferson Bee at a salary of 
$1.50 a week. He worked after school and on Sat
urdays and had dreams of working on a daily 
newspaper. Yet, when he enrolled at the Univer
sity of Iowa, he had decided on the field of law.
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In remembering his days as a printer s devil on 
the Bee, Dad once wrote for a college English 
class theme:

A t the time of hiring, the p rin te r’s devil is instructed to 
be careful not to learn more than  the editor the first two 
or three weeks on the job and tha t in case he should do 
this, to be considerate enough of the ed itor's feelings to 
keep it to himself. . . .  H e s ta rts  the day  by building the 
fires and as the office w arm s up he sw eeps up. N ext he 
w ashes a d irty  press, upon which the ink has been drying 
for a week or more and then he must w ash his hands and 
run  an errand.

W h en ev er there is nothing else to do he begins sorting 
and distributing leads and slugs, for otherw ise he is apt 
to become engaged in a conversation with one of the p rin t
ers and the forem an has a lready  inform ed him that this is 
the one unpardonable sin of the print shop. T his task of 
sorting leads and  slugs is about the most disagreeable 
w ork ever contrived by the hum an intellect. Em ptying ash 
es and  carrying in coal are gorgeous trea ts w hen com
pared to it and it is very noticeable tha t the shop is usually 
warm  w hen the devil is engaged in this task.

O n press days he lugs the papers over to the post office 
which is really quite strenuous w ork but being different 
from most of his w ork is also more or less of a treat. O n 

these occasions w hen he is seen by his fellows lugging a 

big sack of mail, he is a target of m any most beautiful puns 
by virtue of his title “devil.” But through a lack of proper 

love for literature he fails to appreciate the humor of these. 

A fter he has served as devil for a few m onths his ambi
tions have been perceptibly dam pened and he realizes that 

being a p rin te r’s devil does not assure one of being a Dana 
or a Greeley.

4
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In the autumn of 1914 Earl Hall arrived in Iowa 
City with little spending money, a small trunk 
with all his possessions, high hopes, and a deter
mination to get a college education. Years later he 
recounted this story of standing in line to enroll in 
the University and meeting a young man from 
Rolfe, Iowa, who was destined to become his life
long friend. His name was Virgil M. Hancher, 
who later served as president of this great Univer
sity from 1940 to 1964. Dad wrote of their friend
ship— “a long-term friendship that remained as 
simple and uncomplicated to the end as when it be
gan back in 1914. It began in the matriculation line 
in old Capitol. Our meeting came at a time when a 
youngster’s capacity for lasting friendships is at 
high tide. Our lives have been intertwined for 
more than a half century.”

It wasn't long until Dad's previous experience 
in the back shop of a weekly newspaper lured him 
to the Daily Iowan office. There he began a writ
ing career as a student reporter and later as editor 
of the Iowan .

It was on the Iowan that Dad discovered writ
ing news, editorials, and feature stories wasn’t 
work but sheer enjoyment. He decided that the 
field of journalism was to be his life’s work. He re
ceived both helpful criticism and encouragement 
from the late Conger Reynolds who was the first 
head of the University's School of Journalism.

In his days at Iowa, Dad found time to try out



52 THE PALIM PSEST

for the SUI baseball squad. He had had previous 
sandlot and some high school experience, was a 
good fielder and fine hitter despite his playing 
weight of only 130 pounds. It was this background 
in athletics and his interest in his alma mater that 
later led Earl Hall to service on the University of 
Iowa Athletic Board in the late 20’s and early 30’s.

He served on the board during the trying days 
in M ay of 1929 when the University of Iowa was 
suspended from the Big Ten Conference for al
leged illegal recruiting tactics of a football player. 
This same board made history prior to the Big 
Ten ouster by launching the construction of the 
Iowa stadium at a cost of $497,151. It was com
pleted in the fall of 1929. Later the cost of adding 
modern press, radio, and T V  quarters above the 
west bleachers totaled $490,628— within $7,000 
of the cost of the entire stadium 29 years before.

A s a young editor in Mason City, Earl Hall 
was active in raising funds for and later construc
tion of the Y M C A  building. After the building 
was completed Dad took up handball. He mas
tered it and spent his noon hours at the Y for 
many years playing handball with W illis Patton, 
Ivan Barnes, the late Judge Grimsley, Sam Rich
er, George Marty, and Roger Patton. These men 
were, perhaps, more expert with the sarcastic barb 
and criticism than in playing handball. But each 
of them dearly loved the game and admired the 
other although no one could have guessed it listen-
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ing to the conversation before, during, and after 
a game. Dad was a fierce competitor and played 
handball long after he should have retired because 
of a lame hip.

His former partner, W illis Patton, with whom 
he once won the state doubles championship, re
called with a chuckle his playing days with Dad:

“Earl had the most intense desire to win of any
one I have ever known, be it handball or any other 
endeavor. Physically, he did not look like a good 
handball player but he was smart. . .  as smart at 
handball as everything else."

Dad was also a good tennis player and made 
up in finesse what he lacked in a power serve or 
a picture book forehand. Many a young college 
tennis player in Mason City started a set of tennis 
with Dad as a lark and ended up fighting for his 
life. He had a tremendous slice on his first and 
second serves, placed his shots well, played de
fensively, and relied on his impatient opponent to 
make a mistake.

In bridge, gin rummy, ping pong or tennis, Dad 
wanted to win, mainly because that was the objec
tive of any game or athletic endeavor.

This competitive spirit carried over into the tel
evision era with Dad following most sports on 
T V . Few coaches could vent their wrath or criti
cism of a player, who had made a mistake or fum
bled, better than Dad as he sat in the living room 
watching any kind of televised sporting event. He
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loved all sports but couldn’t stand the phoniness 
of the professional wrestlers.

In our hours together playing gin rummy Dad 
had a special snicker when he could catch me with 
his gin hand and I had 70 or 80 points and was 
just getting nicely started in the game. If he lost 
at gin there would be a slight interruption while 
he went through the stack of undrawn cards look
ing for the “damned three, the deuce or the jack 
— whatever card would have ginned him. It was 
also a source of great disturbance when his grand
daughter ( Marjory and Paul Hook’s 4-year-old 
daughter, Barby) would beat him nine out of 10 
in a card game and then inquire politely if her
grandfather wished to join her in watching car-

_
toons or the puppet show on T V .

In his retirement Dad spent many hours work
ing on the lawn or shoveling snow from the walks 
at 22 River Heights. He naturally attracted the 
younger set who would watch him rake or mow 
and then volunteer their services. He always 
laughed when recalling a knock on the door sev
eral years ago. It was his friend, one of the neigh
borhood children, who asked in a most polite voice 
of Mrs. Hall: “Missus Hall, can Mista Hall come 
•out and play?’’

Earl Hall thoroughly enjoyed children and 
young people; yet he had absolutely no time for 
the beatniks and peaceniks and others of a lost 
generation who seemed confused over what their
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protest was all about. He had seen them in action 
in the Haight Ashbury district in San Francisco 
and during the rampage at the Democratic con
vention in Chicago in 1968. His contempt centered 
not so much on their dislike of the establishment 
and adult hypocrisy as on their brutal disregard 
for the rights of others, the American flag, and 
the freedoms won for them by United States sol
diers fighting in many wars.

Earl Hall took a particularly dim view of cam
pus militants who carried their soapbox with them 
to espouse many causes, criticize their government 
and university administrations, and ridicule their 
leaders. He was proud of young students who 
were extremely intelligent, who wanted to be in
volved and were possessed with high ideals and 
enthusiasm. He still believed, however, that their 
role on the campuses of America was that of a 
learner and not a prophet.

His concern over a small percentage of Ameri
can young people showed up in his editorials 
written for the Independence newspapers, the 
Bulletin-]ournal and the Conservative, after his re
tirement from the Globe-Gazette in 1964. One of 
his last editorials, written before his death on April 
12, 1969, summarized his thinking:

Equating campus vandalism . . .  and such things as tak 
ing over buildings, blocking doors, indulging in obsceni
ties . . . w ith freedom of speech or academic freedom is 
sheer nonsense. T h ere ’s no relationship between them.
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A nd yet th a t’s precisely w hat has been done in dozens 
of instances, including a few in our ow n state.

T h e  public’s patience has just about reached the break 
ing point. T h e  epidemic of cam pus violence has come at 
the very time of sharply  rising costs for the operation of 
our colleges and universities. T ax p ay ers  w ho dig deeper 
for publicly supported institutions, and  donors w ho must 
meet soaring costs at private institutions, are something 
less than  happy.

In the earlier days of the cam pus violence, there w as a 
disposition to view the m isbehavior as the ebullience of 
youth . . . boys will be boys, and  tha t sort of thing. But 
not anym ore. T h e  signs are too persuasive tha t there’s a 
plan behind the violence.

A t Chicago last summer, w hen a strange assortm ent of 
youthful leftists assem bled to d isrupt a national party  con
vention, one speaker after another in G ran t P ark  . . . across 
M ichigan A venue from the H ilton hotel they sought to 
take over . . . called for “ 100 more Colum bias.” T he  refer
ence, of course, w as to the take-over at tha t N ew  York 
university which deprived as m any as 20,000 students of 
three weeks of education.

Like most children the Hall youngsters always 
thoroughly enjoyed the fun, noise and excitement 
of the Fourth of July. Fireworks, big firecrackers 
and Roman candles were always a part of the cel
ebration— if the family was not on the road with 
Dad to accompany him to a holiday celebration 
which featured the Rusty Hinge quartet.

Dad was not the worrying type, much prefer
ring to leave the fretting to others. Two of his fa
vorite expressions to his children, when life’s set-
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Earl H all— 1914 se n io r  s tu d e n t a t 
Je fferso n  H ig h  S chool.

W . E arl Hall— M a so n  C ity  N e w s 
p a p e rm a n  an d  o u ts ta n d in g  c itizen .
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Som e y e a rs  a g o  m em bers o f the Io w a  B o ard  o f E d u c a tio n , a t  a re g u la r  m o n th ly  m eeting , 
posed fo r th is p ic tu re . L eft to  r ig h t a ro u n d  the co n feren ce  tab le  a re : E a r l  H all, M aso n  C ity : 
M rs. H iram  H o u g h to n . R ed  O a k : R ic h a rd  P lock . B u rlin g to n ; C h a irm a n  H e n ry  Shull, S ioux  
C ity ; R o y  L ouden , F airfie ld ; H . M . C a rp e n te r , M on tice llo ; M rs. G e o rg e  K yseth , C la rio n : an d  
L ester G ille tte . F o s to ria .
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T h e  U n iv e rs i ty  o f  Io w a  G lee  C lu b  q u a r te t :  F ra n k  M a ra sc o , H a r 
o ld  T h o m a s , R o y  M a y n e , a n d  E a r l  H a ll.

D a ily  Io w a n  E d i to r  E a r l  H a ll, r ig h t, in fro n t o f O ld  C lo se  H a ll on 
the  S U I c a m p u s  in Io w a  C ity . S tu d e n t a t the  left is F ra n k  M a ra s c o  
P re s id e n t V irg il  H a n c h e r  o n ce  d e sc rib e d  the  a rc h ite c tu re  o f th is  b u ild 
ing as e a r ly  p e n ite n t ia ry .”

I he 1918 U n iv e rs i ty  o f Io w a  b a seb a ll team  w a s  c o ac h e d  b y  M a u ry  
K ent. P ic tu re d , left to  r ig h t, a re :  ( s e a te d )  K en t ( c o a c h ) ,  K rem er. 
F ra n k  ( c a p ta in ) ,  H a m ilto n , O lso n , H o lsw o rth . L a y to n . E h re d . an d  
B ro w n  ( c a p ta in -e le c t) .  ( S ta n d in g ) :  M c G ra th . P a r ro t , B eld ing . H a ll.
L uce, M c L a u g h lin . John so n , an d  G o o d w in .



E arl H all S p e a k in g  . . .

(A b o v e )  B efo re  a  N a tio n a l  S a fe ty  
C o u n c il c o n v e n tio n  in C h ic a g o  in th e  
1950‘s. T h e  fam ily  co n sid e rs  th is one  
o f the  b e tte r  p ic tu re s  o f M r. H all.

(L e f t)  T o  a  co n v en tio n  au d ien ce  of 
p lu m b in g  c o n tra c to rs  in session  a t  
D es M o in es  in 1957.

(R ig h t)  B efo re  a m eeting  o f  the 
H o w a rd  C o u n ty  R u ra l T e a c h e rs  A s 
so c ia tio n  on  D ecem b er 5, 1941— tw o  
d a y s  b e fo re  P e a r l H a rb o r .

(B e lo w ) T o  a la rg e  c ro w d  g a th 
e red  in th e  a m p h ith e a te r  a t  th e  S ta te  
F a ir  g ro u n d s  in D es M oines.



PALAIS PE V E R S A I L L E S
rth  from  the  left, w ith  a g ro u p  o f U n ited  S ta te s  ed ito rs  
id e n ts  on  a m ission to  E u ro p e . P h o to  w as  tak e n  in the 
e rsa ille s  P a la c e  in F ra n c e  w h e re  the t r e a ty  en d in g  W o r ld

E a r l  H a ll, r ig h t, on  b o a rd  sh ip  off G u a y a q u il ,  E c u a d o r , w ith  m em bers o f 
C a rn e g ie  F a c t-F in d in g  m ission to  S o u th  A m erica  in 1941.
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D uring  th e ir  ro u n d -th e -w o rld  tr ip  in 1956-57, E a r l H a ll, left, an d  W illis  P a tto n  v is ited  a Jap- 
anese fam ily  a n d  w e re  d in ed  a t an  O r ie n ta l  lu n c h e o n — co m p le te  w ith  robes.

(A b o v e , le ft)  S ee in g  h u sb a n d  a n d  d ad  
off on  a  tr ip  w a s  n o th in g  n ew  to  R u th  
H all a n d  d a u g h te rs , M a r jo ry  a n d  N a n c y . 
T h is  tim e E a r l  H a ll w as  on his w a y  to  
S o u th  A m erica .

(A b o v e , r ig h t)  H a ll, as a  w a r  c o rre s 
p o n d en t, m et w ith  Io w a n s  a t  C h u rch ill 
H o sp ita l, O x fo rd , E n g la n d , in 194-4. P ic 
tu red , left to  rig h t, a re  C o lo n e i L es te r 
D y k e , Io w a  C ity ; M a jo r  E d d ie  A n d e r 
son, fo rm erly  o f M a so n  C ity  a n d  Io w a  
H a w k e y e  fo o tb a ll co ach : H a ll, C a p ta in  
H a rriso n  K ohl, M a so n  C ity . M a jo r  
L eo n ard  R istine , M o u n t P le a sa n t; an d  
C a p ta in  G e o rg e  E lliso n , N a sh u a .

(R ig h t, c e n te r)  In 1957 E a r l  H a ll a d 
d ressed  p eo p le  b eh ind  the Iron  C u rta in . 
H e  used  the  R a d io  F re e  E u ro p e  s ta tio n  
in M u n ich . G e rm a n y . H e  w^as Iow a 
ch a irm an  fo r the  C ru sa d e  F o r  F reed o m  
in 1958.
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P la q u e s  d e s ig n a tin g  E a r l  H a ll as 

o u ts ta n d in g  c itizen  o f M aso n  
C i ty ’ a n d  as o n e  o f the  first rec ip ien ts  
o f the  S U I D is tin g u ish e d  S e rv ice  
A w a rd  w e re  p re se n te d  to  H a ll in 1963 
b y  D r. L. W .  S w an so n . C h a m b e r  o f 
C o m m erce  p re s id en t, left, an d  S U I 
P re s id e n t V irg il H a n c h e r .

H e a p  Big In d ian s! In 1939, a t R ice 
L ak e , n e a r  L ak e  M ills, E d i to r  H a ll 
w a s  in d u c te d  in to  the  S a u k  a n d  F o x  
In d ia n  trib e  as  C h ie f  W c e -K e r-S e e  
(C h ie f  C a re fu l  R e in ) in tr ib u te  to  his 
y e a rs  o f h ig h w a y  sa fe ty ' w o rk . D a u g h 
te r. N a n c y  L ou  H a ll, re c e iv e s  a h a n d 
sh ak e .

A  h a p p y  d u ty  for E a r l  H a ll. 1936 p re s id e n t o f th e  Io w a  
S ta te  S a fe ty  C o u n c il, w a s  th e  p re se n ta tio n  o f a s a fe ty  p laq u e  
to  his h o m e to w n  o f M a so n  C ity . A c c e p tin g  the a w a rd  w ere  
H a r r y  B ro w n , left, and  John  W a lla c e .



S ta te  L eg ion  C o m m a n d e r  E a r l  H a l l  confers  w i th  S U I  P res iden t  
W a l t e r  Jessup, left, a n d  G o v e r n e r  C ly d e  H e r r in g  a t  a U n iv e rs i ty  
football  g am e  in Io w a  C i ty ,  1932.

A t a P re s id e n t ’s C o n fe re n c e  on  T raff ic  S a fe ty  in W a s h in g to n .  D .C .,  in 1948, E a r l  H a ll  
was one of the  s a fe ty  leaders  m eeting  w ith  P res iden t  H a r r y  T ru m a n .  T o  the  P res id en t 's  
right is Philip  F lem ing , d i rec to r  of the  C o n fe ren ce ,  an d  E a r l  H a ll  of  M a s o n  C ity .
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(A b o v e ,  lef t)  E a r l  H a ll ,  left, a n d  E d  C la rk ,  r igh t,  m a rc h  in an  A rm is t ice  D a y  
p a ra d e  in M a s o n  C i ty  in the 1920’s. N o te  th a t  W o r l d  W a r  un ifo rm s still fitted 
m ost of  the  v e te ra n s .  (A b o v e ,  r ig h t)  S e rg e a n t  E a r l  H a l l  a t  C a m p  D o d g e ,  1918.
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(L e f t )  Let s h e a r  th a t  so n g  a g a in .  
E a r l  H a l l  leads  the  s in g in g  a t  a 196-4 
m ee t in g  in Y o rk ,  P e n n s y lv a n ia

(B e lo w )  T h e  R u s ty  H in g e  q u a r te t  
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D r  R a y m o n d  K unz. E a r l  D e a n .  F red  
S h a f fe r ,  a n d  E a r l  H all
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backs or misfortunes affected them, were “Don’t 
get your dauber down” and “Let’s play this by 
ear.’’ He had learned years before that worry was 
futile, as was fretting over what might happen—  
things that usually did not materialize anyway.

Music was very much a part of D ad’s life. His 
love of singing cheered and brightened the hearts 
of many people who were in his audiences over a 
span of about 50 years. Each spring Dad would 
hit the commencement trail to speak at high school 
graduation exercises in Iowa and southern Min
nesota. To my knowledge these occasions were 
the only meetings of more than 10 persons where 
my father wouldn't suggest a “little community 
singing.’’

I was always amazed at his ability to draw out 
people who didn't really sing but who felt good 
just doing so. The old-time songs stirred their 
memories and soon they were singing lustily, re
membering words to tunes they hadn't sung for 
years. A loud singing voice, complete informality, 
a unique waving of the hands, and some showman
ship enabled Earl Hall to become a true song lead
er. There was always the familiar line: “Say, that 
was so good let’s try it again.’’ “If you don’t know 
the words, just say Fluf, Fluf, Fluf.’’

“Girl of M y Dreams,’’ “Happy Days Are Here 
Again,’’ “I W ant A Girl,’’ “Ragtime Cowboy 
Joe,’’ “Carolina Moon,’’ “Dream Train,’’ “Little 
Brown Church in the V ale,” “Moonlight and
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R o ses/’ “Let M e Call you Sw eetheart/’— these 
were the tunes of yesteryear which usually were 
in D ad’s repertoire of songs to be sung at any 
meeting, convention, in a large meeting hall or 
church basement.

During his university days Dad sang with a 
quartet and also with the University glee club. In 
the SUI quartet with Dad were Frank Marasco, 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin; George Davis, Lafayette, 
Indiana; and Arthur Kroppach, Davenport. Forty- 
four years after the men sang in that first quartet 
they gathered for a reunion at the University of 
Iowa for a memorable weekend and an Iowa 
homecoming football game.

Good times, fun and singing, were very much a 
part of D ad’s entire adult life. In 1926, several 
years after he arrived on the scene in Mason City, 
Dad mentioned to a college friend, Dr. Raymond 
Kunz, that they ought to form a quartet. Dr. Kunz 
quickly agreed, suggested a musical farmer, Earl 
Dean, and three-fourths of the quartet was formed 
overnight. Dr. Kunz even suggested an appropri
ate nam e—“The Rusty Hinge Quartet.” The lead 
baritone was the only spot missing and soon the 
three amateur singers persuaded Ed Cornell to 
join them. Later Cornell left the community and 
Fred Shaffer replaced him for a number of years. 
Shaffer was succeeded by Floyd Fraser.

The quartet was a familiar name and group at 
holiday celebrations and meetings throughout
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northern Iowa and southern Minnesota. They 
sang the familiar tunes and were an early day ver
sion of the close-harmony barbershop quartet 
craze that since has swept America. The Rusty 
Hinges were different, however. They mixed their 
songs with jovial banter and featured Earl Dean, 
a fine musician, and his homemade ukulele-banjo 
and a “Tin Canolin.” The latter was a farmyard 
version of a bass viol, Dean having made the in
strument from a broomstick, one string of catgut 
and a large oil can which was the sounding box. 
He played the instrument with a bow from his 
fiddle and, as the singers admitted with little mod
esty, “W e wowed them."

The quartet flourished for over 40 years— es
pecially in the depression days of the 1930's. The 
money earned singing with the quartet, plus D ad’s 
commencement talks, helped pay some of the bills 
for the Hall family. Actually, if the truth were 
known, we would guess the Rusty Hinges would 
have paid audiences for the enjoyment they had 
in entertaining them.

W ith a smile and a tear, Dr. Kunz recalled the 
41 years the Rusty Hinge quartet barnstormed a 
two-state area singing before all kinds of crowds 
outdoors and indoors. This was in the days before 
television when families knew each other better 
and would travel to the nearest holiday celebra
tion or public get-together.

Patience was not one of Dad’s greatest virtues,
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as anyone will attest if they ever traveled with 
him. He was of the old up and at ’em breed and if 
he was bound for a certain destination he wanted 
to get there as soon as possible. As a result he 
probably knew more shortcuts in Iowa than any 
other driver I’ve ever known. He knew Iowa 
towns, cities and highways like a book. But occa
sionally he would encounter shortcut roads down 
dusty country lanes that led him to a dead end in 
an Iowa farmyard. This seemed to happen most 
frequently when he was chauffeur on Rusty Hinge 
quartet trips. His detour shortcuts and Dr. Kunz’s 
favorite stories usually provided more than enough 
conversation for any trip by the four singers.

Dad was impatient about getting started in the 
morning on a long trip and would drive far into 
the night. This meant that his passengers usually 
settled for below-par motels or hotels since most 
of the good lodging for the night had been taken 
by more leisurely travelers who stopped for a 
night’s rest at a more reasonable hour than Earl 
Hall. This trait seemed only to exemplify the tire
less spirit of Dad who failed to show the usual 
signs of weariness or fatigue after a long day of 
hard work or traveling.

His companion on a round-the-world trip taken 
in 1956-57 was W illis Patton. He recalls: “W e  
were on the go constantly during the trip. I did the 
same things that Earl did, except he stayed up 
nights writing accounts of what we had seen and
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done. The trip included the Olympic games at 
Melbourne, Australia, and about everything else. 
W e went to Saigon when they told us we couldn’t. 
W e went to Cairo during the Suez crisis when ev
eryone else was being evacuated.”

In the evenings at home Dad would read news
papers and magazines— always on the lookout for 
a news story or idea for an editorial or a piece 
for his “Eye Observing” column. He would clip or 
tear articles from the newspapers, stuff them in his 
pocket, suddenly burst into song, and arise from 
his favorite chair in the living room. His nightly 
routine (if he were home for the evening) was to 
pop popcorn, place it in a large wooden bowl, dish 
it out for the rest of the family, and return to the 
easy chair for more reading. His expertise in the 
kitchen was limited to popping popcorn, washing 
dishes under the faucet, and cleaning vegetables 
from his Victory garden.

On Sunday mornings before church he would 
walk with one of his children or the family dog to 
the Globe-Gazette office to go through the mail, 
write a quick editorial, or drop a note to a friend. 
Dad had an amazing list of acquaintances in all 
parts of the country. It was his custom to send a 
newspaper or a clipping from his newspaper to 
friends who, he thought, would be interested in a 
particular editorial or news story from the Globe. 
This resulted in a tremendous volume of personal 
mail but he was usually one up on his correspond
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ents since he believed in making a prompt reply.
Earl Hall could type an editorial faster than 

most newspapermen (including this one) could 
write a simple news story. He amazed me with his 
ability to write succinctly, correctly, and state his 
case and logic clearly and concisely. Spelling, 
grammar and the English language were no ob
stacles to Dad. His typewritten copy required lit
tle editing, few references to the dictionary for the 
correct spelling or the right word. It was “clean" 
copy with little penciled editing and a linotype op
erator’s delight. He was truly a master of the fine 
art of writing and communicating thoughts.

Although editorials and “think pieces” were his 
primary job as editor of the G lobe-G azette  he was 
also an excellent reporter. He could ferret out a 
news or feature story with a talent seldom equaled. 
He became a student of correct grammar, correct 
pronunciation, and made a worthy efFort to point 
out misconceptions on well-worn phrases attribu
ted to the wrong people.

In his lifetime Dad received many honors and 
awards. Plaques, cash awards, and commenda
tions from many different organizations pleased 
him, of course. He was not a man who divulged 
his innermost feelings. Yet I believe his greatest 
reward was in gathering together a competent staff 
and publishing a fine daily newspaper— the Ma
son City G lobe-Gazette  which “Makes all North 
Iowans Neighbors.”



LIFE AN D  TIMES W ITH  DAD 63

W hen Dad was bom on a farm near Rippey on 
April 17, 1897, he was the youngest of 10 chil
dren, some of whom had already left home. Dad 
was not particularly close to his father but was lit
erally adopted by his two sisters, Mary and Hat
tie, and his next oldest brother, Ora.

In later years Dad relied on the counsel and 
friendship of such men as: W ill Muse, former ed
itor of the Globe-Gazette:; Lee Loomis, publisher; 
W . R. Boyd of Cedar Rapids, former editor of 
The Cedar Rapids Republican and secretary of 
the State Board of Education for many years as 
well as the prime mover for construction of the 
University Hospitals; Virgil Hancher, president 
of the University; Conger Reynolds, Ray Mur
phy, Sr., E. P. Adler, Phil Adler, Fred Schneller, 
and A1 Efner.

It is perhaps not fair, however, to list only a few 
confidants of Dad's. He had so many close 
friends from his years of work in the American Le
gion, Lions club, Red Cross, University of Iowa; 
those met at political conventions of both parties 
at district and state levels; and, of course, his fel
low editors and newspapermen from metropolitan 
dailies as well as weekly newspapers.

Upon graduation from the University of Iowa 
in 1918, Earl Hall entered the U.S. Army, re
ceiving his training at Camp Dodge in Des 
Moines. He was attached to the 19th Intelligence 
Division. During his short-lived career in the
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Army he rose to the rank of sergeant. After 
W orld W ar I ended and he was discharged from 
service Dad accepted his first job— that of a police 
reporter on the Milwaukee Journal.

It was in Milwaukee in 1919 that he first met 
the Reeves family. Two daughters of Mrs. Lucy 
Reeves, Ruth and Dorothy, were both employed 
as classified ad saleswomen at the Journal.

The Reeves sisters had lived with their mother 
and younger sister, June, in Iowa City, Iowa, 
when the older girls were in the lower grades. 
Since Dad and my mother, Ruth, were the same 
age, many of her grade school classmates, whose 
families lived in Iowa City, were in the University 
with Dad.

It was during his courtship days with Ruth 
Reeves that Dad had his first real taste of family 
life, home cooking, and the fun and good times 
which prevailed at the Reeves’ apartment. Lucy 
Reeves had reared three daughters after her hus
band died at Montrose, Iowa, in 1907. Mrs. 
Reeves, for a number of years, was a home eco
nomics instructor at the Milwaukee Vocational 
school. Ruth and Earl Hall were married at the 
Little Brown Church near Nashua, Iowa, on July 
31, 1920.

W hile breaking in as a reporter at the Milwau
kee newspaper, Dad was contacted by the G/o6e- 
G azette  editor, W ill Muse, who inquired if he 
would be interested in the post of managing edi
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tor at Mason City. Dad, without too much hesita
tion, accepted the offer and, at the age of 22, be
came one of the youngest managing editors in the 
daily field in the country.

Earl Hall and his young wife arrived in Mason 
City on their wedding day and took up residence 
in the old Kirk apartments. They acquired in this 
order: A Model T Ford, a son, Reeves, bom De
cember 26, 1921, and a bungalow in Forest Park. 
Later a daughter, Marjory June, was bom on 
March 25, 1925, and on April 24, 1931, Nancy 
Lou arrived on the scene.

During his long career as editor-reporter at the 
Globe-Gazette Dad collected an outstanding staff 
of journalists, many of whom went on to high 
newspaper positions and responsible posts on 
newspapers and magazines throughout the coun
try.

One of the most far-reaching and spectacular 
news stories ever to occur in Mason City was the 
appearance of the nation’s No. 1 criminal, John 
Dillinger, who with his gang arrived at the First 
National Bank in Mason City to make a sudden 
withdrawal of funds. The bank robbery, two 
blocks down the street from the Globe-Gazette, 
was like a Hollywood melodrama with shooting, 
machine guns and several persons seriously in
jured by flying bullets.

The bank robbers made their escape in cars 
with hostages ordered onto the running boards of
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each automobile. In their escape, the Dillinger gang 
scattered nails on country roads to delay pursuit 
by law enforcement officers. The gang escaped but 
within one short year the seven major criminals 
involved in the hold-up at Mason City and in oth
er M idwest robberies were all dead, victims of vi
olent deaths. Needless to say, this news event was 
well-covered by the staff of the Globe-Gazette.

Along with community involvement chores Dad 
became active in the American Legion and in 1927 
traveled to Paris, France, with the Iowa contin
gent of Legionnaires for a Legion convention at 
the site where the veterans’ organization was 
founded.

At the State Legion convention in Fort Dodge 
in August of 1932, Earl Hall went on record as 
opposing immediate payment of the W orld W ar  
I soldiers’ bonus. It was his theory it would cause 
a financial drain on the government’s expense ac
count during the very depths of the depression. 
He fought the bond issue in the convention be
cause of his own personal convictions although 
many Legionnaires favored immediate payment. 
Despite his stand, Earl Hall was elected com
mander and waived his personal views on the bo
nus to express the Legion’s stand. Mainly he 
waged a battle as commander for payments by the 
government only to veterans deserving of compen
sation due to war injuries.

One editor summarized his year as commander:
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“The point was clearly established as the goal of 
the Iowa American Legion: It changed from an 
organization that had gained a measure of public 
recognition as being ready to ransack the public 
treasury at the slightest pretense of patriotic re
ward to a conscientious group of vigorous Ameri
can citizens who want to help their injured bud
dies and at the same time clear their ranks of para
sitical shysters.“

As he traveled the state’s highways attending 
American Legion meetings in many towns and ci
ties Dad became acutely aware of the need for a 
concentrated educational program to alert Iowans 
to the urgency of a highway safety program. 
Something should be done to reduce senseless kill
ings which occurred with increasing frequency as 
the nation turned to automobiles and Iowa built 
concrete highways at a rapid pace. He helped 
found the Iowa State Safety Council, was its first 
president and won state-wide recognition as a cru
sading editor from the Mason City Globe-Gazette.

During the years 1937 to 1949 Earl Hall served 
on the State Board of Education (now the Board 
of Regents) and in the summer of 1940 was as
signed an important mission. He went to Evans
ton, Illinois, to see his friend, Virgil M. Hancher, 
then with a prominent law firm in Chicago. The 
two men had been college roommates and Hanch
er had spent a summer in the Hall home after re
turning from studies at Oxford, England, and be
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fore he graduated from the University of Iowa 
College of Law.

Virgil Hancher was asked by his friend to re
turn to his alma mater as president of the Univer
sity, thus giving up a fine law practice to turn his 
talents to educational administration. After some 
weeks of soul-searching, Virgil Hancher accepted 
the Board’s invitation and arrived on the campus 
in Iowa City in the autumn of 1940.

On February 7, 1965, a special memorial serv
ice was held on the campus in Iowa City to honor 
Dr. Virgil Hancher, SUI president emeritus, who 
died in N ew  Delhi, India, on January 30, 1965, 
while serving as a consultant in higher education 
for the Ford Foundation. At this service his class
mate, W . Earl Hall, gave the “Eulogy For a 
Friend/’

In his tribute to Virgil Hancher and the legacy 
he left to the University and Iowa, Dad made 
these comments which I believe could also be said 
of W . Earl Hall:

You d on ’t explain a H ancher any more than you ex
plain a Churchill. You just recall their lives and their 
deeds— in reverent gratitude. H e w as not merely a great 
man: he w as a good man. . . .  By any accepted standard  of 
m easurem ent V irgil H ancher w as a giant among men. 
Even in our student days I had him pegged for success on 
the grand scale. So did everybody else who knew him . . .  
his life w as a life of supreme usefulness. V irgil H anchers 
don’t come along very often. T here  will never be another 
as far as 1 am concerned. . .
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In turning over the reins of editorship of the 
Mason City Globe-Gazette to Bob Spiegel in 
1963, Earl Hall summarized his 43 years at the 
helm by stating simply to Bob: “It’s my reasoning 
that anybody who can report can step down into 
that lower category of writing editorials if needs 
be. Corollary to this is that I think of myself as a 
reporter rather than an editor . .  . basically. It's 
been a lifetime of fun, believe me.”

I suppose that in many ways "Life with Father" 
was typical of families who lived and loved in the 
era of post-World W ar I, the great depression, 
and the rumblings and avalanche of World W ar 
II. There were the usual joys and heartaches for 
Ruth and Earl Hall who managed to rear two 
daughters and a son, insulate them from most of 
the rigors of the depression, send them to college, 
and see them marry and start their own families.

The one big difference is that not every family 
had such a talented human dynamo as Earl Hall, 
or as kind and helpful a mother, who became Mis
sus Fix-It around the house. Her husband was all 
thumbs and was busy with causes and activities 
at a local, state, or national level.

W e are confident that Mason City, Iowa, and 
surely the state and nation have benefited because 
of such men as Earl Hall. He truly paid his civic 
rent in many ways and added a zest for living to 
the lives of many people who knew and respected 
him and the ideals for which he stood. No one ev
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er had a greater love affair with life than Dad.
On just about any given subject you knew how 

W . Earl Hall thought. He was not a great com
promiser— nor too patient if he thought any critic 
had begun on a false premise and was ignorant of 
the facts. He firmly believed his logic on any sub
ject was right and it was difficult for him to en
counter those who did not understand the simple 
truths and his personal thinking on a subject.

Dad did not believe in philosophizing. But I 
frequently recall two statements as I engage in 
these reminiscences: I ve had a ring-side seat at
so much of the news and history for over half a 
century. And: “It s been a lifetime of fun.

Through his friendly and inquiring mind, his 
unique and contagious personality, Earl Hall con
tributed much to countless others who knew and 
loved him. The passing years will not dim our 
memories, nor those of his many friends, for this 
dynamic and generous soul.

R e e v e s  H a l l , Editor
T he Bulletin-Journal and  Independence Conservative


