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QROM a lttle shop seventeen feet
square to an establishment cover-
ing fifteen acres of floor space;
from an income of $10 a week—

when there happened to be %10 in the
firm—to the control of & company that
does a busainess of $30,000,000 a year, that
is something of a record for twelve years’
work. The man who made it is Elredge
Reeves Johnson, inventor and
owner of the Victor Talking Machine.

Twelve or fifteen years ago the talking
mncitine was a joke—interesting but lu-
dicrous. To-dawy the greatest singers of
the world diraw & large part of their in-
come from these same machines. Thia
Year Caruso will get royalties amounting
to about §70,000 from the Victor Company.
All languages and dialects are recorded,
every country’s music is represented, and
at the great works in Camden they can
send out e machine & minute.

The Victor's growth is the story of an
idea believed in persistently in the face of
ridicule, of unceasing work that for vears
spelled failure; then success, financial,
artistic, beyond even the dreamer’s wild-
est dreams.

Elredge Johnson is a Delaware man.
Like most Delaware men born forty-
three years ago, he found the times hard.
His father could do nothing for him in
the way of a college education, and the
young man, having a gift for mechanics,
went to Camden, N. J., put on overalls,
end went to work at a bench.

Fate took him to a phonograph shop.

. The invention was new then, and it was

the joy of tourists at Coney Island and
eEimilar resorts to listen to the thing
squezking out the Star-Spangigd Ban-
ner’ or A Hot Time in the 0Old Town
To-night.” 1t was wonderful to find the
music even imperfectly reproduced, and
it was funny to hear the wheezing and
ecratching that accompanied it. Every-
body said it was an amusing and as-
tonishing toy.

To young Johnson, however, it was not
& toy. He made motors for his em-
Dloyer in the phonograph shop. and he
improved on them. The firm said casual-
ly that his invention was good, and they
would have taken it up had they not
come to an untimely end just then. There
was no more experimenting with talk-
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A MAN WITH AN IDFA
- ‘ = “ = 0 Little One Room Shop Earning Ten?
Dollars a Week Becomes Fifteen

Acres of Industry Earning
$30,000,000 a Year.

dayv and night to get further perfection.
The gramophone people In London lis-
tened to the ditty that he played, and
then they said, briefly:
“*We'll pay Mr. Johnson what he likes
for the European rights of his Invention.”
And partner *“ guessed he’'d go and
cable” Johnson. without delay. Since

Ing machines for Johnson, but the idea
stayed In his hezad.

more than financial success in- it.
Johnson went West—to S=2attle or some
such place—and had many adventures.
Luck was against him and he decided
that he would rather starve among his
own folxs than off in a new country, ro
he sent his tools back by freight and
bought his own ticket. He reached Phil-
adelphia with 50 cents in his pocket and
the bill for freigzht unpaid.

Penniless and tool-less he called on a

* friend, the kind of friend to whom 2 man

can safely turn on such occasions. SKaid
the friend, struck with a bright idea as
he gazed upon the financial svreck before
Eim:

*“What do you say to going into part-
nership, Johnson? Neither gf us has any
money, =0 it seems just the thing.”™

It was just the thing, toe. They got
tke tools cut of the freight depot and toock

seventeen square feet of shop in Cam-:

den, beinz tco poor to aspire to the proud
city across the Delaware. Then they be-

zan to do business—any sort of business,

connected with machines, Johnson was

“the acknowledged expert, his friend the

financier.
possible—and vhe financier took what «was
left—if anything. From a material point

of view the firm was not a strong one, 83

captions eritics may point out, but in
one respect it couldn’t be beaten. The
partners believed in each other with a

mizhty belief, and it was sink or swim to-{

gether in the seventeen-foot shop.

Sometimes they swam very well, an&
again frequently it would loock as if they
tvere sinking for the last time. Johnson
invented a wheat-cleaning machlne, and
his partner sold them. That did falrly
well, and if they hag had any i{dea how
very good the machine was (they found
out later, when ithey did not need money)
they might have stuck exclusively to that.

But they wandered frormn wheat-clean-
ing machines to oil burners, and came
very near making a fortune. The burn-
ers sold like wildfire. Everybody sald
it was the greatest invention ever made
for convenience and economy. Troubles

seemed over for three happy months, and |
then buyers began to complain that the,

burner got out of repalr. So it did, as
the promoters sadly discovered. It
worked well for a short time, but It was
no good as a permanency. Finally,
customer singed off hls eyebrows with

the thing, and the iangazage he used to’

the firm discouraged them from continu-
ing the sales.

Perhaps it was morei
than an idea—one might call it a dream—
for the young mechanic saw a =ood deal |

| borhood of $70,000.

The exnert got 810 a week—if]

then the Victor people and the Gramo-
phone Company have controlled Mr. John-
son's inventions—-two separate companies,
allied for business purposes, sO that even
the great Victor success does not show
all that Mr. Johnson has done In the
talking-machine world.

That, briefly, Is the story of how &
man created an Industry that sends its
products all over the globe, that has ree
corded all the great voices of the day, and
the songs and folk tales of fifty-nine dif-
ferent lanzuages and dialects.

There are many incidental details that
should be given to make & better picture
of these early struggles. For instancs,
to-day the leading grard opera singers
draw royelties from the Victor people of
from. $35,000 to £25,000 a year. Caruso
draws more, For the last six years he
has averaged $30,000 annually from the
talking-machine company, and this year
't lnoks as if he would get in the neigh-

&

.But twelve vears ago things were other-
wise. Not a singer of any reputation
would touch the talking-machine bus!i-
ness. You were scratched off the list of
the elect if you looked at.one. Besides,
the firm had . little to offer in the way of
remuneration.

“ 1 remember,” sald ones who worked
with the inventor in the early days, ‘ that
we had no plaece for the singers to record
in except & loft that you got to with a
lJadder. I would scurry around and get
some poor devil to come and sing for a

-

| dollar in real money and then I'd push

him up the ladder and try to get a record.
Sometimes the wvoice would record and
sometimes we would have mnothing but
failure.

*« I sometimes think, as I watch Melba
and Teirazzinl and Farrar singing in our
laboratory, of a woman 1 got to sing for
us once in the beginning. I can seo her
now, a stout, goed-natured creature who
had come in the rain without an umbrella
to sing for a dollar or so. She had a long
feather in her hat and it hung over one
ear and dripped water on the floor of the
loft.

“ YWWhat a time I had getting her up the
ladder, too. She was a kindly soul, for she
enjoved singing into the machine so
much that she wanted to come back every
day and work with us. And then there
was a vaudeville chap,
who wore a frock coat and a slouch hat

one i

on one side—he used to sing for us. Those

1 were great days. _
*““ There were times when everything

went wrong. ‘We could not rely on our
machinery to give the proper effects un-
failingly. We had to try and try again.

! Many a time it seemed as if I could not

All this while the talking-machine idealgiand another thing. I would report failure

was simmering back in Johnson's head. He \

told his partner about it and his partner,
as usual, believed. That is, he believed
Johnson’s machine would be a better ma-
chine than any on the market, but when
the inventor began to point out its great
artistic possibilities, to enlarge on his con-
viction that every great volce might in
future be made immortial, that singers of
to-day might thrill audlences a hundred
dears hence—then even the faithful part-
ner shook his head.

““ No, Johnson,”’ he said. * Yowu’ll make
a good machine and people will buy it be-
cause it’s so curious. You’ll never {n this
world get out the squeak—never. But if
we can make and sell 500 or so0, just as
curious toys, why let's go ahead and
do it.”’ e

The inventor worked day and night. He
‘haqd g pretty good thing, but not what was
singing in his brain.
seized his partner as he came in from
gelling the firm’s wares.

“I've got it this time,” he said.

When Johnson says he has & thing, he
usuelly has, so the senior member shared
the inventor’s excitement. Together they
turned to the machine, so often changed,
50 persistently and bafflingly inaccurate.

Johnson put on a record and lo, from the !

thing: came clear and almost squeakless

“I guess I'll go and telegraph my
baby—"’ -

Can you imagine the solemnity, the aws,
with which the two men listened te those
foolish words? It meant the realization
of & dream, it meant wealth, everything.
Johnson had *‘ arrived.”

It happened that the firmm was prosper-
ous at that time. They had & thousand
dollars from a job of doing something to
ballot boxes—a thousand dollars less what
Johnson had spent to buy a gun for his
partner. Partner loved to shoot and his
gun had a fashion of sending the bullet
maore or less at right angles, so when this,
their first great success, came to them
Johnson had Insisted on a new gun.

Perhaps he felt that $10 a week had

‘been too large a percentage of the net
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recelpts for him to draw, and suspected

-Biis partner of too great self-abnegation.

That was the kind of partnership it was,

yau Bee. ' But there was still money in the.
irsasury and away to London went paré-
: D6%y ~whils -Johnson: .stayed

and
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Then one day he/

to Ar. Johnson, and often if he had saild
not even a&a sharp word but something
like, ¢ Well, it's your business to get the
thing right,” ¥ should have put on my hat
and answered: *It can be yours in fut-
ure.” But he never did. There was never
anything but sympathy and encourage-
ment from him through all that time of
struggle and disappointment.”

One thing has of course boomed the
Victor machine tremendously. That 1is
the trade mark, the little dog with his
head on one side listening to ¢ his mas-
ter's volce” and wondering why the be-

'loved presence delays to comse out of the

horn. Everybody knows the dog, and wa
all, when he first came out, stopped long
enough before shop windows to give him

reacd what was sald about “the Victor.

The story of the way in which the dog
came into the Victor family is odd. The
drawing was offered by a young artist to
a great firm in I.ondon. - The manager
Jooked at 1t and observed, somewhat
wearlly, that he didn’t think much of it,
but he would show it at the Directors’
meeting. The Directors also eyed it in
a8 bored fashion and said, no, they didn’'t
want it. The manager, so. reporting to
the young artist, noticed that young
man’s disappointment and sald kindly:

‘““ There's a little firm round the corner
you might like to gees. They may feel it
would do something for them.’”

The little firm was the London ally of
the Victor people and they did think the
dog would ** do something for them,” and
they wwere right, it did. It caught the

pepular fancy as few trade marks have
done,

Nothing better illustrates the prompt
triumph of the machine the inventor so
g_oyously christened * Victor®™ than the
way the plant at Camden has grown.
It is the most intricate, out-at-elbows,
overgrown place imaginable. Theg com-
Jany has bought all the land and builld-

ings for several blocks, but the old con-
cerns have not yet had time to move and
the Vistor factory shcots up amid smaller
buildings bearing strange names. In a
year or s8o all these will be down, but the
demand for talking machines must be

y Inet mea.nwhizg', and the firm enlarges-as

best it can.

worked' ' ‘Bix months“ago the old cabinet bullding.

]

Eldredge Reeves Johnson.
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down and out,

a sympathetic smile and incidentally to

became too small. Tha firm built a new
shop, covering considerable ground and
three stories high. This, they thought,
would be enough. But before the three
storfes were up it was decided to build
four. The four wera no sooner completed
than {t seemed wise to put on a.one-story
addition on the rear. The one-story was
not finished before it was seen that the
addition would have to run up the entire
four stories. But even as this was going

up orders kept pouring in to such an|

extent - that the management found It
wisest to make both original bullding and
addition not four but six storles. It is
not yvet finished, and that the six storles
are needed is made manifest to any one

who has tried to worm & way through the!

pliles of lumber.

The business has jumped this way: In
1001 the sales were $3,000,000. In 1003
they had doubled. In 1003 they- were
again double, that is, $12,000,000. In 1867
they were $27,000,000. During the panic
times they dropped 25.per cent.,, but In
1909 were back at $27.000,000. This year
they will far surpass that mark.
factory. they say, has a capacity of a
machine a minute, and it is working fuil
blast every day.

The Victor company does everything In .

its own shops, except make the horns for
their machines. At present some cabinet
work is done ourtrside, pending the com-
pletion of the large shop. Apart from this,
every screw i3 made under the eves of the
management at Camden., Such a forest of
workshops takes three hours to see In
even the most casual. fashion.

* XVhen the writer was taken through the
shop chance brought about 8 quaint little
incident. First there was the room where
the shellac mixture., which s to be the
disk, is made, The Vicfor company is the
largest buyer of shellac in the world—
wwhich is easily bellaved when one sees the
vards and yards of doughy stuff being
kneaded in the cauldrons. It is pliant and
thick, and is passed over the rollers just
exactly as if it were & particularly black
sort of dough.

-XWhen i{t has been kneaded enough it is
put through & machine which flattens it
out and cuts {t into squares just large
enough to make a record disk. It lies,
smoking and cooling, on a big rolling
board for all the world like a singularly
uninviting kind of cake. In a couple of

| when cold);

Theu
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minutes {t has cooled enough to be
touched and taken up to the room above.

There stand men “before a heated cop-
per table, The black cake Is put on the
table for a few seconds to get warm and
pliant again, (t is as hard as a rock
then it is folded into a
:mold and put in a hydraulic press, with
a pressure of 8,000 pounds to the square
inch. In half a minute it is taken out,
all ready except for .a little trimming
of the edges. ,

We took the little square we had fol-

lowed, slipped it into a talking machine,
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who sing for the Victor In forelgn parts
decide that it conceals a devil, they are
quite justified in their belief.

The orchestra of sixteen pieces works
all the Yyear round for the talking ma-
chine, and is made up of first-class musi-
clans, recelving higher =salaries than obh-
tain in most of the great philharmonic
orchestras. They would look natural
enough if they sat around in civilized
fashion, but they don’ts They are perched
on stools of varying helzht, some qulite

-near to the ground and others stuck aloft

on little p‘\atforms. This 1s because the

S
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and the ugly black thing that nive min-j
utes before had been smoking in a caul-
dron had becomo *‘ The Spring Song.'" It!
takes about five minutes, not more, to
work this modern miracle.

To prepare for it, however, takes the
skill of some two thousand men. In the
machine shops queer little engines that
one cannot call *“ almost human,”” be-
causse .they are considerably more than
human in their accuracy and swiftness,
turn out bushels and bushels of screws—
screws enough for the whole world, it
would seem.

There §s an eletrotyping plant that
has to turn out work 100 per cent. finer
than the finest the Government in Wash-
ington can do. There i8 a cablinet fac-
i,tory where a combindtion of machinery
Izr.nd skilled hand work puts together and
smooths and carves rows of cabinets a
mile long, more or less, There are en-
gines and machines to run the other en-
gines and machines. There are the test-
ing rooms, where every record and every
{ part of the machinery has to be tested
before It is sent out. Thero are acres of.
offices where the accounting i3 done.
' And then there is the heart of it all, the
centre of Interest and mystery—the re-
cording laboratory.

The exact process by which the effects
of the talking machine are obtained are
not for the public, though even if the
public saw it probably would not under-
stand.. However, by special favor 1t s
possible to enter the precincts and watch
the orchestra and singer in the act of|
making a record. This i1s how {t looks:

At the end of the room there Is a cabl-
net, and through the-black draped little
windows horns stick out, ugly water-
spout things, not at all suggestive of
what {s in process. The cabinet con-|
tains the secret that makes the millions
pour [nto Camden. It connects at the
back with a room that is marked, and 1s,
** strictly private.”” The horns are most
commonplace things, but the cabinet
atones. It Is mysterious, suggestive. 1t
looks exactly like the boxes out of which
ithe mediums evoke spirits. If savages

l

Caruso’s Caricature of Himself Making a Record.

} even he must some times repeat.

fstance that catches every tiny sound

I

carrying power of the instruments differs
and has to be arranged for, so that the
receiving horn will not get too much of
any one thing.

The singer stands at g horn of his own
singing directly into it, so close that the
voice sounds faint to those who sit at the
back of the room, 8Sounds carry so well
to the machine that everybody is warned
not to whisper during the recording.
Then the orchestra begins the opening
chords of ' The Rosary."

All goes well for a time. The lovely
melody makes one forget to watch the
mechanics of -the placse,

‘*Oh, barren gain and bitter loss-—"
Tap, tap, goes the baton of the leader
against his stand and the musio stops.
What was the matter? None of the list-
eners had heard anything wrong. The
conductor explained that one of the vio-
lins had attacked a note too soon. The
fault was so slight that not one person in
even a well-trained audience of a thou-
sand would have noticed it, but these
tiny mistakes come out magnified many
times in the racord.

No .concert or operatio performance is
ever as perfect as a Victor record must
be. Muslclans are allowed on the stage
an occasional infinitesimal error, but ndv
matter how small it may be it would
fairly shout from the talking machine.
It demands absolute perfection, and even
the best of singers fail occasionally.
Some fail frequently.

Caruso’s voice and method are both so
perfect that he holds the best record, but
For-
tunately 1t is not expensive {f the error
is caught at once. If the record has been
cost before it is found It becomes an ex.
pensive matter, so the orchestra leader ]
takes no chances,

The music records itself on a disk, like
the disk from which it is afterward
played, but of some soft mysterious sub-

vibration. What the substance is is the
secret of 2 few men. Then this disk is
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A matrix is made from it, and from this
again another i{s made which s sent over
to have the black, muddy shellac stufrt
poured over it as they did in the case
of * The Spring Song.”

The original matrix is not used for

printing the disks but is stored away In
& fireproof vault where, in all human
probability, it will be Just as good as
ever centuries from now. There are 18,000
such records in the Camden vault. Mr.
Johnson's dream that a great voice need
never die Is pretty thoroughly realized.
., So mueh for the record part of the fac-
tory. The making of the motor and other
parts of the machine is more complicated,
though they are marvelously: simple, con-
sidering ihe strange work *hey have to
do. This simplicity. which has been per-
fected through years of experiment, Is
not, in all communities, an asset for the
seller’'s argsument. In China they much
preferred at first a German machine with
works as large and complicated as those
of a chiming clock. It must be better,
sald the Chinese, because there was so
much more of. it.

Inside the talking machine there is a
small motor the task of which is to re-
volve the disk in perfeoct time. This
sounds rather easy, but it 1s not. The
machinery of a watch may not revolve
in an absolutely even fashion, and yet
one Irregularity may ccunteract another
sc that the watch will keep perfect time.

‘This is not good enough for the talking
machine. If the cisk revolves a fraction
of a second faster at one moment than
at another the entire pitch is changed
and the einger is made sapparently to
sing false. The motor must worlk more
evenly than s required of any motor
serving &any other purpose. After the
motors are mada they are tried, each and
every one, to see if the pitch wvaries in
the sglightest Qegrees.

Have you stood and looked at s talking
machine as ft gave out {ts wonderful
melody and wondered what made the
noise? Did you think it was some com-
plicated thing hidden inside? What really
does the trick {s a small disk of mica
about two {nches in difmeter. Ninety-three
per cent. of the world's output of mica is
examined for use In the talking machines,
and only 3 or 4 per cent. is found to be
sufficiently perfect. The workers fing,
even in the best samples, almost imper-
ceptible Dblemishes—an alr bubble, a
roughness, 8 brittleness—something—and
away goes the plece of mica. It costs 37
or $8 a pound, so this is an expensive
business, but it must be done if the mica

carried to the electrotyping department
and has various hidden things done to it,

Lis: to give out the proper sounds.
Then the little disk is fastened in the
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The Little One-Room Factory Where Mr Johnson’s Idea Began to Grow,

 sound box, to which the needle is at-
tached, (the needles having to be tested.
too,) the whole is fastened to the horn,
and, presto! you have music. It is the
mica that gives out the sounds. Every vi-
bration marked by the voice on the disk is
conveyed by the needle to the mica, and
this in turn produces sound waves exactly
like those that made the marks on the
disk. The mica does the singing. ]
The vibrations are so slight that they
cannot be seen even with a microscope,
but they are sufficient to produce the
sound waves with which Tamagno amazed
the world. The horn, of course, increases
the volume, but even without the norn
the sound is clear. They say in the Victor
office that for a camel to pass throuzgh
a needle’s eye has seemed the limit of
impossibility, but they make. an entire
orchestra pass through a needle's point.

This is the machine that jdealistic, hard-
working ¥oung Johnson saw in his vis-
jon. '‘But not even he, perhapsa, realized
quite how eager the world would be for
its possession. When the mechanism was
so perfect that great singers felt they
could sing into the funny looking horn
without loss of dignity and with great
increase of income a new chapter of ‘the
wrold’s art had been writien. Now not
only beautiful voices are preserved, but
it is possible through the talking ma-
chine to study the music and folk songs
of the world.

All over the globe the traveling record-
2rs carry their apparatus and induce ths
Chinese, the Japanese, the Africans to
sing into it. There is a great demand
just now for Arabian records in Az?r-
gentina. There are Arabs working there,
and they want the songs of home. In
the Orient wealthy Chinese and Japanese
buy their native music as sung by their
greatest singers. They do not yet, say
the Victor people, buy the Western music,
for our finest productions mean nothing
to them, but they want their own, and
are willing to pay for it

Many have been the adventures of these
traveling recorders. In Japan, for {n-
stance, music !s taught especially to the
blind, and they were the persons most
wanted by the agents. They consented to
sing, but it was found that they would
not allow an *“ unclean white man' to
touch them, and being blind they wan-
dered all over the room, singing every-
where except into the horn, while the
agents fumed furlous and impotent, When
half a dozen records had been spofled
a Japanese friend came to their assist-
ance, and leading the proud singers

gently by the arm drew them within
range of the horn.

It ,is not uncommon now to find in
camps of Italian laborers a talking mea-
chine with records of all the good old-

, fushioned operas that JItalians love and
. others of the songs that make the Bay of

Naples gay.

The laborers together buy the ma~
chine and some records. Then concerts
are glven, and after four or five numbers
the hat is passed around with the word
that if more songs are to be heard thera
must be money forthcoming for new rec-
ords. This is getting to be quite a busi-
ness for the Victor Company. Not only
the Italians, but the Hungarigns, Bo-~
hemians, and other Immigrants who come
over and live huddled together in mining
and lumber camps, call for the machine
and records that will bring home near to
them.

The ** best seller” is Caruso, with Tet-
razzini, Farrar, dMeclba, and Scotti close
seconds, Apropos of Tetrazzini, the com-
pany tells & joke an itself. Some
vears ago, before she made her sgpectac-
ular hit, she sung a number of records
for a small ccmpany at $30 a record. The
Victor traveling agents were in Mexico
and she passed through there. They wrote
that she would sing twelve records for
$1,000, should they go ahead? "The man-
ager said no, it was too much. The year
after she was the idol of New York and
L.ondon and the company is paying her
now $25,000 or more annually for  what
it could have bought outright for one
thousand dollars.

The company has done several operas
entire—** Faust,”” * Trovatore,’” *‘ Ernani,”
and ** Pagliacei.”” 1t has not yet found &
way of making the whole record so that it
will be sung continuously, as on the stage.
‘The disks have to be changed. And the
company has not yet found a way of giv-
ing the full perfection of a great or-
chegtra of ninety or one hundred pieces,
but it Is working for it Mr. John-
son has a passion for perfection. They
say in the office that Iif he saw a way of
improving the machine, though it would
not add a cent to his income, he would
spend all he made in a year to bring it
about. As it is, there is a small house
given over to men at salaries of $10,000
and $12,0600 a year, who experiment day in
and day out, following the dream the
young inventor saw fifteen years ago.

'The whole business is In a peculiar way
Johnson's. Not a mechanic works in the
factory who doeg not know that his chiaf
understands the work on which he is en-
gaged better than he docs himself. There
is not a part of th2 machine he has not
made with his own hands and the most

.delicate parts he has himself created.

The talking machin> buasiness is not a
great concern Dbuilt by rich men’s cap-
ital on poor men's brains. Johnson made
it, with the help of his loyal f{riends, out
of nothing. And throuyghout the hujldings
they warn you, * Don’t nentlon my
name. This is Johnson’s business. Xe
made it and his is the only name Iha$

ghould be ccnnected with it.'*



