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AtTtD y . KEMP is a living prototype of 
Horatio Alger "From Rags to Riches" hero, 
sixteen, imbued with the spirit of ""restlessness 

which mikes men leave the family hearthstone, their 
eyes glued on the distant horizon and the pot of gold, 

ihe gates of his father's small stock farm be-
felt in his pocket to make certain his week's 

b e shut 
htodjiin; 
board nvwey and railway ticket were safe, slung his 
knapsack 

*Av. 

David F. Kemp 

By Janet White 
the 
At 

over his shoulder, and took the first step into 
the unknown. 

That first step landed him in Indianapolis. With 
the last irtep, he mounted into the balls of the success­
ful, the founder and owner of the United States School 
of Music--a cultured, poised gentleman, who today some-
where in his late fifties, is no longer active in the institu­
tion whkh he founded, but is wealthy enough to spend 
fata'time exactly as he pleases, whether it is traveling 
through Surope, which he does twice a year; resting at 
fate Grea^ Neck home, dabbling in real estate or playing 
Boir. 

I t is hard to reconcile the fact tha t David Kemp's 
•ebolastk training extended no further than the rude 
country i ;lassroom where he was taught the three R's. 
His appeurance, his knowledge, his intellect, his conver­
sational ability all suggest t he college-bred, gentleman. 

In t h ; beginnings by the dim light of the midnight oil, 
. a farmei's son" pored- over books learning things he 
wanted ID -know, studying at home, himself as teacher 
and student. For the farmer's son had no desire to fol­
low in his father's footsteps. He wanted the city to be 
his home not the rural village. He wanted an environ­
ment oil; sophistication and wealth and intellectual a t ­
tainment: ;, not surroundings of pig pens, chicken cocps 
and stables. Later travel, contacts with fine intellects 
augmentejd that diligent and at times wearisome home 
study. 

And 
learn the 
but have 
organized 

so, feeling that people all over the world can 
way he did, all the things they long to know. 
\>o ̂ facilities to acquire, David Kemp in 1898, 
the \7nited States School of Music,-giving home 

study courses ir» learning to play musical instruments, 
bringing a real Knowledge of music, and therefore a bet­
ter appreciation of it into the backwoods. I t is David 
Kemp's contention that only the people who really have 
an understanding of the technique of music can appreci­
ate the artistry of a Chopin sonata, a Bach fugue or a 

Beethoven symphony. 
"You can never be a real music lover until you know 

the fundamentals of music," he told me. "When only 
three percent of the people are able to read music, you 
can h a r d y expect more than that to appreciate it. Mu­
sicians aiways learn to love real music, because they 
understand its difficulty, its artistry, its meohanism. 
People talk about the opera, but they don't really enjoy 

it. The opera lovers are those who are 
familiar with the score, who know the 
composer and his work. The more we, 
know about a thing the more we love ' i f 
and appreciate its value." 

There, is another fact to which the 
pioneer home study music school owes 
Its success. Music has always been sur­
rounded with a highbrow aura of mys­
tery and artlness. Young people are 
afraid to study* music. There is" the 
habitual aphorism that musicians are 
born, not made, and they are tremu­
lous lest an attempt to solve the intri­
cacies of playing an instrument end in 
abject failure. They dare not risk em­
ploying a teacher, but a home study y 
course seems easy—ho one need ever 
know really, and if they find themselves 
unable to master it, why, they needn't 
continue. 

David Kemp taught himself music At that time 
there were (no lessons' sent to him in an envelope every 
week. He found an old piano primer, and taught him­
self. I t wasnt until years later that the Inspiration to 
teach others through home study came to .h im. He 
chose music because he felt it was a field that had a uni­
versal appeal, a language everyone understood. Ete be­
gan; he says, with an idea, and a few hundred dollars. 
The first year, he prepared the material for the lessons 
himself, with the knowledge he had gained through home 
study. There /were courses in six instruments—(he piano, 
violin, banjo, organ, mandolin and guitar. "Tour hundred 
pupils enrolled. Today there are twenty-two courses in 
the curriculum arranged by prominent; artists in each 
field, including voice culture, sight singing arid harmony 
and composition—sent to 100,000 eager students every 
year—to English speaking people anywhere on the face 
of the earth—a continuous chain through six continents 

—from a vast metropolis to a straggling town, to a 
i . . • , . . . - ' • • . • • • ^ 

settlement in darkest Africa. 
Pour hundred pupils the first year for an initial ven­

ture was quite large, immediately revealing the gap t h a t 
correspondence course in music was filling. Of course, 
there were boos and hisses. A home study course in 
learning to play a musical instrument was unprece- -
dented. Why it couldn't be done. Musicians shook their 
heads, shrugged their shoulders and smiled behind their 
hands. T i e more temperamental threw up their gifted 
hands in horror. This man Kemp was a fool. But they 
lived to change their opinions, to respect and honor this 
man Kemp, and accept him as one who had the vision 
and perspi'cacity to realize that the whole world loved 
music, and to bring music into their homes would Hot 
only render them an invaluable service but would make 
David F. Kemp a successful man in an original under­
taking. -

But let Us go back to David Kemp when he lived in 
a suburb of Dayton, Ohio, and burned the midnight oil 
trying to learn stenography by an old Pitman book. 
Diligently did he outline pothooks and cyjrves. Perhaps 
occasionally, he threw the book down in disgust, but he 
always picked it up again, for he had already felt the 
lure of the big,city and had sufficient .foresight to realize 
that hccould not storm the citadels of a metropolis with­
out some practical knowledge. 

At the tender age of sixteen he felt he had seen 
enough of|small town life, so witn a week's board money, 
a railway {ticket and a knowledge of stenography and 
typewriting as his stock in trade he left home. When 
the conductor called Indianapolis, David alighted, looked 
about him', and immediately set to work on the-job bunt. 
For two years he was employed in an attorney's office, 
first as a stenographer and then, after reading law for 
a number of months by himself, as a law clerk. After 
twe years office routine grew monotonous, and he went 
back to Ohio. Always with the spirit of the wanderer, 

sufficient 
home was left uncovered. 

David again had the fever to travel and this time Joined 
an engineering corps with which, surprisingly, he stayea 
for five years, eventually becoming field engineer on V 
line from. Michigan into Chicago In 1892. Studying1 

engineering or anything else in a school for that pto|5j 
pose was foreign to David's nature and his engineering 
knowledge came wholly through apprenticeship. 

In 1894 the smash came. Most of the railroads Iflf 
the nation were in the hands of receivers. There was 
railroad construction and David lost his Job. He wi 
asking himself, "What shall I do now?" when the Gofr] 
ernment answered the question. They threw open too 
Cherokee Indian land in.Oklahoma for settlement. Davfcfi 
was one of 100,000 who expected to sail In oh 20.00Q 
claims of 160 acres each. Presumably, some 80,000 hope­
fuls would find themselves without settlements. A gtn3 
was to be fired by the United States troops, signaling 
the opening of the land, and a mad rush by 100,000 men 
on horseback to stake their claims. By an accident^ 
planned or otherwise, some one fired a pistol five min­
utes before the time set, and a mass of humanity leS 
loose on the gallop. David, who was not the type to be 
left behind, rode in with the others, traveling nineteen' 
and one-half miles "in fifty-five minutes, and getting a 
claim. He settled on a piece of land midway between 
the railway town and the county seat, where he lived 
from September until the first of May. For the first 
three months David used the sky for a celling and the 
earth for a bed, not that he felt romantic, but he had j 
no money with which to buy lumber. When he finally ) 
garnered enough to put up. a shack, he did not have 

timber for the whole roof, so half of. his 
When the blizzard arrived, 

said Mr. Kemp smilingly looking back, it was a cool 
proposition. 

During his residence on the claim, David held two 
apparently important positions, city engineer and secrer 
tary of the Board of Trade in the railroad town .where 
the sheriff was the police department, fire depar tment 
mayor and roundsman of the Lord. In the spring David, 
with no desire to cultivate the soil, and with an oppor­
tunity to join a railroad in Texas, sold his claim,for a 
paltry $300. II Mr. Kemp hadn't reaped financial. r e ­
wards in other ways, he might well have rued that day. 

While in the East good fortune brought him into 
contact with a representative of the International Cor­
respondence School. He learned the president of the 
school had been a mining engineer, and then an idea 
flitted through David Kemp's brain. 

Why not teach music in this way? The idea r e ­
mained in a passive state for a year or two. ̂  David 
returned to Dayton as advertising manager of one of. the 
local papers* and then the,Spanish-American War palled 
him. In 1898, with a new life in front of him, David 
Kemp started to build reality.out of his dreams. He 
opened a small office in the Presbyterian Building In 
New York City, and started to advertise and enroll pupils. 
The first year, he managed to break even and the school 
grew steadily. The second year there were 1,000 pupils. 
Now, thirty-one years later there are IGOflQQ students a 
year. In its long life the school has brought a knowl­
edge of music into a half million homes by the print and 
picture method. 

A year after the establishment of the unique insti­
tution, David Kemp married a young woman who spent 
five years at the Royal Conservatory of Musk in Leipzig, 
and is an accomplished pianist. There arc six children, 
all boys, and the eldest, David W. Kemp, Is now man­
ager of the school. 

Though the courses are available only to English 
speaking people, a letter came across the sea from Cal­
cutta last year. A native asked for the rights for I n ­
dia, Siam and Burma. His daughter was the first vio­
linist in the only symphony orchestra in India, and all j 
her knowledge had been obtained through the United | 
States School of Music. Letters come from prisons where j 
convicts call it the official instructor of the penitentiary.' 

"My main object," says Mr. Kemp, "is to teach people^ 
to know music. We have" created a desire in ten people,. 
where before there was only one. In 1898 people raised 
objections. I t couldn't be done, they said. But tliere are 
so many things that couldn't be done, and we're doing 
them. The French pianist, Cortot, one of the scoffers, j 
actually 'saw the lessons one day and said, I t Is a won­
derful idea,' and asked for the piano course." 

At another time, Ovid Musin, the violinist, was 
sitting in a restaurant at a table next to Mr. Kempt 
He recognized him. turned to his companion and said, 
"My friend, Kemp, there, teaches music like typewriting. 
A piano, yes, I can understand, but a violin?" Kemp 
took him down to his office and gave him a copy of the 
first iesson in the violin. Musin tapped his head. "Ah, 
had I only thought of it. I t is better than I do. I take 
a violin and show them. You have the photograph, 
which is always in front of them." s 

OUSE 1JURGLARY TOOR 1RADE 
O 

Helen Herbert Foster 

OP ALL the men embezzling from their employers 
with whom I have had contact, I c a n t remember 
a dozen who smoked, drank or had any of the vices 

fin which bonding companies are so interested. 
Nor have I ever known a m a n capable of turning out 

flrst-class work in a trade, a profession or an art who 
was a professional criminal. 

House burglary is probably the poorest' trade in the 
world—I have never known any one to make a living 
a t it. 

Pocket-picking Is the easiest to master of all 
the criminal trades. Any one who is not crippled can be­
come an adept at it in a day. 

These are the opinions of Dashiell Hammett, for­
merly a Pinkerton man, and now a writer of detective 
stories, among which "Red Harvest" and "The Data 
Curse" are well known. And though Mr. Hammett tells 
us about many people there are few more interesting 
than he is himself. Until he began to write fiction he 

v had had no writing experience except tha t of writing 
letters and daily reports for headquarters. . 

I t seems, according to Mr. Hammett, tha t to be a 
good detective one must have a gift for poking one's nose 
Into other people's business. Doubtless many of us know 
people—ourselves, of course, never!—who, we think, could 
qualify in this respect. But that 's only the beginning. 

"For being a professional busybody requires more 
energy, more dogged patience than you'd suppose. I got 
so tired of it that I.just had to give it up, though I have 
a flair for that kind of thing. There never was anything 
lacking in the matter of my. curiosity. I t ' s .not an easy 
business. A good detective is quite a person. He is a 
type that has always intrigued me. And for that reason 
I never subordinate his personality to the plot of my 
story." 

Naturally enough, the detective as a study would 
Interest Mr. Hammett. And well it might. Some of the 
greatest writers of the past have studied the detective's 
curious makeup. Victor Hugo in his immortal "Jean 
Valjean" tells us of a crack detective, Javert by name, 
who either had to be that or a first class crook. The 
physical machinery, so to speak, of a good sleuth is a 
complicated thing and worthy of the pen of a competent 
writer. 

"What I try to do is to-write a story about a de­
tective rather than a detective story. Keeping the reader 
fooled until the last possible moment is a good trick and 

• I usually try to play it, but I can't attach, more than 
••secondary importance to it. The puzzle i sn t so inter­

esting to me as the behavior of the detective attacking 
It." : 

;; And so Dashiell Hammett has given us a hard-
boiled little "op,"' a closeup of him at work. And an 

•• "op," as every reader of detective stories should know— 
and who is not these days when Presidents and Prime 

"Ministers admit a weakness for them?—is a man who 
does in real life what the "master detective" does in fic­
tion. He is, in short, an -operative. 

"The 'op' I use," says Hammett, "is the typical sort 
'•- of private detective that exists in our country today. I've 

worked with half a dozen men who mifjht be he with few 
• changes. Though he may be 'different' in fiction, he is 

•almost pure 'type* in life. I've always tried to hold him p 
- as close to the 'type' as possible because what I see in him 
' i s a little man going forward day after day through mud 

and blood and death and deceit—as callous and brutal 
and cynical as is necessary—towards a dim goal, with 

- nothing,to push cr pull him towards it except that he's, 
been hired to reach it—a sort of Manuel w'hose*saying is: 
T h e job's got to be done.' But please don't think I sup-

' pose that I've been altogether successful in translating 
him to the printed page—I admit having moments when 
I think I'm jiaying a little luck." 

When Mr. Hammett speaks you just have to watch 
your step. You have the feeling he's setting traps for 
you to fall into. And maybe he is. He's cynically funny 
though one of the most genial people you'd -want to 
meet. 

"I knew a man who once stole a Ferris wheel," he 
said. "And then there was the man I shadowed out into 
the country for a walk one Sunday afternoon who lost 
•his bearings completely and I had to direct him back 
to the city. Andvl once knew a detective who attempted 

sto disguise himself so thoroughly that the first police­
man he met took him under arrest. And then there was 
the man I knew, and still know, who will forge the im­
pressions of any set of fingers in the world for only 

, fifty dollars—and then there was 
"This Is what you wanted to hear, wasn't i t?" he 

said, smilingly interrupting himself. "All reporters want 
to hear such experiences from detectives. And these are 
authentic enough, goodness knows." 

"It couldn't be so long ago." wc commented, trying to 

And Embezzlers 
Usually Have Fine 

Personal Habits, Says 
Dashiell Hammett, 
One-Time Detective 
Now Qone Literary 

get in the spirit of his genial mood. "You 
don't look very old." 

"No, indeed, I'm not a t all old. I'm 
quite young. I'm just thirty-five and am 
what might be called of the 'younger gen­
eration of writers.' Surprising, isn't it, 
how old the younger generation can be? 

"So then I can proceed to the fact 
that I was brought up in Philadelphia— 
though . I wouldn't emphasize that too 
strongly—and in Baltimore. There i sn t 
much to be said for my education, for I 
had little of it. I left school at fourteen, 
in the middle of my first high school year. 

"My first dive into bread-winning 
was a messenger boy for the Baltimore 
and Ohio Railroad, though I had dipped 
my toes in before tha t by selling news­
papers after school Later I drew wages 
as a junior clerk, very junior, in an advertising effice. 
Then I went into a stock broker's office—but let me 
pause here. Things come to mind. 

"I was often fired, m admit that . But always most 
amiably. So much so that I was always on good terms 
with ' my ex-employers after. But about the stock 
broker's There was a place. I t seemed that I could 
seldom get the same approximate total twice in succes­
sion out of any column of figures, but still more seldom 
managed to get down early enough in the day to make 
any of my mistakes before noon. And they had a weird 
notion that one should be there all day. Well, of course, 
when such a situation arises something is bound te hap­
pen. It did. '*• 

"Maybe I should have gone in for journalism. But 
let me get on with this story of my life and get the 
agony over with. After the stockbroker's I became a 
timekeeper in a cannery and in a machine shep and 
from that the way was easy to that of stevedore. I made 
the grade but then it became too strenuous. 

"Now I approach, chronologically, when I became * 
detective. I was attached to a national agency as an 
operative, before and after the war, in the East, North­
west and on the Pacific Coast. I was a pretty good 
sleuth, but a bit overrated because of the plausibility 
"with which I could explain away my failures, proving 
them inevitable and no fault of mine. 

"You'll want to hear of my war record, no doubt. 
Frankly, it was dull. I contributed practically nothing to 
the Allied victory. I came out of my uniform with tuber­
culosis, which later sent me to a couple of hospitals for 
seven or eight months 

"When the Tijuana racing season closed in the 
spring of 3921 I left the last of these hospitals—just out­
side of San Diego—.and brought my still frayed lungs 
to San Francisco, where I returned to sleuthing. But 
that didn't last long. My health continued to go blooey 
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and I was getting tired of butting into other people's 
business. That 's where you never can tell about the 
neighborhood busybody's ability to be a professional; tt 
takes perseverance. I lacked the drive to keep it going 
a t oar. 

-
"Well, by this time I had a wife and daughter, an* 

they were to be* somewhat housed, cloU>ed and fed. 
" I decided to become a writer. 
"I t was a rood idea. ^Having had no experience 

whatever in writing, except writing letters and reports.^, 
I wasn't handicapped by exaggerated notions ef the * * - | 
faculties ahead. By the end of the year writing war f 
supporting us in so far a-? we were being supported at 
all." 

This, then, was Dashiell Haramelt's story- of how 
he began writing, and it is a story, you will aamit, ih&4 
one deesnt hear every day. After he began wielding Me 
pen he stuck right to It except for a few exeansJent 
into advertising "to pick up a few dollars." 

"There's another weakness I possess tha t I havent 
confessed: I'm an artist, or nearly. That is, I have a 
tendency to fritter away time over a drawing board try­
ing to make black marks come out beautiful on wMw 
paper, v.hich tbey seldom, if ever, do." 

In the fall of 1527 a lot of doctors—yes, a Vet ef 'em, 
he said, and one professor—told him his .lungs were all 
right. To date he sees no reason for doubting they 
knew what they were talking about. 

"Detecting has its high spots," said he in a so»»e-
what more serious vein, "but the run of the work fa the 
most monotonous that any one could imagine. The very 
things that can- be made to sound the most exeitiwg te 
the telling are, in the doing, usually the most dwMy 
tire?some. 

"Up to the tim*- I became a sleuth I liked gum-shoe­
ing—did I forcet to give you the details of tha t ex­
perience?—better than anything I had done before. »wt 
at that I wasn't rucn a rotten sleuth. Thanks to my 
ability tc write pleasing ar.d convincing reports, **y 
reputation was always a little more than I deserved. 
A ceuple of times I was offered official jobs but dodged 
them, since I was by then about fed up. 

T wish we h o i lots cf tirr.e. for I'm just rjemera-
fcering other things that might interest you. I'd like 
to tell you of the chief of "pohec of a Southern eity who 
once gave mo a minute description of a man, down to 
the mole on his neck, but neglected to mention that he * 
had only one arm. Then there was the forger who left 
liis wife because she had learned to smoke cigarettes 
while he was serving a term in prison. Sleuthing has it* 
funny side though it's trying work. A good detective 
has to be brave, vigorous, damnably clever, tireles?— 
altogether a rca) person! His is an extraordinarily com-

• plicated mcclianism." 
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