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When Zeba Wilson Wowed ’Em
Speaking o f w hispering campaigns, whis

pered Old T im er, th e re  was one going full 
b last in th is tow n in 1897. I t  concerned a 
buxom young siren  w ith pleasing contours and 
flirtatious eyes who came out here w ith a 
vaudeville troupe from  H am m erstein’s Olym
pia to do a dance a c t a t the annual spring 
sm oker of the W estfield Club. Her nam e 
was Miss Zeba W ilson and h er dance spe
cialty  was the Hoochi-Koochi. They say th a t 
when she answ ered the sixth encore, the  old 
boys were holding on to  th e ir chairs and 
saying “ ah!” The Doleful Deacon told me 
it  was b e tte r  than  any th ing  he’d ever seen 
a t  Coney Island, so I reckon it m ust have 
been p re tty  good.

Of course, th ere  was a piece about it  
in the newspapers. The Union County S tand
ard  gave Zeba quite a boost: “ Miss Zeba 
W ilson of H am m ersteins was an in stan t suc- 
ces. I t would hard ly  be correct to say th a t 
she was not so w arm , fo r she— well, she fu r
nished the hot tam ales fo r th a t bill of fare  
and the audience seemed to  appreciate the 
dish.”

The wives insisted on full particu lars. 
They asked such tan ta liz ing  questions as—  
Is th a t the im portan t m a tte r you had to ta lk  
over w ith Ed and H arry? W hat’s a hot 
tam ale like? W as she a dain ty  dish? W hat 
did she have on? W here did you sit?  Have 
you asked the doctor w hat m akes you so tired  
Sunday m ornings?

The men proposed a cooling off period. 
They explained th a t the  rep o rt was g reatly  
exaggerated  and nothing to  get excited about 
— “ju s t one of Kip P earsa ll’s jokes.” A ioke? 
This low fem ale, a t a smoker fo r men only, 
a joke? Did E d ito r A lfred Pearsall approve 
of such things? The women said th ey ’d see 
about tha t. So, they  held a m eeting of the ir 
Social and L iterary  Circle, a t which Brown
ing was scarcely m entioned, and appointed a

com m ittee to  call on the editor. He assured 
them  th a t no joke was in tended. “ Zeba’s 
case will be disposed of in ou r next issue,” 
said he.

In his ed itorial, Uhcle A lfred  played no 
favo rites: “ The fac t th a t some church mem
bers patronize sm okers and  prayer m eetings 
m ust not be charged to  deprav ity  b u t r a th e r  
set down to the c red it xof a broad and lib 
eral mind. W estfield p ray er m eetings con
tinue so m onotonous as to  a ttra c t  bu t small 
num bers and the sm okers continue to  be 
vile.” He advised the churches to  ge t out 
of the ru t and show some o rig inality  and 
he advocated the abolition or purification of 
the  W estfield Club sm oker.

T hat pu t a  crimp in the  argum ents, and 
natu ra lly  the  men w ere pleased as Punch. 
Then came the  revival of out-door sports, 
including festivals and lawn parties, and the 
seductive wiles of Zeba w ere recalled only 
when fa th e r came home on the  paper tra in  
and failed to make the spare room w ithout 
banging his head on the chandelier.

Zeba tu rned  out b e tte r  than  she was 
painted. She danced her way to  stardom  in 
musical comedy, tu rned  down a batch of 
Broadw ay Cowboys and m arried  a comedian, 
Silas Suggs, who played the p a rt o f a m iracle 
w orker in the show. They w ent to  raising  
H erefords on the K ansas p rairie , struck oil 
and made a fo rtune . T here was an illus
tra ted  story  about h er in a Chicago paper 
recently . The picture which caugh t m y fancy 
was the one taken when she was a headliner 
a t H am m ersteins. I t  was hard  fo r  me to 
believe th a t th a t dem ure-looking Miss was 
the vamp who wowed ’em a t  the  club sm oker. 
W hy if she w ere to  walk down Broad S t. 
today, in th a t get-up, the Old Guards would 
go righ t on ta lk ing  abou t the O.P.A. and 
w here could thfey buy some shirts.


