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Below—Bing Crosby cocks an ear to the trills
that roll off Fred Lowery's tongue. After this
guest-starring radio performance Fred had an
offer of a new job—teaching Bing to whistle.

Below—Fred (at mike) and singer Dorothy
Rae, who has teamed with him in radio shows,
theater engagements and tours of veterans’
hospitals, meet some of their record fans.

Above—Fred’s young son, “Scooter,” thinks
it’'s wonderful to have a dad who can whistle.
On this occasion he demonstrates his apprecia-
tion by signing the check for the dinner.

Above—Married eleven years, Fred still whistles
at his wife, just as he did when he used
to serenade under her window, to the de-
light of all the girls in the dormitory.

Whistler i

HOLLAND’S, The Magazine of the South

-

n the ’l’]ar'k

On the radio and in theaters and night clubs all
over the country, Texas’ Fred Lmbery has

whistled his way into the hearts of audiences he cannot see

. "

By NORTH BIGBEE

IT was a football-weekend in Dallas and the
night club, like every other spot in town, was jam
packed. Half of the Oklahoma-Texas college crowd
was celebrating its victory and the other half was
trying to forget its defeat. The customers were
noisy and indifferent as the tall, heavy-set young
man in dark glasses stepped to center stage and
started whistling a light classic.

Slowly, table by table, the crowd quieted, until
there was hardly a sound except the clear, trilling
notes. Before the whistler had finished, scattered
applause broke out, then spread like a grass fire
before a high wind.

Fred Lowery’s face broke into a wide smile as
he listened to the cheers of the audience he could
not see, and stamping feet echoed the crowd’s
demand for “More! More!”

Before I left the club I asked the owner to take
me backstage.

“They certainly like Lowery’s act,” I commented.

“It’s not just the act,” the white-haired show-
man said. “It’'s Fred. He makes everybody in
the house feel that they’re his personal friends.”

For fifteen years now, Fred’s warm-hearted per-
sonality has come to millions through radio and
television, and from the stage. Most Americans
within dialing distance of a radio have heard him
on Horace Heidt’s and Vincent Lopez’ various
shows and as guest-star on dozens of other na-
tional programs. In his stage and night club ap-
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pearances, literally millions have welcomed him
—from Broadway’s Capitol to Houston’s Metro-
politan, and from Miami's Royal Palm Club to
Denver’s Last Frontier.

Equally popular as a recording artist, he lives in
a home paid for by the royalties from a single dise,
“Indian Love Call.” Recently Columbia brought
out eight of his long-time favorites in a Lowery
album, “Whistling for You.”

But regardless of how or where they hear him,
listeners feel that they know Fred - personally.
This pleases Fred even more than the recognition
he has received from the headliners in the enter-
tainment world (Bing Crosby asked him for
whistling lessons after he guest-starred on a Cros-
by program, and Bob Hope once introduced him
as “the greatest whistler in the world today”). The
approval of his audiences is all the more important
to him because he is blind—more important than
the fame or money his whistling has brought him.

In seeking a normal life for himself, Fred real-
ized very early that instead of giving in to his
handicap he must struggle all the harder to com-
pensate for it. He learned to whistle because of
several handicaps.

“I might be selling pencils on the corner,” he
told me, “if I hadn’t been orphaned at an early
age and if my grandmother’s farm hadn’t been so
poor that it had no well.”

(Continued on page 19)






