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gn Memoriam

WILLIAM A. PHILPOTT, JR.

On October 10, 1971, less than two months after he
received our Society's Nathan Gold Award, William A.
Philpott, Jr.—"Mr. Phil"—died at the age of 86 in his
home in Texas. Expressive of his characteristic modesty
was the letter of acceptance of this honor addressed to
SPMC past president, Glenn Smedley: "In my name,
please express proper appreciation to all those who
thought up such a pleasant credit leaf for my ledger—
ever though I did not deserve such recognition. Thanks
over and over to the SPMC."

Tom Bain, another past president of SPMC. told of
how Mr. Phil went to a lot of trouble, "trouble he loved,
in helping the young collectors. He told them about
books to buy, how to learn something instead of just
accumulating."

After graduation from the University of Texas, Mr.
Phil first served as a reporter on the San Antonio Express
and as night editor of the Austin American in Texas.
In 1913. he was elected secretary of the Texas Bankers
Association, a position he held for over a half century,
an all-time record. He was responsible for bringing that
organization to national prominence. At the time of his
death, he was consultant to the Association.

At one time Mr. Phil held one of the finest money
collections in the world. In 1929, he turned to paper
money collecting and became a preeminent authority
within a short time. In 1968, he was awarded the 50-
year gold membership medal of the American Num-
ismatic Association. As a recognized expert on money
he had a daily radio program in 1927 on rare coins,
aired on station WFAA in Dallas.

Mr. Phil also amassed one of the finest collections
known of early Texas letters, manuscripts and historical
documents. He authored 16 books, including In Praise
of Ignorance, itself a collector's item.

A star athlete. Mr. Phil once won the Texas state
gymnastic contest. An avid golfer from the age of 40.
he won many amateur contests and was able to shoot
his age for a number of years, even at 86. He accumulated
six holes-in-one over the years. He was to have played
in a Texas bankers golf tournament at Seguin. on Octo-
ber 11th.

Mr. Phil's custom of sending personalized greetings
on his birthday was continued up to his last on Septem-
ber 17. 1971. Because it is filled with the sage wisdom
of great age tempered with perennial youthfulness, we
reprint his greetings here as a memorial:

It is folly to fear old age or attempt to evade it. Day-
by-day Time takes all living things farther along the
glorious road of life. As for me, an octogenarian—I am
made proud by advancing years, and rejoice at each suc-
cessive natal anniversary.

Phil Salutes his Birthday
1971

Wise men hold that youth is the time of gladness; and
all agree that each intelligent individual, during the first

years of life, must make provisions for the last. Such a
pattern of behavior, since early adulthood, has become
a habit with me. Looking to the future with cheerful-
ness of spirit, with complaisance and kindliness toward fel-
low folks, has up-graded enormously the functioning of
my solitary brain cell. And what is more, the practice
of gazing forward in pleasant expectation has kept the
body spry and the heart young.

In early boyhood, inquiring adults often asked this
question: "How old are you, sonny?" My quick, positive,
and respectful reply was: "I'm 5 going-on 6." This age-
boasting tendency still runs rampant in my blood. No
longer ago than today—the 86th of my natal years—an
inquisitive friend queried: "Phil, quoting Pharoah as he
talked 'unto Jacob, How old art thou'?" Pride jumped
to my tongue, and I replied with a sparkle in each eye:
"I'm 86 going-on 87."

What the morrow promises has always captivated me.
In larger measure my life has been built from blueprints,
which assure tomorrows will more nearly meet my re-
quirements and dreams than did the yesterdays. My to-
days are definitely tilted toward the offerings of years,
months, weeks, even days that belong to the future. The
yesteryears lay quietly in shrouds of sweet memories and
contentment, as they should. As long as my future is
kept in focus, life will continue to charm and invigorate
me. The go-go attitude will preserve me as fresh, as
pleasant as free of complaints, even as rollicking as the
flowers in Spring.

I make sure none of these trivia "bug" me: medicare
and medicos; bussing little children (and big children)
across town to school; war (even ours) in foreign
countries; cigarette smoking; wage and price freezing;
long hair, ditto mustache and beard on the callow youth;
loose morals and crooked politicians; breakdown of law
and order; hot pants on broad mamas; selling liquor by
the drink, the theater's invasion by nudity and por-
nography; drug addiction; pollution of the elements;
weight watchers; women who have "come a long way,
baby," and all the phobias, religious fanaticism, and what
have you, which flourish in the land (particularly in
California).

Being the youngest old person I know, let me declare
that folks are happiest when they reach and pass sixty.
They do not whimper at grey hairs; neither do wrinkles
and dentures bring on a panic. Oldsters I run around
with realize that the only way to increase interesting
thoughts in their heads is to live long, enthusiastic and
intelligent lives.

Come now, doesn't everybody wish to join me in going
ahead to the one hundred mark? The echo is a booming
yes! Thatta boy, or girl! I'll drink to the proposition—
except I don't drink.

William Albert Philpott, Jr.

Dallas, September 17th, 1971
Beginning of the 87th Lap on Life's Speedway

Shortly before Mr. Phil passed away, he submitted
to PAPER MONEY his last writing of the many articles
and studies on U. S. paper currency. We are honored
to present this final work of a rare man and scholar
as another memorial in the hope that it will inspire
others to emulate him.
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