OOD I’.nglisli is supposed to t.)c amenable to .standard and

\ .tn ~,n;ccpt. There are dcfinite ru.lcs. Clarity, c'c'onm‘n)::

Tnr- - vou can find cut how to achieve them, T‘l'm ﬂnn t's

v opeciic, The blemighes have all been tnbnln.tcd: f'mc' writ-

._m :-mml eloguence, miles of adjectives, blind t:a.lth in the

‘.?.q'l ',J dehibierate or helpless obscurity. And yet writing, t?day,

:nl:uc‘l‘\'nf it at all events, prc§cnts a stagegering :\m?:}l]ly. It lret -::

_air-ticht examp'e of the failure of know-ho?v. Tc tl:x:):cmm
writing is left at the pnst by the tyro. Major critical accl:

iters who most conspicuously don't know how to write,
I think it can be supported.

fnree, €0

nes to wr ,
Lhat's a pretty harsh indictment, ltut
' Lring np.my witnesses in a minute or two.
‘authors T wish to examine (I shall, muster
only four of them) have the critics with them. 'Theﬁ, ve bccr;
peceived with laurels, although not in every cas¢ with s ower]s:)
Blesing-in the guise of sales. They arc hn”llc;i a: ﬁxeg:a St:
They're in danger of becoming founders (')f sc 1;»0_5. » Ie (l)
them at least—and he is the onc I'm going to be }[:ad 1Icu arly
noisy about—is held by many to be the most distinguished hterary
figure of the American day.
" The names on my black-

The specimen

list write fluently and in the main
‘grammatically; but they write badly all the same, because th(:y
“don’t knn'.\?..hmv to handle their literary materials. And T'll
tauneh my case on evidence drawn from the most f}jlsomcly
praised of contemporary American writers, potential Whlt'c Hope
of the new warld, the man of whom Arnold B(:nnett said, “He
writes like.an angel”—yes, children, I mecan William Faulkner.

: Take off your coats with me, and plunge into “Light in
A\.mns(." Faulkner's most recent novel. You don’t have to read
far hefore—well, try this excerpt from pp. 2-3:

« . gaunt, staring, motionless wheels rising from mounds of
hrirk rM-i-lc and ragged weeds with a quality profoundly aston-
_ i<hing. and gutted boilers lifting their rusting and unsmoking stacks
with-an air stubborn, baffled and hemused upon a stumppocked
eene of profound and peaceful desolation, unplowed, untillgd,
entting tawly into-red and choked ravines beneath the long quict
raine’ of autumn and the gallaping fury of vernal equinoxes.”

Two dozen adjectives in one sentence: what would George
Cicsine (1o name offhand a novelist who wrote like a craftsman)
have saild of such a-page!  Sophomoric exhibitionism? Inflation
with a capital “I"2 And not even a trenchant display of vocabu-
farv. Twn repeats: the threadbare “profound” and “gut”-—
incidentally wrenched to the intransitive.  Only two splashes of
unhackneved eolor: “stumppocked,” good enough, but spoiled
by the arrogant omission of the hyphen-——an irritating trick that
thic arthor runs to, of “hookwormridden,” “limpeared,” “closed-
to “wireends,” “manlooking,” “crossslanted” (3 successive §'s);
and “galloping. fury of equinoxes,” which is pretty spotty after
. all, <inee the equinox is not a storm but the time when it may
ocenr, ' ,

"Ovirworked similes team up in Faulkner with overworked
©werds, Thus, “like a forgetten bead from a broken string” is
. fullowd three pages later by “like a shabby bead upor the mild
" red «tiing of road” and this in turn three lines below by “like

alieady measured thread being rewound onto a spool.”
- “Stipshad  Fonglich thrusts in cvcrywhére: “She had not
Copenerd it a dozen times hardly hefore she discovered that she
bonlt not have opened it at all.”

Peckless and meaningless usare: “the wagon crawls terrific-
ally toward herl”

All the above angelicisms are to be found in the first cight
pages of “Light in August.”

To go drearily on. “Armatid grunts, a sound savage,
;"L a. .. gray garment worn savagze and
brusque,” porgs thirteen Tines Tater, “with the abrupt savapgeness
af a man”; two lines later, “She elashes the sto.e savagely”;
cloven lines Iater, “savage finalitv”; nine lines later, “savage
weeew of gray hair” Tin, hum!

bricque,” p
wireque,”

Iet's take to our own pinions now aned skip to p. 107 where
we fmd this:. '

“On all” cides, even within him, the hodiless feeundmellow
viere of negro women murmured. Tt was as though he and all
cher mansiaged life ahout him had been returned to the light-
e hot wet primogenitive Female”

Another merciful jump. Reginning of Ch, VI

S “Memary  helieves ' fo.e knowing  remembers.  Belicves
Ve e than recollects, 1. zer than knowing even wonders. Knows
remembiers Lelieves a c.,rrp,]np in a.bhig tong garbled cold cchoing
(Lovadic tiresinarote) building of dark: red hrick soothleakened
v itore chimneve than its own,. sct in a grassless cinderstrewn-
packod camponnd suriounded by smoking factory purlicus and
enclosed by aten foot (iwhy not tenfoot?) steel-and-wire fence
like a penitentiary or a zon, where in random crratic surges,
with sparrowlike ehildtrebling, orphans. in identical :invl untform
blue denim in and out of remembering It in knowing constant
as the Meak walls, the Bleak windows where in rain sont from
the yearly adjacenting chimneys streaked like black tears.”

The fact is, so-far from writing like an angel William Faulk-
rer-writes like the devil.  Don’t get this wrong. 1'm not talking
rides. I'm forgetting the sour syntax. But it's fustian. Tt’s
Showing-off.  Spluttering fireworks.  Clumsy. Chaotic.
Attitudinizing.  Just dambadwriting, that's all, and don’t lct any-

wined.

hedy tell yon otherwise. He simply doesn’t know how to usc his |

it 1ary materials,  The only things Faulkner has that can con-

Cecivably explain his vogue are, first, a completely sincere un-
haekling of assorted “bastards” and “sons of bitches”; second,
removal of 51 inhibitions on “vomit”; and, third a most articu-
Iate noce for Negro smells.

These are_mildly provocative but hardly broad enough to
support his reputation.  No, there’s only one conclusion (you've
cenat coming): Its precisely his bad writing that has “made”
William Faulkner ; the mess he makes of his literary materials is
o overpowering that the critics. can’t classify it, and helplessly
'lfffivi-: it must he great.  And the dumb public strings along.
Lreo, it scems like it's better if you don’t know how,

Then there’s George Davis, another and scarcely less lumi-
s White Hope.  Hullabaloo for his first novel, “Opening of

A Doer”  [le’s a mare sophisticated sinner,

IMTarder to catch
ot

Davis’ crimes arc two: a maddening use of ellipsis and
Nomwpitur and, even -more reprehensible, a wanton misuse of
words that amonnts to perverted genius.  Prohably he thinks—
;}nr! N().cll_nu‘)t the critics do—that his stuff is fresh, different.
M wiiting does not achieve freshness and difference by flying
M the face of scnse, Grant that there’s a reaching out in thi.s
wthor for new rombinations, fresh chords; and that there's a

SEEMS LIKE IT’S BETTER IF YOU DON'T KNOW HOW

by STANLEY K. WILSON
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clear purpose to avoid the trite and the hackneyed. The writing
is still bad. His tools aren’t sharp enough. He doesn’t know
what to do with his literary materials. Mere startling propin-
quity of words never before yoked is not enough, is not the mark
of a mature craftsman, Much of his stuff skirts the ridiculous
or definitely lands in bathos. Read these sample exhibits from
“Opening of a Door”:

p. 9 “He left behind of his spirit the savagery of a gentle smile.”
(Both savage and gentle?)

p. 29 “The amber soprano was warm and moving.”
p. 36 “ . . . she lifted her hand to the short iron flow of her hair.”

p. 48 "He viewed it (the traffic) with cold passion. His attention
slid longingly from the steel excitement to the surge of
passing faces.”

p. 53 “The morning was marine, Trains waited their turn, like
swimmers, for that last hurtling clean cut into the blue.”

p.97 “Words that had been to Aunt Theodora a lucent gesture
of amity were to Aunt Flora but the evil flirtation of ignis
fatuus through sunken labyrinths”

p.97 “ ... a scarlet glint of fear passed through her milk blue
eyes.”

p. 185 “Aunt Theodora heard the clang of exultant evil” (You
can’t hear the clang of evil.)

p- 194 “Together they were pitiless . . . as her strengta failed
he lifted her up. captured her numbed, melancholy mouth
between implacable testh. Cruel, cruel; the triumphed

in the moment. The spirit, divinely pyrotechnic, burst its
cold stars.”

You can’t deny that this author is a master of oxymoron—
and the ox-brained Ipse-dixit critics as well as the “You-said-it”
morons have got him wrong as a heaven-sent genius of writin,

Robert Cantwell’s “Laugh and Lie Down” and Isabel Pater-
son’s “N=ver Ask the End” round out the quartette. These books
have enjoyed a remarkable press. I've yet to find anyone who
could finish either (suggested revise of Mrs. Paterson’s title:
“Never Reach the End.”) Why? Well, it isn’t easy to quote
damagingly from these novels. They don’t hurl gaucheries at
you. The style is spare, smooth, economical. You read the
words easily enough. But after a page or two—what on earth
is the avthor driving at? The sense has eluded you. Holes in
the meaning! You go back. !iybe you were just dopey—or
something. Then it dawns on you. Whether wilfully or not,
these authors are fumbling their literary opportunities. This
writing is ineffective writing. Vou may not langh, -but you lie
down,

What is the answer? Are these two mock novels deliberate
tonrs de force, tonguc-in-cheek assaults upon the gullibility of the
public?  Their gratuitous ellipses and pervasive clinging foggi-
ness seem a bit too thick to be whelly accidental. But even that
posit does not absolve - these authors. - Whether they can write
better or not is beside the point. In “Laugh and Lie Down”
(the title alone makes me want to “rare up”) and “Never Ask
the End” they didn’t write well. They didn’t so much as write
intelligibly.  Yet the fact remains that these two books won
several sets of very florid bays. It is these books and not the
authors’ good writing that “made” them. When they abused
their literary materials they won the critics’ awards. Parenthetic:
ally, it is cnlightening to reflect that Mrs. Paterson’s earlier
novels, written in a strong clear style, took no prizes either
“literary” or popular. The critics could understand them—and
accordingly pronounced them only so-so. It wasn’t until both
she and -Robert Cantwell hegan to write as badly as they could
that they hecame potentially immortal,

It would be tempting to digress here to pose the question,
Who's to be the judge? Tor if rules and precedents are scrapped
it's everyone for himself and the critic no better than you or 1.
And as a matter of fact nearly everybody thinks he can criticize
writing. The dumb-cluckier he is, the more dogma he is likely
to air.  Just drop the sentence “Two words does it” into a casual
group and find out for yourself. Or, to stick closer to orr knit-
ting, ask your friends whether “light” in August is diffcrent from
that in any other month and if that’s not the meaning what is
and what the hell has it got to do with the book anyway Maybe
vou're muffing some highfalutin imaginative twist, tell 'em—and
then wait to be told. Or go up a little higher and ask the pro-
fessional critic whathe means when he says a style is distinctive
but not distinguished; and what on earth a distinguished style
is; and does it embrace “womanshenegro” and “vomit” and “bas-
tard,” or is it “glimpsed” through ferests of atrophied adjec
tives; and who the deuce is he anyhow to make up decisions for
you out of his own head?

The “sonofabitch” probably never read beyond the first eight
pages himself.

' NATHAN DIGESTS THE
THEATRE

SYFEZEBEL” (Owen Davis)—M. Davis, a playwriting zombie out
of the later cightcen-hundreds, stalks the modern theatrical

scene with another morgue extract, this one a Schauspicl of the

Old ‘South, replete with superannuated hokum.

“The First Apple” (Lynn Starling)—O

“The Lake” (Dorothy. Massingham and Murray MacDonald)—
Badly confused effort to mix a little Chekhov with a lot of boiled-
over Henry Arthur Jones, the result being even wotue Massingham-
MacDonald.

“The Locked Room” (Herbert Ashtows, Jr.)—Junk.

“Yoshe Kalh” (I. J. Singer and F. Blocki)-—Secqnd Avenue Yiddish
drama translated into English and brought to Broadway where, as
a conscquence, it was unintelligible.

“Big-Hearted Herbert” (Sophie Kerr and A. S. Richardson)—A
farce-comedy. blank.
“Halfway to Hell” (Crane Wilbur)—All the way to Hollywood.

“The Gods We Make” (G. H. McCall and S. B. de Logier)—
Terrible,

“Days Without End” (Fugene O’Neill)—It ranks with “Welded”
and “Dynamo” as one of its author’s worst.

“Oliver Oliver” (Paul Osborn)—Fair comedy, but greatly inferior
to Oshorn’s “Vinegar Tree.”

“A Divine Moment” (R. H. Powel)—Whew!

&
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The New South

—Hubert Datis

THE SOUTH AND THE NIGGER
by MERLIN N. HANSON

UITE unwittingly, the Southerner has provided the darkey

with schools and various kinds of training, and this educa-
tion is bringing out a class of skilled laborers and expert
professional men. One should remember, where schools are con-
cerned, that the person with as little as one thirty-second of
Negro blcod is barred from white institutions. Woe unto the
one who creeps by and sits with the sisters and brothers of the
lily-white skin! But the Negro’s standard of living, forced to
the low level of corn bread and turnip greens, has, interestingly
enough, resulted in hardy dusky-skinned workmen whose tower-
ing strength offers more than serious competition to the white
man, for it very often replacecs him. And ncarly all of this
replacement comes from the full-blooded darkey. For those with
a high percentage of white blood have absorbed too many refine-
ments from the Southerner to mingle with the “niggers,” yet
they are ignored by the race which lightened their skin, That
sad section of men and women, generally accepting their plight

| stoically, lives almost in seclusion, or finds friends now and then
: among the low caste whites. But it constitutes a lost race.

These other Negro workmen, however, are apparently un-
aware of the advantageous position which they now occupy,
and from which they snatch work from the eager hands of the
white man. Nevertheless, this subjection of the Negro to frugal-
ity has been rewarded by the development of a slowly moving
tide of brown, which is now reaching back toward its origin.
White workmien, as well as other individuals identified with the
labor movement, its union leaders, admit their plight, but with
bitterness. “We must make the nigger raise his standard of living
to otir own level, or we are lost,” one of them recently lamented.
“I1e¢ competes with us now in ncarly every line of work, and
always can underbid us.” And onc of the other ironics of this
amusing situation is that, quite frequently, public officials who
have flapped to victory on the wings of the Democratic rooster,
symbolic of white supremacy, turn about and award work to the
darkey, for he does it just as well and cheaper.

But the contention that the nigger must be kept in his place
vanishes where the Negress is concerned, for many whites claim
they make better mistresses than their pale sisters. The Negro
harlot walks the same streets as the white prostitute, she lives
in the same district, consorts with the same men, and in this
phase of life also underbids.

Yet the cruel treatment of the male Negro comes mainly
from that element which consorts with dark-skinned women.
White men can venture forth, attack a Negress, and be fined five
dollars for disorderly conduct by a contzmptuous judge; but let
a colored man try something of the sort in another direction!
An insane Negro was once shoved into the docket room of a jail

| to be charged with rape. He had been discharged from the asylum

before he was curcd. Officers in thie room knew the man to be
insane and yet, while prowling about the wild-eyed darkey,
sneered at his captor for making the arrest,

“Why didn’t you shoot him right where you got him?” they
snarled at the policeman. “You could have claimed self-defense.
You're a damn fool !

And finally, two of the most urgent and contemptuous of the
cops, black blood-lust moving them, lunged forward, while a local
reporter prauced gleefully about, hoping to participate in the
approaching orgy of torture—probably death. Fortunately, an
alert and more cautious superior officer leaped to the side of the
accused man, who was utterly unaware of his danger, and routed
the would-be attackers by booming threats of suspension or
dismissal.

While preparations were being made to take the Negro to
a place of “safety,” a mob formed near the edge of the town.
Two look-outs were dispatched to inform the mob as soon as
the Negro, with his intentionally small guard, started from the
jail to the railroad station. The mob waited patiently, then not
so patiently. The train arrived and actually left with the Negro
unmolested. Later in the night, when the two look-outs were at
last located, they were found as drunk as judges, and had for-
gotten all about their pious duty.

There is another case in which a Mobile:man disappeared
while hunting at a camp about forty miles north of that city.
Eight Negro woodchoppers, who happened to be working in the
vicinity, were arrested, and ten separate confessions wrung from
them over. a period of three or four days and nights, What con-
fessions! What confusion! The pitiful efforts of ignorant black
men struggling to satisfy their white masters! Then, one day,
while the woodchoppers were aiding officers in a search for the

body of the missing man (it was never found), one of the
Negroes slipped overboard into hip-decp water. Eight hours
later, according to police doctors, he died of “pneumonia.”
Mobile physicians laughed. It was the first case on record where
preumonia had been fatal in less than three days. But the nigger
must know who is boss; his flesh is worth forty cents a pound
when he turns state’s evidence.

Two of us representing newspapers finally penetrated that
jungle and had been working on the story only a short time
when scowling people began threatening us. A return to Mobile
was necessary, and when we again went back to that wild deso-
late bit ~f so-called civilization, we were not only heavily armed,
but had the -hardest shooting man on the Mobile police force as
body guard. But the thing to be noted is that those people had
the most remarkable “grapevine” system I have ever seen. Every
move we made, and many of the things we said, were run out
to the most remote sections until cvery person encountered knew
who we were, what was wanted, and made duplicate statements
to all questions. The investigation was short lived; we were not
only in danger, but were uncovering too much third-degreeing in
connection with the eight blacks.

When those Negroes went to trial, a local holiday was de-
clared; the schools were closed so the town-folk of all ages could
witness the gestures of a court of justice. The accused men are
now serving life terms,

Of course, there is a different attitude toward the monied
Negro. While he is the victim of another form of hatred—that
of a flaming, vicious envy— he is not quite so harshly treated;
in instances, he is almost fawningly reccived. But this does not
alter his social position to any considerable degree; he is still a
“nigger.” The name of a married Negro woman cannot be used
in a Southern newspaper, even in police news, for it necessitates
employing Mrs. in front of her name, and that must not be used
in the South. Yet, as I chance to know, there was one city editor
who always kept a copy of The Pitisburgh Courier, a Negro
newspaper, in his desk, because he liked its flashy make-up and
copied it in his sheet. And here and now I am violating a sacred
Southern dogma by capitalizing the word “Negro.”

But this gross injustice, this brutality by the police and
prison guards, is not restricted to the Negro alone; by some
metarorphosis of the money caste, it applies also to the poor or
uninfluential whites, although of course not to the same degree.
Yet they, too, are victimized by cross-eyed justice, pounced on
by prison guards, stuffed into sweat boxes on blistering sumrier
days, and beaten with garden hose (since this leaves no tell-tale
mark) for offenses too trivial to list. I have seen Negro and
white thus beaten with rubber hose and have heard the pleadings
of accused men begging for mercy when officers were attempting
to torture out a confession. And often those very men who had
been knocked out when arrested, and subjected to the inhuman-
ities of what is so graciously termed justice, were discharged in
court, their innocence quickly proven,

So when winter comes to the South, and winds rustle
through the scrub oak and sigh mournfully through the pines,
some folk liken the forlorn whisperings of the wind to the voice
of Old Enoch, an aged slave who used to sing, in melancholy
lamentations, the sorrows of the Negro.

CLASSITIED ADVERTISING
Sell Your Play

Cash paid for original plays, storirs not
previously submitted to producers or
brokers. All. tranalationa must be in
English. Box 109, American Spectator.

Razor Blades

25 double-edged super-keen razor blades
and latest type WARNER blade sharp-
ener for 50c postpaid. Money returned

Old and Rare Books

G. A. Baker & Co., Dealers in OId and
Rare Books, Autographs, etc. 480
Lexingtor Avenue, New York. Cata-
logues ujon reguest. Cholce Literary
Material Bought at beat market value.
Correspondence invited.

General Items

if not satisfied. MK1.CO PRODUCTS CO.,{The Collector's Journal is published
Box 5088, Lynbrook. N. Y. quarterly for thosc interested in fivst
ndmnps, old mwagarines, newspapers,
Americana, playbills, autograpbs,

prints, dime novels, sheet musie, ete.
$1 yearly; 30 cents a copy. 465 South
Detroit St., Los Angeles, Cal.
Succeasful year,

Alice Kauser, Playbroker

Wanted: Plays not scripts, for early nro.
duction. I’lays must be copyrighted
&nd of recent composition. For fuller
details address

ALICE KAUSER
152 W. 42nd Street, New York City.

The Villager

A Weekly Newspaper Reflecting the Finost
Tracitions of Washington uare and
Greenwich Village., By Subseription
$2.50 per year. Sample eopy on rsguest.
74-78 Fifth Avenue, N.

Third

American Spectator Firsts

A few coplies of the first LIMITED el
tion of The American Spectator, suto-
graphed by the original editors. George
Jean Nathan, Frnest Poyd, Theodore
Drc'h-r, James Branch Cabell, Eugene
O'Nefll, and the original Publisher,
Richard R. 8mith, are still avaflable
to collactors. Price twenty-five deollars,
per oopy.

Classified advertising 55 cents & line, single insertion; 50 cents, six-time. rate,



THE AMFRICAN SPECTATOR — FEBRUARY, 1934

OLD DOC FOLEY

by CHARLOTTE HURD

HE exterior of the place had a sinister look. It called to
Th\ind deeds done in the dark, bodies carried ou? thr?ugh an
alley, carted away and dumped in the river, while nghteous
, le slept.
peop.lgtft :othing so thrilling ever happened in Doc Foley's office.
He wasn’t that kind of doctor. There should be a question m;rk
after the doctor when referring to Doc Foley. He was that kind
o d?rc}t.zr'bunding in which the Doc ministered to the afflicted
was in the poorer section of the- city. Such olfﬁz:es usu.:a!ly are.
It was a tumbledown, three-story wooden affair, squatting in a
row of equally tumbledown buildings and <tores. Doth sides of
the street were lined with rooming houses of the chcapes‘t sort,
some of them houses of another kind, thinly masqu.cradmg as
rooming houses, There were hash-houses, papcr.and cigar stoses,
and a bakery. In berry scason, the bakery window was.ﬁllcd
with Dlucherry pics and eakes and the m-iglﬂmrhnm.l c.lnldrcn
took great delight in standing at this window.and pnckmg_out
the blucherrics and the flies on the cakes and pies.

Entrance to the Doc’s office was gained through a narrow
door opening directly from the street level. Over his bell hung
a rign. reading “Ring twice for Dr.” .

As there was no other bell or name-plate, this sign scemed
a bit « oerfluous. .

T.. the door was a large pane of heavy glass, curtained with
lace tha' had never associated with water. On opening this door,
one ascended a narrow flight of steep stairs, terminating in a
dark, foul-smelling hall. There was another staircase above, but
the rooms on the top floor were vacant,

" The Doc himself was quite distinguished looking. His black
hair and pointed beard were just touched with gray. He was
small, slender and stoop-shouldered. His voice was soft and his
bright black eyes looked straight into the eyes of his patients,
As he moved about, his movements were similar to those of a
sparrow hunting a fat worm for breakfast

" 17 hnen and hands were immaculate, but this state did not
reach to his consulting and waiting rooms, for they apparently
never had been cleaned. The former contained several huge glass
cabinets, filled with hideous instruments covered with the dirt
of ages. In one corner, on a low platform, was an “electric
chair.” Tt had numerous wires, push buttons and signs around
it, and often, after hearing a patient ring the entrance bell, the
Doc’s stenographer, working in a tiny room off the main office,
would hear the buzz-lmzz of the contraption,

The stenographer was in desperate need of a job to work
in such a place. She had been out of work and had answered a
blind ad. in-a newspaper. When she reached the address given,
she had been almost afraid to ring the bell, but ladies must eat,

In answer to her ring, the door clicked open, and she slowly
mounted the narrow stairs, For what scemed to her an eternity,
she stood there, in the dark, evil-smelling ball. She found out
later that the Doc made his patients wait also.

Finally, the Doc stuck his head through the office door and
tald Ker to wait in the back parlor.

WWhat a narlor ! There were no windows. Double doors, lead-
int ‘nto “he offics, were closed and curtained with red velour
pet deee, the weight of the dirt in them holding th_cir folds stiff
and motienicss, Taere was a carpet that had never known the
sirrine il oi 4 broom. Two wooden rockers, a red plush sofa
and 0 1 ahogony table completed the furnishings. No pictures

clanecd the doiy red-flowered wallpape: Not a magazine nor a
book was on the table. Doc Foley’s patients were certainly able
to read— for they read his circular letters,

The. Doc finally ushered the waiting girl into his stuffy
oftice and motioned her to a chair. He told her that he was ex-
tremely “fussy” about his stenographer. He asked her about
forty questions and then said that he would write her his deci-
sion. The following dav the astonished girl met the Doc at the
door of her rooming house. He had come *o check up on her.
He then told her that she might report for work that evening at
five. She was tn work evenings and Saturday afternoons.

During the five months that the girl worked for Doc Foley,
she found him to be polite, distant, but extremely harsh if any-
thing went wrong. The first day, he told her that his work was
a bit different from the usual office work, and that he expected
her to work quickly and well, and to ask no questions.

He said nothing about her keeping her mouth shut outside
office hours. He must have taken it for granted that she would.
Certainly she told no one where she worked.

The Doc’s business stationery was a marvel, His picture
adorned it twice. His life story of his many wonderful cures
was al<o printed on the letterhead.

After the st~ ographer had handed the Doc the first batch
of typed letters she was scared half to death when the scem-
ingly quiet Doc jumped from his chair, hurled the sheaf of
papérs back on her desk, and asked her what she meant by
wasting paper in that manner. It seemed that the Doc wanted
his letters run together in a continuous stream of type, minus
paragraphing, margins or double spacing, and using both sides
of a sheet. But he had ncglected to say so. To teach her economy,
he had her type the wholé mess over.

In the evening, the girl worked in the main office, but on
Saturday afternoon she was moved into the tiny room off it.
If an unexpected patient called in the evening, she was un-
ceremoniously hustled into the tiny room, the Doc politely carry-
ing her typewriter and table, while the patient cooled his heels
in the dark hall. This tiny room was’ entirely filled with great
packages of circulars, empty bottles, and bottles filled with a
dark liquid; wooden boxes of assorted sizes, empty tins, tins
containing a yellow salve, and cardboard boxes filled with labels.

Fach evening at five, when the girl arrived, Doc went for his
supper, locking her in, and telling her not to pay any attention
to the bell, as he put a sign on the outside door, saying when he
would return,

The first night, the poor girl was so frightened that she
could scarcely do her work. But one gets used to anything and
after that she stole a few minutes each night leoking aroun:
the big office. Women are so curious. There were no files to
snoop in, as the Doc kept no carbon copies and destroyed all
letters sent him.

But the letters he sent out! Pages and pages of dictation,
‘but in no one letter was any ailment, symptom or discase given
a name. The Doc’s advertising appropriation must have been
large.

The first letter sent by the Doc, to a prospective victim,
ran thus:

“Dear Médam: 1 am indeed glad you hgve written me
and I know that 1 can be of great help to you and your

husband. He need not bg a sufferer long and he can soon
be returned to health and manly vigor if you will but fcllow
my instructions closely. Please write me on return mail and
enclose $10 (either check or money order). and I will at once
send medicine and further explicit instructions.”

In due time the money was received and the second letter
went forth:

“Dear Madam: Your check for $10 received. Your hus-
band is indeed (the Doc was fond of that word and used it
profusely) a great sufferer and he needs my medicine No. 42.
By express today I am sending you two bottles and one tin
box. The bottles are marked A and B. The box contains a
salve. If you will give him a teaspoonful of the medicine
from the hottle marked A every morning on arising, and a
tabléspoonful from that marked B every night on going to
bed, and tell him to use the salve freely several times a day
on the afflicted surface, I am sure he will be much better in
a month. When these bottles are empty, write me ayain, tell-
ing me how your husband is, and enclose check for §'0, (or
money will do) and I will send you further medicines and
advice at once.”

So it went on, until the money gave out and the Doc lost
a customer. But Barnum was right, and there are always plenty
more. Such volumes of mail! The number of checks and money
orders deposited daily by the Doc! The wooden boxes that he
nailed up so neatly each night in the tiny room off the office!
Letters came from TFast, West, North and South. It pays to
advertise and the Doc knev. how. His advertisements were fuller
of promise than the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.

Letters from husbands, from wives, from young men—and
men not so young—who wanted to be married, and—"“Should
they tell the girl?” Thus reversing the usual procedure of a girl
wondering jf she must tell a man her past. Amazing it was that
the Doc could hold a customer as long as he did. Letters, checks,
bottles of “dope.” More letters, more checks, more bottles. The
credulity and gullibility of fools is marvelous. Cnly when the
money—that necessary evi! with which they hoped to overcome
a_worse evil—gave out, did hope end. Possibly Lope did not
then end. But there is an end to money—and with it, an end to
bottles marked A and B, and sometimes even C and D—"“a
severe case, so please send check for $2o0 by return mail.”

Now, the Doc’s stenographer didn’t mind quite so much
entering his place in the evening after dark, though there were
always at least two loiterers around the door, who grinned
knowingly if they caugiht her eye, or thought they had. But
Saturday afternoon, when she had to enter the place in daylight,
was too much for her. She gave notice. The Doc said he was
sorry to lose her as she had been satisfactory (the only word
of praise he had cver uttered to her) but added, “I don’t blame
you, Miss. This is hardly the work for a girl. T will find a young
man, T think.” .

Before she left, the girl thought to confuse the Doc a bit,
so she told him that her head !ad been bothering her greatly
with pains and a sort of dizziness, and wanted to ask his advice
as a physician. He replied that she had better see a good doctor
at once. The girl looked so puzzled that the Doc hastened to add
that he had meant, of course, a good specialist for head ar.d eyes.

Perhaps old Doc Foley—he would be old now—is dead. Per-
haps he is still Glling bottles marked A and B, and sending out
his circulars of golden promise. If not, there must be other
“doctors” left to fill bottles marked A and B.

BOYD DIGESTS THE BOOKS

$$FIYHE Conquest of a Continent.” (Madison Grant.) New York:
- Charles Scribner’s Sons. $3.00—Dr. Grant here takes a hand
in the Nazi Nordic game, by proving to his own entire satisfaction
and that of Dr. Henry Fairficld Osborn that this is a Nordic, blond,
Protestant nation, sadly corrupted by the lesser breeds without the
law. All immigration must ceasec. How the pure Anglo-Saxons of
the South, as described by Erskine Caldwell and William Faulkner,
for example, came to such-sad state of degeneracy, unassisted by
the Irish, the Slavs, and the Italians, is not—strange to say—
explained.

“The Paris Front” (Michel Corday.) New York: E. P. Dutton.
$5.00—This popular French novelist has been persuaded by H. G.
Wells to publish his diary of the war years, 1he record is worth
preserving, for M. Corday watched, listened to, and noted the day
by day imbccilities of those nightmare years, which are now so
incredible that people tend to forget them conveniently., The
insistent theory of the Allies that any desire for peace was criminal
stands out at every turn. The result, as we see it today, would
scem to indicate that idiocy is its own reward.

“Wines. Their Selection, Czre and Service” (Julian Stree.” New
York: Alfred A. Knopf. $2.00—A connoisseus presents in succinct
form a guide to the pleasurer of wining and dining which should
be invaluable to the new geueration of drinkers, and which the
older generation can read with great profit. Mr. Strect is no Saints-
bury, nor docs he pretend to emulate “Notes on a Cellar ‘Book.”
His aim is practical rather than literary. Charts of vintage years
since 1915, a map of the best wine districts in Europe, and a series
of idecal menus complete the book’s usefulness.

“Artist Among the Bankers.” - (Will Dyson.) New York: E. P.
Dutton. $2.00—Better known as a carteonist and etcher, the
Australian artist, Will Dyson, now combines economic criticism
with his other talents. Like Judge Brandeis, Mr. Dyson dcfinitely
challenges the notion that bankers are industrially creative. He
describes the withering and destructive influence unon production
of the domination of the world by financiers, Some years ago Mr.
Dyson's Fat Man became in England the rccognized symbol of
predatory greed. His present effort is to do ‘as much for Finance,
holding up by way of contrast the idcals of the artist and the

scientist. “The arrogance of practical people must be somewhat
curbed.”

“Jack Robinson.” (George Beaton.) New York: Viking Press. $2.50
—This first novel, written over a pscudonym, is the work of a new-
comer, an Irishman born in Malta. The fact that it is described
as “picaresque” should not dcter the reader who remembers recent
cfforts to continue that tradition. Here the adventures are both
mental and physical, and in the world of action, no less than in
that of idcas, the author’s impressions are rendered with vivacious
originality. The book is quite outside the common run of con-
temporary fiction designed for digestive purposes.

“After the Great Companions.” (Charles J. Finger.) New York:
E. P. Dutton, $3.00—This time Mr. Finger writes of his adventures
amongst books, not necessarily masterpicces. These are the good
companions of all ages. Completely without sclf-consciousness of
cither the academic or iconoclastic variety, the author conveys the
authentic thrill of reading, from bnyhood to maturity, by one who
has never feared to follow his own instincts in the matter and
to say the pundits be damned. '
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THREE POEMS

by THEODORE DREISER

EVENING—~MQOUNTAINS

The shadcwy hills

Aloud chant together

In audible crimson.

The high-born peaks
Gleaming in the mournful redness
Q¢ that madman’s eye—

The sun—

Declare their aefiance

Of their loncliness.

And about them,

In the steely desert of the sky
Wander cloud camels,

Red,

Slow,

And

In the valleys beicw

Under a .wilight spell

The earth itself

Enchanted

Rests.

And now

Some secret poet of the soul,
Finding this winding stream a!l Llack,
Flings upon its bosom

The poem of a star,

CHIEF STRONG BOW SPEAKS

For my beloved people

That the Gods might smile upon them
Serd rain and snow to the mountains
Give them victory over their enemies
Protect them from wild beasts

And fierce and armed winters and summers
Give grain in abundance

Children in plenty

Protect all from evil and prowling spirits
That lurk to sicken

And slay.
. Have 1 not prayed much?

Chanted much?

In silence watched

And guarded?

Yea,

Have counscled with the wisest

And stroagest

Of my tribe

And yet,

See,

I am old,

I have seen much,

Known much,

And I now testify.

The strong as well as the weak are slain.
The young as well as the old die.

Both rain and snow fall indifferently

On all,

And spirits of evil waste and slay.

Yea, crops are destroyed

And at times are neither water nor food.
For the Gods are good

Yet only

When it is their whim or mood.

LOVE

Like a cactus in a desert

No moisture

No nourishing soil

Sand cnly,

And the hot breath

Of arid wastes
Blowing—blowing—

A relentless sun beating down
At night a silver, icy moon—
So, love blooms here

Love. ..

Sturdy and unafraid.

EDUCATION |

Education is not what I know,

but the quality of my thought.
The satirist is, therefore, the
greatest educator because he not|
only changes the channels o
thought but changes the quality
of thought.

—Benjamin De Casscres.

o Traveling abroad this year
you will find the Soviet Union
one country in which the dol-
lar will buy as much trave!
service as before. Intourist has
announced full service travel
rates including hotels, meals,

For Information

concerning advertising
rates in the AMERICAN
SPECTATOR write:

Miss Amy Vanderbilt,
Business Manager
12 East 41st St, N. Y. C.

guides, visas wnd all trans-
portation in the U.S.S.R. They
are substantially the same in
dollars as those quoted last
year. There are eighteen
standard itineraries of from
five to thirty-one days. Speak
to your local agent or write
for illustrated booklet AS 2,
rates and schedules,

or address the following:
AMERICAN SPECTATOR
advertising offices

Russ Building
San Francisco, Cal.

Palmolive Building
Chicago, Il

7046 Hollywood Blvd.
Los Angeles, Cal.

U. S. Rapresentative of the
State Travel Compary of the
US.S.R., 545 Fifth Ave., New
York, Offices in Boston and.
Chicago. Or see your own
travel agent.

CRUISING CUNARD

Waves of the sea, sands of the
desert . . . luxury and barbaric

MAURETANTA. ., .t
the West Indices nad South
Amerieas The I inte Cruise
Queen onanitinerary onl possible
i!]th(}fillll(‘llM.llll'l‘l:"lli.l,:-i;“'():‘.nh's
in 12 days. 5 foreion countries:
Port of Spain, Trinidad: VaGuaira,
VCI](‘.ZII(‘L']; \\'illmn\l;ul_ Curacan:
Colon, Panama;y Nas<ns, Bihanias
socand a 210.-mile dinlioht Vi
of the Leeward and Windward
Istands! From New York jon, 27,
Feb. 10 and 24, Mar. 10 and 21,
Apr. 7. 3170 up.

splendor . .. such swift changes
are the joy of winter cruising. To
cruise Cunard is to make them
evenmorealluring. Hereisaworld
apart, aboard your Conarder. ..
superb, smoothly served, ahound-
ing in rest and sports and cuter-
tainment. In the midst of such
living, each port is a climax . ..
surprising and brilliant.

Put yourself into this picture
... foraweek or two or-four. It is
Cunard management that creates
this world apart!

AGUITANIA ... V0o Egypt
and the Mediterranean
Jan. 31 and Mar. 7. 33 days in the
newly remodeled Aquitania; to
Madeira, Gibraltar, Algicrs, Nice,
aifa and Port Said for the Holy
Land and Egypt, Rhodes, Constan-
tinople, Athens, Naples! Rates 3495
up, First Class; $265 up, Tourist.
Apply to Raymond-Whitcombh,
670 Fifth Ave., New York, or
Cunard Line. 25 Broadway,
New York, or your local agent.

SAMARIA ... 70 Bermuda,
Kingston and Nassau. 11|
days . . . leisurely yachting in a
ship famed for comfort, to the
three highspots of the West Indies!
From New York Feb. 3 and 17,
Mar. 3, 17 and 31. 8125 wp.

BERENGARIA...Lincoln's
RBirthday Week-cud Crufse
to Bermuda. From New York

Friday, February 9; return Tues-
day in time for business. 855 up,

Indies Cruises; no passports required.

See your local agent or Cunard Line, 25 Broadway, New York
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It shines on all Bermuda, of coutse,
but somehow it seems to be just 2
little brighter, just a little warmer, at-
Inverurie. Perhaps it's our grand loca-
tion, or our delicious cuisine, or our charming gu'_csts ., . but what-
ever the reason, you'll like life as we live it here. So many things to
do, and so many nice people to do them with. Swimming, sailing,
fishing, golf, tennis, social activities . . there's no end to the round
of pleasures.

To visit Bermuda at any time is a pleasant experience, but to come
in Winter, and stay at Inverurie, is a memorable adventure in rich,

full, and complete living. Rates are really very moderate. Why don't
you come for a couple of weeks?

Further information and literature from your fonrist
agens; the Manager in Bermuda; or Bermuda Hotels,

Inc., 500 Fifth Ave., New York, PEnnsylrania 6-0663.
Horer ano CoTTAGES

Bermuda

GeorGE A. Butz, General Manager

THE AMERICAN SPECTATOR
12 East 41st Streer, NEw York Crry

Enclosed find §. (Check, cash, moncy order)
for One Year's subscription to THE AMERICAN SPECTATOR,

to begin with the

issue,

Name

Address

e—

$1.25 in U. S. and possessions $1.75 elsewhere

I

First Class Service throughout on West:



