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SEEMS LIKE IT'S BETTER IF YOU DON'T KINOW HOW 
by STANLEY K. WILSON 

nOD rnplish is supposed to be amenable to standard and 
ccpt There are definite rules. Clarity, economy, 

v,i« can find cut bow to achieve them. T h e "don'ts" 

The bicmislur. liavc all been tabulated: "fine" writ-

,lo(Muncc. miles of adjectives, blind faith in the 

, , ! , , , , , 0 or lulpless obscurity. And yet writing, today. 

, ,11 tvrnis, presents a stapqerinR anomaly. It is an 

,-,r.,v.bt . N.-n'p'c of the failure of know-how. T h e expert m 

, ;' i. I,.f. .-.t the pnst by the tyro. Major cnt.cal accln.m 

^''•l:.riurs who most conspicuously don't know how to write. 

• i i , . , i \ ;i pretty harsh indictmc 
witnesses in a minute or two. 

* - • to pi 

forrr, ro'nr-

,̂ rc •iiHcilic. 

\m'„ l.ib'HC'l 

flit lu', 

much of it a 

| . -» l ' lV - i<^ ' * * ' ' * ^ 

lent but I tliink it can be supported. 

tlicm 
noiiy alwut 

II! litinu "P my ,T u 11 . 
T l . .pecin,en authors I wish to examme ( I shal muster 

. , „ , , „„r of them) have the critics with them. T h e y v e been 

iv-d with laureis. althouch not in every case w.th showers of 

1 . :.in« in the guise of sales. They are haded aj e x e m p h r . 

TlnyVe in danger of becoming founders of "schools. One of 
' at l e a s t - and he is the one I'm going to be Particularly 

is hel.l by many to be the most distinguished literary 

figure of the American day. . . . 
The n,.m.s on my black- list write fluently and m the main 

grnrnmaticliv; but they write badly all the same, because they 

don't kno.v how to h.mdie their literary materials. A n d 111 

Inunrh my c.ise on evidence drawn from the most fulsomely 

pniiM.I of contemporary American writers,.potential Whi te H o p e 

of the new v.nrld, the man of whom Arnold Dennett said, " H e 

v.riP ; hKe an ange l - ' - ye s , children, I mean Wil l iam Faulkner. 

Take off your coats with me, and plunge into "Light in 

Atigust." l-aulkner's most recent novel. Y o u don't have to read 

far before - well, try this excerpt from pp. 2 - 3 : 

" . . . . «ratin(, <itarinK. motionloss wlifcis rising from mounds of 
l.ri.k riitil'U- ami rapifr.l wccls with n (in.ility profouiltlly aston-
i.l.inir, and (flitted boiler^ liftinfr their riislinR and unsmoking stacks 
v̂i•h .in .lir stiihhorn, h.-ifllcd and hcmiisfd Upon a stumppockcd 

». c nc of i-rofoimd and pr.icefiil drsolation, unplowed, untillcd. 
(Mitlinc r'owly into red and choked ravines beneath tlie long r.nict 
riin';" of autumn and the galloping fury of vernal equinoxes." 

Two (!o7;en adjectives in one sentence: what would George 

r.ic'in-: (to name ofTliand a novelist w h o wrote like a craftsman) 

h;iv( s.iii! nf Mich a page! Sophomoric exhibi t ionism? Inflation 

with a r.ipitnl "I"? And not even a trenchant display of voc.abu-

1,11 \ , T u n repeats: the threadbare "profound" and "gut"— 

in<irl. nt.itlv wrenched to the intransitive. Only t w o splashes of 

iiMlnrt,iir\(d rolnr: "stumppockcd." good enough, but spoiled 

hv the ,iiro<:;int omission of the hyphen—an irritating trick flint 

»hi' .irtMor inns to, rf "hookwormridden," "limpeared," "closed-

fo," "vl'.eivl-;." "manlooking," "crossslantcd" ( 3 successive s'sl ; 

and "fillopin-r fnry of equinoxes," which is pretty spotty after 

alt. Miu I- the equinox is not a storm but the time when it may 

ocrtiv. 

0 \« I worked similes team up in Faulkner with overworked 

\yv:<U. ':iiii<;. "like a forgotten bead from a broken string" is 

f/il!.'..<l three pages later by "like a sh.abby bead upon the mild 

red filing of road" and this in turn three lines belnw by "like 

nlria'tv measureil thread being rewound onto a spool." 

Slip'^hnd l-ngli<ih thrusts in everywhere: "She had not 

ojunrd it a dozen times hardly before she discovered that she 

-!'ni>M not b.Tvc opened it at all." 

!;ec1;!(ss ;ind meaningless uviire: "the wagon crawls terrific-

nil',- to-.vard her." 

All the above angelicisms are to be found in the first eight 

piU'es r)f "Light in August." 

T o go drearily on. "ArniMid grutits, a sound savage, 

bni-^qtie." p 10; " . . . a . . . i.'r.'.y garment worn savage and 

I>rii-'|iie." p I C thirteen l ine. l;\ier, "with the abrupt savageness 

nf ,1 m.m"; two lines later, "S!v rl,n>.hes the s t o . e savagely"; 

11 veil liiie.<: later, "savage finrilily"; nine lines later, ".savage 

rl.^.. of gray hair." H o , bum! 

Let's take to our own pinions now and skip to p. 107 where 

V,e lin'! this: • 

"On nil «ide<!. rvcn within hini. the hodilc<:s frrnndivellnw 
\ -I.; i,f ii((rro wonicn miirniiirrrl. Tt was as thnnph ho and all 
I •IK r inan'-hrii'cd life nhoiit him had hron returned to the lighl-
I' • lii't wet priiiiotrcnitivc Female." 

Aiiutlur merciful jump. P.eginning of Ch. V I : 

"\frtiuiry h^lirves ' fo.c knowing rcmemhers. Believes 
' tie ' tliiii rorollrrt!!, h ^rr thnn knovvinR even wonders. Knows 
rr'iMmill r-- 1wUi>vrs a ei.rrivlor, in a IIIR hnig parhled cold eelming 
''•r ••..T/M- /iTrnifnrnTe) linilrlinir of dark red hrirk soothleakened 
' V ti''>rc rlviiiit'ry<; than its own, ĉt in a grassless einder«trr\vn-
|.:i(lir| romiioitnd sitrionndrd hy smoking factory purlieus and 
Mirl i<;td ty a tin foot ("u'̂ y no/ lenfnnlT) steel-and-vvirc fenre 
like a I" tiitintiary or a rnn, Avhere in random erratic surpps, 
with •ipiirrewliWe rhildtrel.lin^. (irili.ins in identical and nniform 
I'liir denim in and out of rrineinl.crinK lint in knowing constant 
as the hleak w.ills, the Mcak windows where in rain soot from 
the yearly adj icenlinc; rliinniey; Mnaked like tilack tears." 

clear purpose to avoid the trite and the haclmeyed. T h e writ ing 

is still bad. H i s tools aren't sharp enough. H e 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 o f his stuff skirts the ridiculous 

or definitely lands in bathos. Read these sample exhibits from 

"Opening of a D o o r " : 

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 " . . . slie lifted her hand to the short iron flow of tier 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 strength failed 
he lifted her up. captured her numbed, melancholy mouth 
between implacable teeth. Cruel, cruel; the- triumphed 
in the moment. The spirit, divinely pyrotechnic, burst its 
cold stars." 

Y o u can't deny that this author is a master o f o x y m o r o n — 

and the ox-brained Ipse-dixit critics as well as the "You-said-it" 

morons have got hini. wrong as a heaven-sent genius of writing. 

Robert Cantwell's "Laugh and Lie D o w n " and Isabel Pater-

son's " N - v e r Ask the End" round out the quartette. T h e s e books 

have enjoyed a remarkable press. I've yet to find anyone w h o 

could finish either ( sugges ted revi.se of Mr^. Paterson's t it le; 

"Never Reach the End.") W h y ? Wel l , it isn't easy to quote 

damagingly from these novels . T h e y don't hurl gaucheries at 

you. T h e style is spare, smooth, economical. Y o u read the 

words easily enough. But after a page or t w o — w h a t on earth 

is the author driving at? T h e sense has eluded you. H o l e s in 

the meaning! Y o u go back. T i i y b e you were just dopey—or 

something. T h e n it dawns on you . Whether wi l ful ly or not, 

these authors are fumbling their literary opportunities. Th i s 

writing is ineffective writing. Y o u may not laugh, but you lie 

down. 

W h a t is the answer? A r e these two mock novels deliberate 

tours de /ore*?, tongue-in-cheek assaults upon the gullibility of the 

public? Their gratuitous ellipses and pervasive clinging foggi-

ness seem a bit too thick to be wholly accidental. Bpt even that 

posit docs not absolve tlic.sc authors, V/hether they can write 

better or not is l)eside the point. In "Laugh and Lie D o w n " 

( the title alone makes me want to "rare up") and "Never A.sk 

the F.nd" they didn't write well . T h e y didn't so much as write 

intelligibly. Ye t the fact remains that these two books w o n 

several sets of very florid bays. It is these bo.oks and not the 

authors' fjood writing that "made" them. W h e n they abused 

their literary materials they won the critics' awards. Parenthetic 

ally, it is enlightening to reflect that Mrs . Paterson's earlier 

nr)vels, written in a strong clear style, took n o prizes either 

"literary" or [fopiilar. T h e critics could understand them—and 

accordingly pronounced them only .so-so. It wasn't until both 

slie and Robert Cantwell began to write as badly as they could 

lltat they became potentially immortal. 

It would be tempting to digress here to pose the question. 

W h o ' s to be the judge? For if rules and precedents are scrapped 

it's everyone for himself and the critic no better than you or I. 

And as a matter of fact nearly everybody thinks he can criticize 

writing. The dumb-cluckicr he is , the more dogma he is likely 

to air. Just drop the sentence " T w o words docs it" into a casual 

grotip and find out for yourself. Or, to stick closer to oi r knit

ting, ask your friends whether "light" in August is different 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 

you're muffing soine highfalutin imaginative twist, tell 'cm—and 

then wait to be told. Or go up a little higher and ask the pro

fessional critic w h a ^ h e means when he .says a style is distinctive 

but not dist inguished; and what on earth a distinguished style 

i s ; and does it embrace "womanshenegro" and "vomit" and "bas

tard," or is it "gl impsed" through forests of atrophied adjec 

f ives; and w h o the deuce is he anyhow to make up decisions for 

you out of his o w n head ? 

T h e "sonofabitch" probably never read beyond the first eight 

pages himself. 

The fact is, so far from writing like an angel William Faulk-

i r writes like the devil. Don't get this wrong. Tm not talking 

'Mies. I'm forgetting the sour syntax. Rut it's fustian. It's 

wi'ul. .Showing-off. Spluttering fireworks. Quinsy . Chaotic. 

Aiiitiulinizing. Just dambadwriting, that's all, and don't let any-

li. .Iv tell yoii otherwise. H e simply doesn't know how to use bis 

li' i.iry materials. T h e only things Faulkner has that can con-

'' iv.ilily expl.iin his vogue arc, first, a completely sincere un-

^liirl-liinr „f nssorted "bastards" and "sons of bitches"; second, 

reniov.d of ;dl inhibitions on "vomit"; and, third, a most articu-

lite no>,p for X'egro smells. 

1 liese are mildly provocative but hardly broad enough to 

f^il'l"'rt his reputation. N o , there's only one conclusion (you've 

" ' n if ( o m i n g ) : I f s precisely his bad writing that has "made" 

Willjitn I'nulkner; the mess he makes of his literary materials is 

'̂1 ' ivif ioweri. ig that the critics, c.in't classify it, anri helplessly 

'leri,),. it must he frreat. And the «lumb public strings along. 

I-a-'i, it seems like it's better if you don't know how. 

Then there's George Davis , another and scarcely less liimi-

i'"N While Hope. nul labak)o for his first novel, "Opening of 

=< D'l'.r." He's a more sophisticated sinner. Harder to catch 

'̂ "' Davis' crimes arc t w o : a maddening use of ellipsis and 

" " " " j ' i i i i r and, even more reprehensible, a wanton niisu.se of 

^^""1s tli.if amounts to perverted genius. Probably he thinks— 

Jf'l 110 dotibt the critics do—that his stuff is fresh, different. 

•"» V!iiin[r fif,,.̂  not achieve freshness and difference by flying 

"1 tlie face of sense. Grant that there's a reaching out in this 

"I'lhor f(jr new rombinations, fresh chords ; and that there's a 

NATHAN DIGESTS THE 
THEATRE 

««TRZEBF.L" (Oiecrt /Jnw)—^f• Davis, a playwriting zombie out 
J of the later ciKhteen-hundreds, stalks the modern theatrical 

scene with another morgue extract, this one a Schauspiel 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 boilcd-
cwer Henry Arthur Jones, the result being even wot.,e Massingham-

MacDonald. 

"The Locked Room" (Herbert Astiton, /r.)—Junk. 

"Yoshc Kalh" (/. / . Singer and F. Blocki)—Stcon& Avenue Yiddish 
drama translated into Fnglish and brought to Broadway where, as 
a consequence, it was unintelligible. 

"Big-Hcartcd Herbert" (Sofliie Kerr and A. S. Richardson)—K 
farce-comedy blank. 

"Halfway to Hell" (Crane Wilbur)—M\ the way to Hollywood. 

"The Gods We Make" (G. H. McCall and S. B. de Loeier)— 
Terrible. 

"Hays Without End" (Eugene O'Neill)—h ranks with "Welded" 
and "Dynamo" as one of its author's worst. 

"Oliver Oliver" (I'aul Osborn)—Fair comedy, but greatly inferior 
to Osborn's "Vinegar Tree " 

"A Divine Moment" (R. H. Poire/)—Whew I 

The New South —Hubert Dar<s 

THE SOUTH AND THE NIGGER 
by MERLIN N. HANSON 

Q U I T E unwittingly, the Southerner has provided the darkey 

wi th schools and various kinds of training, and this educa

tion is bringing out a class of skilled laborers and expert 

professional men. O n e should remember, where schools are ton-

cierned, that the person wi th as little as one thirty-second of 

N e g r o blcod is barred from white institutions. W o e unto the 

one w h o ci'eeps by and sits with the sisters and brothers of the 

l i ly-white sk in! But the Negro ' s standard of living, forced to 

the low level of corn bread and turnip greens, has, interestingly 

enoufh , resulted in hardy dusky-skinned workmen whose tower

ing strength offers more than serious competition to the white 

man, for it very of ten replaces him. A n d nearly 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 wi th 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, l ives almost in seclusion, or finds friends now and then 

among the low caste whites. Rut it constitutes a lost race. 

These other N e g r o 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 N e g r o to frugal

ity has beeii rewarded by the development of a s lowly moving 

tide of brown, which is now reaching back toward its origin. 

W h i t e workmen, as well as other individuals identified with the 

labor movement, its union leaders, admit their plight, but with 

bitterness. " W c must make the nigger raise his standard of l iving 

to our o w n level, or we are lost," one of them recently lamented. 

" H e competes with us now in nearly every line of work, and 

alwaj's can underbid us." A n d one of the other ironies of this 

amusing situation is that, quite frequently, public officials w h o 

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. 

Rut 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. T h e N e g r o 

harlot walks the same streets as the white prostitute, she lives 

in the same district, consorts wi th the same men, and in this 

phase of life also underbids. 

Y e t the cruel treatm.ent of the male N e g r o comes mainly 

from that element which consorts with dark-skinned women. 

Whi te men can venture forth, attack a Negress , and be fined five 

dollars for disorderly conduct by a contemptuous judge; but let 

a colored man try something of the sort in another direction I 

A n insane N e g r o was once shoved into the docket room of a jail 

to be charged with rape. H e had been discharged from the asylum 

before he was cured. Officers in the room knew the man to be 

insane and yet, while prowling about the wi ld-eyed darkey, 

sneered at his captor for making the arrest. 

" W h y didn't you shoot him right where you got him ?" they 

snarled at the policeman. "You could have claimed se l f -defense . 

You're a damn fool !" 

A n d finally, t w o of the most urgent and contemptuous of the 

cops, black blood-lust moving them, lunged forward, while a local 

reporter pranced gleeful ly about, hoping to participate in the 

approaching orgy of torture—probably death. Fortunately, an 

alert and more cautious superior officer leaped to the side o f the 

accused man, w h o w a s utterly unaware of his danger, and routed 

the would-be attackers by booming threats of suspension or 

dismissal. 

Whi l e preparations were being made to take the N e g r o to 

a place of "safety," a mob formed near the edge of the town. 

T w o look-outs were dispatched to inform the mob as soon as 

the N e g r o , with his intentionally small guard, started from the 

jail to the railroad station. T h e mob waited patiently, then not 

so patiently. T h e train arrived and actually left with the N e g r o 

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 

whi le hunting at a camp about forty miles north of that city. 

Eight N e g r o woodchoppers, w h o happened to be working in the 

vicinity, were arrested, and ten separate confess ions wrung from 

them over a period of three or four days and nights. W h a t con

fe s s ions ! W h a t c o n f u s i o n ! T h e pitiful efforts of ignorant black 

men struggling to sat is fy their white mas ters ! Then , one day, 

whi le the woodchoppers were aiding officers in a search for the 

body of the miss ing m a n ( i t was never f o u n d ) , one o f the 

Negroes slipped overboard into hip-deep water. Eight hours 

later, according to police doctors, he died of "pneumonia." 

Mobile physicians laughed. It was the first case on record where 

pneumonia had been fatal in less than three days. But the nigger 

must know w h o is b o s s ; his flesh is worth forty cents a pound 

when he turns state's evidence. 

T w o of us representing newspapers finally penetrated that 

jungle and had been working on the story only a short t ime 

when scowling people began threatening us. A return to Mobile 

was necessary, and when w e 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. Rut the thing to be noted is that those people had 

the most remarkable "grapevine" system I have ever seen. E v e r y 

m o v e w e made, and many of the things w e said, were run out 

to the most remote sections until every person encountered knew 

w h o w e were, what was wanted, and made duplicate statements 

to all questions. T h e investigation was short l ived; we were not 

only in danger, but were uncovering too much third-degreeing in 

connection with the eight blacks. 

W h e n those Negroes went to trial, a local holiday w a s de

c lared; the schools were closed so the town-folk of all ages could 

witness the gestures of a court o f justice. T h e accused men are 

n o w serving l i fe terms. 

O f course, there is a different attitude toward the monied 

Negro . W h i l e he is the victim of another form of hatred—that 

of a flaming, vicious e n v y — he is not quite so harshly treated; 

in instances, he is almost fawningly received. Rut this does not 

alter his social position to any considerable degree ; he is still a 

"nigger." T h e name of a married N e g r o woman cannot be used 

in a Southern newspjaper, 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 w a s one city editor 

w h o a lways kept a copy of The Pittsburgh Courier, a N e g r o 

newspaper, in his desk, because he liked its flashy make-up and 

copied it in his sheet. A n d here and n o w I am violating a sacred 

Southern dogma by capitalizing the word " N e g r o . " 

But this gross injustice, this brutality by the police and 

prison guards, is not restricted to the N e g r o a lone ; by some 

metamorphosis of the money caste, it applies also to the poor or 

uninfluential whites , although of course not to the same degree. 

Ye t they, too, are victimized by cross-eyed justice, pounced o n 

by prison guards, stuffed into sweat boxes on blistering summer 

days, and beaten wi th garden hose ( s ince this leaves no tell-tale 

mark) for offenses too trivial to list. I have seen N e g r o 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 confess ion. A n d often those very men w h o 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. 

S o when winter comes to the South, and w inds rustle 

through the scrub oak and sigh mournful ly through the pines , 

some folk liken the forlorn whisperings of the wind to the vo ice 

of Old Enoch, an aged slave w h o used to sing, in melancholy 

lamentations, the sorrows of the N e g r o . 
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OLD DOC FOLEY 
by CHARLOTTE HURD 

THE exterior of the place had a sinister look. It called to 
mind deeds done in the dark, bodies carried out through an 

alley, carted away and dumped in the river, while righteous 

people slept. T- i . a 
But nothing so thrilling ever happened in Doc Foley s oHice. 

He wasn't that kind of doctor. There should be a question mark 
after the doctor wiun referring t.. Due Foley. He was that kind 
of doctor. . . fM- . J 

The building in which the Doc ministered to the afflicted 
was in the poorer section of the city. Such offices usually are. 
It was a tumbledown, three-story wooden affair, squatting m a 
row of e(Hi.-illy timiMeflown buildings and Mores. I'-otli sides nf 
the Street were lined with rooming houses of the cheapest sort, 
some of them houses of another kind, thinly masquerading as 
rooming houses. There were hash-houses, paper and cigar sto.es, 
and a bakery. In berry season, the bakery window was filled 
with Mueherrv pies and c'.kes and the neiphl.orhon.l children 
took great dciight in standing at this window and picking out 
the blueberries 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 seemed 

a bit s ;)crfluous. 
T.i Ihc door was a large pane of heavy glass, curtained with 

I.T- tlin: had never associated with water. On opening this door, 
oMc ascended a narrow flight of steep stairs, terminating in a 
dark, foul-smelling hall. There was another staircase above, but 
llir rooms on tlie loj) 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 

i!!:; linen and hands were immaculate, but this state did not 
reach to his consulting and waiting rooms, for thry 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." It 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, 
wonlfi hear the hii/z-iiU7./. of the contraption, 

The stenographer was in desperate need of a job to work 
in such a place. She bad been out of work and had answered a 
blind ad. in a newspaper. Wiien she reached the adiltess i^ivin, 
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 seemed to her an eternity, 
she stood there, in the dark, evil-smelling hall. She found out 
later that the Doc made his patients wait also. 

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

Wtirit a nnrinr! There were no windows. Double doors, lead-
in:; n*n he offic", were closed and curtained with red velour 
p. --t tT' s, I he veiftht of the dirt in them holding their folds stiff 
itvl tn'-i'i'̂ iiii s \ Tiere was a carpet that had never known the 
'.•iniiu- I, li I i)i '1 broom. Two wooden rockers, a red plush sofa 

!i .T!i(>t;.iiiy table completed the furnishings. No pictures 
I ti'i (l''!\. --ed-flowered wallpaper Not a magazine nor a 

book was on the table. Doc Foley's patients were certainly able 
to rend - for tliey rent) iiis circular letters. 

The. Doc finally ushered the waiting girl into his stuffy 
oflice and motioned )ier to a chair. He fold 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. Tbe following day 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 to 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 also printed on the letterhead. 

After the st' 'Ographcr had handed the Doc the first batch 
of typed letters she was scared half to death whin the seem
ingly quiet Doc jumped from his chair, hurled the sheaf of 
papers 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 tyf>e, minus 
paragraphing, margins or double spacing, and using both sides 
of a sheet. But he had neglected to say so. To teach her economy, 
he had her type the whole 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 v/ith 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. 

Each 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 looking around 
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 oi disease 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 Madam: I am indeed glad you have written me 
and I know that I can be of great help to you and your 

husband. He need not be a sufferer long and he can soon 
be returned to health an4 manly vigor if you will bu: follow 
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 bottle marked A every morning on arising, and a 
tablcspoonful from that marked B every night on going to 
bod, ami tc!l 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 a(<ain, 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 East, 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. Only when the 
money—that necessary evi! with which they hoped to overcome 
a worse evil—gave out, did hope end. Possibly hope did not 
then end. But there is an end to money—and with it, an end to 
bottles marked A and B, and sometim.es even C and D—"a 
severe case, so please send check for $20 by return mail." 

Nov/, 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 caught 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 beer satisfactory (the only word 
of praise he had ever uttered to her) but added, "I don't blame 
you, Miss. Tliis is hardly the work for a girl. I will find a young 
man, I 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 and eyes. 

Perhaps old Doc Foley—he would be old now— îs dead. Per
haps he is still filling 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. 

ni.'' 

BOYD DIGESTS THE BOOKS . 
T ^ H E Conquest of a Continent." (Madison Grant.) New York: 

- X Charles Scribncr'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 Fairfield Osborn that this is a Nordic, blond, 
Protestant nation, sadly corrupted by the lesser breeds without the 
lawr. All immigration must cease. 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. I h e record is worth 
preserving, for M. Corday watched, listened to, and noted the day 
by day imbecilities of those nightmare year.s, 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 
seem to indicate that idiocy is its own reward. 

"Wines. Their Selection, Csre and Service." (Julian Streei ' New 
York: Alfred A. Knopf. $2.00—A connoisseur presents in succinct 
form a guide to the pleasure:- of wining and dining which should 
be invaluable to the new g<".ieration of drinkers, and which the 
older generation can read with great profit. Mr. Street is no Saints-
bury, nor does 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 ideal menus complete the book's usefulness. 

"Artist Among the Bankers." (Wt'H Dyson.) New York: E. P. 
Dutton. $2.00—Better known as a cartsonist and etcher, tht 
Australian artist. Will Dyson, now combines economic criticism 
with his other talents. Like Judge Brandeis, Mr. Dyson definitely 
challenges the notion that bankers are industrially creative. He 
describes the withering and destructive influence upon production 
of the domination of the world by financiers. Some years ago Mr. 
Dyson's Fat Man became in England the recognized symbol of 
predatory greed. His present effort is to do as much for Finance, 
holding up by way of contrast the ideals 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 pseudonym, is the work of a new
comer, an Irishman born in Malta. The fact that it is described 
as "picaresque" should not deter the reader who remembers recent 
efforts to continue that tradition. Here the adventures are both 
mental and physical, and in the world of act'on, no less than in 
that of ideas, 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 masterpieces. These are the good 
companions of all ages. Completely without self-consciousness of 
cither the academic or iconoclastic variety, the author conveys the 
authentic thrill of reading, from boyhood to maturity, by one who 
has never feared to follow hi« own instincts in the matter and 
to say the pundits be damned. 

THREE POEMS 
by THEODORE DREISER 

EVENING—MOUNTAINS 

The shadowry hills 
Aloud chant together 
In audible crimson. 
The high-born peaks 
Gleaming in the mournful redness 
O' that madman's eye— 
The sun— 
Declare their defiance 
Of their loneliness. 
And about them. 
In the steely desert of the sky 
Wander cloud camels, 
Red, 
Slow, 
And 
In the valleys belcw 
Under a .wilight spell 
Ths earth itself 
Enchanted 
Rests. 
And now 
Some secret poet of the soul. 
Finding this winding stream all black, 
Flings upon its bosom 
The poem of a star. 

CHIEF STRONG BOW SPEAKS 

For my beloved people 
That the Gods might smile upon them 
Send 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 
/ nd slay. 

, Have I not prayed much? 
Chanted much? 
In silence watched 
And guarded? 
Yea, 
Have counseled with the wisest 
And strongest 
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 only, 
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 of 

thought but changes tht quality 

of thought. 

—Benjamin De Casseres. 
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concerning adver t i s ing 
rates in the AMERICAN 
SPECTATOR Write: 

Miss Amy Vanderbilt, 
Business Manager 

i2East4istSt . , N. Y. C. 

or address the following; 
AMERICAN SPECTATOR 

advertising offices 

Russ Building 
San Francisco, Cal. 

Palmolive Building 
Chicago, 111. 

7046 Hollywood Blvd. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 

• Traveling abroad fhii year 
you will find the Soviet Union 
one country !n which the dol
lar will biiy as much travel 
service as before. Intourist has 
announced full service travel 
rates including hotels, meals, 
guides, visas ind all frans-
j,ortafion 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 thirfy-one days. Speak 
to your local agent or write 
for illustrated booltlef AS 2, 
rates and schedules. 
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CRUISING CUNARD 

Waves of the sea, sands of the 
desert . . . luxury and barbaric 
splendor . . . surh swift clianpcs 
arc tjie joy of winter cruising. To 
cniise Cimard is to inai^e tliein 
even more alluring. I Icre is a world 
apart, aboard your Cimanlcr . , . 
superb, smootlily served, abound
ing in rest and sporls ami cnlor-
la inment . In tiie midst of such 
living, each port is a climax . . . 
surprising and lirilliant. 

Put yourself into this picture 
. . . fora wei'ivor Iwo or four. It is ' 
(ainard nianageineul that creates 
lliis world apart! 

. \ O I J f l T A . X I . \ ...Hi Et4.vp< 
<iBicl <ti<> A l o < l i t < ' r r n i i « i i i i 
.Jan. 31 ami Mar. 7. 3 3 days in tlie, 
newly r e m o d e l e d A'pii iania; to 
.Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Nice, 
Haifa and Port Said for the Holy 
Ixindand Egypt, Rhodes, (ionstan-
tinople,Atliens,Napies! Kates S49.'> 
up, First Class; $265 up. Tourist. 
Apply to Ruynionil-Wfallrfimli . 
6 7 0 Fifth A v e . , N e w York, or 
C a n a r d L i n e , 2 5 B r o a d w a y , 
New York, or your local agent . 

M A r n i ; T . \ . M . \ . . . ,„ 
• I H ' > \ . . s ( l l u l i v M I l l i i l . t i o i l l l l 

Aiii«>rii-: i . Thr \l Inlr (:niisr 
()//f<v/oiianilini'r;irv(i;il\ [M.-MIIIC 

inll)efaine(l\I,uiii'i;iiii,i..):iiiO;-,,,|,.^ 
in 12 days. 5 foreign eomilii .^: 
Port of Spain, Triiii.la.1: l.iCiiaini. 
Venezuela; \X'illeiii-lail. ('.inaiao; 
Colon, Panania; l\as-;'.ri, li.iii.nnas 
. . . and a 2 l(>-mile A-.w li.lii \i.|n 
of the Leeward ami W imlwanl 
Is lands! From New Ynik .hm. 27. 
Frii. 10 and 21, Mar. 10 (fill J I. 
.'//'.'•. 7. S170 up. 

S .V. t lAl l l . t . . . f o RoriMi.-alsi. 
KinjLfNion n n t l ^'t iNNaii . II 
days . . . leisurely yachting jii a 
ship famed for coiuCorl, to ihc 
three liiglispotsof iheW'csl IndievI 
From Nciv York Frh. 3 and 77, 
Mar. 3, n and 31. S125 up. 

I I K n K X J A n i A . . .IJiMitln** 
I t i r d i i l n v Wt><*k-(>ii<l 4'riiiNp 
f o n o r i i i i i f l n . From Arw York 
Friday, February 9; rcittrn Tun-
day in time for business. $~t!i un. 

First Class Service throughnut on Wrsr 
Indies Cruises; no passports rrquiml. 

See your local agent or Cunard Line, 25 Broadway, New York 
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It shines on all Bermuda, of course, 
but somehow it seems to be just » 
little brighter, just a little warmer, at 
Inverurie. Perhaps it's our grand loca

tion, or our delicious cuisine, or our charming guests . . . 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 plc.isures. 

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 tourist 
agent; the Manager in Bermuda; or Bermuda Hotels, 
Inc., 300 Fifth Ave., New York, PEnnsyliania 60665. 

"HOTEL A N D COTTAGES 

Bennuda 
GEORGE A. BUTZ, General Manager 

U. S. Rnpresentafive of the 
State Travel Company of the 
U.S.S.R., 545 Fifth Ave.. New 
Yorlt. Offices in Boston and 
Chicago. Or (as your own 
travel agent. 
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