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CLARENCE DARROW: "EVANGEUST"
OF SANE THINKING
G~orge G. Whitehead

Finished. he hopes, with judges and juries,
Clarence Darrow, veteran defender of the "un
derdog," is winning new fame as an evangelist.
Long ago he gave up hope of converting the
world to "sane thinking," but he gets a great
kick out of "stirring up the animals."

There are evangelists-and evangelists. Billy
Sunday has neither a corner nor a patent on
the "calling." His antithesis, Mr. Darrow, for
instance, is an evangelist of free thought and
personal liberty, always ready to go to the mat
for an apparently lost cause.

Mr. Darrow's return from Europe, March 17,
1930, and his immediate launching into a series
of prohibition debates, recalled Kipling's appro
priate lines, for a reporter on the New York
Sun:

I'm the Prophet of the Utterly Absurd
Of the Patently Impossible and vain-
And when the Thing that Couldn't has occurred.
Give me time to change my leg and go again.

Mr. Darrow is like that. He says he is
through with the law, and for the next few
years will devote himself to "the general cus
sedness of prohibition." He opines that he is
tired of trying to talk sense and human kind
ness into bone-headed jurors and dumb judges,
and that he has a right to turn his back on
them all, after more than 50 years of it. But
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time alone will tell. Perhaps he needs only to
change his leg and go on again.

When he landed in New York on St. Patrick's
Day, there was a stack of telegrams and letters
awaiting him from people in peril of the elec
tric chair orin the shadow of the penitentiary.
Undoubtedly it is going to be hard for the old
warrior who has never cared a tinker's dam
how big they came, or railed at any odds under
ten to one, to get out of the law game.

Knowing Mr. Darrow's keenness to get into
the fight against prohibition, I made a trip
east, three weeks in advance of his return from
Europe. At Washington I had interviews with
Senator Smith W. Brookhart of Iowa and Dr.
Clarence True Wilson, General Secretary of the
Methodist Board of Temperance, Prohibition
and Public Morals. Both of them were ready
to- defend the Volstead Act and the Eighteenth
Amendment against the Chicagoan.

Mr. Darrow's arrival on the Saturnia, from
the French Riviera. on the night of March 17,
1930, was the signal for his first attack. In
newspaper interviews, aboard ship, he tore the
hide· off the whole band of "prohis," without
mincing vocabulary. Prohibition he branded
"the damnedest nonsense ever invented by a
set of political cowards." He further described
it as an absolutely unjustifiable invasion of the
strictly personal liberty to which every citizen
is entitled, and reiterated that "it is breeding
disrespect for law and for the Federal Govern-
ment itself faster than a horse can trot." I'

"Prohibition is dying on its feet," he as- C."
serted, "and a lot of th~, Prohibitionists know if·
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it in their hearts. That's what this spurt of
attempted enforcement is all about. They are
trying to squirt the elixir of life into a mori
bund thing. Old Doc Wickersham and Doc
Hoover and the whole college of physicians and
surgeons of the Anti-Saloon League are doir,g
their best to shoot a little life into the dying
'critter.' Hell's fire, it isn't any use, and they
know it.

"These politicians, almost without exception
and Lord, how I know 'em--are chicken-hearted
cowards from the ankles up. They haven't the
courage of a Kansas jackrabbit. They run and
hide at the squeak of a mouse, for in their
wiggling ears the squeak sounds like the roar
ing of lions. They are cowards and lying hypo
crites, but their course is about run and their
day is about done. I give prohibition just four
or five years more. It will take about two
more Congressional eloctions to get the will of
the people translated into the House of Con
gress. Four years from now the majority of
our Congressmen will be just as scared to vote
tor prohibition as they are now to vote against
it. Congressmen are timorous serfs of the peo
ple's will-always have been and always will be.

"I certainly am going to fight'the iniquitous,
corrupting thing as hard as I can fight it, untlI
it is destroyed. That's one reason why I don't
want to go back to practicing law. It seems to
me that a duty rests upon me to fight the Vol
stead Act."

To use his own words, Mr. Darrow has main.
tained right along that "the Eighteenth Atnend
ment doesn't mean a damned thing. Repeal
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tIre enforcement act and what does your amend
ment amount to?" he asks. "It becomes as big
a joke as tile Fifteenth Amendment. You never
heard of Congress passing an act to enforce the
Fifteenth Amendment, did you? Yet there is a
part of the Constitution that is stepped upon,
spat upon and kicked in the face every day of
the year, and to the utter injustice and wrong
of millions of citizens. Who does anything
about that?

"Doc Hoover says all laws must be enforced.
'Surely,' he says, 'all Americans must agree to
that.' Then why doesn't he do something to
enforce the Fifteenth Amendment? Because he
doesn't dare. Try that and we would have an
other civil war on our hands.

'_~Ye gods and little fishes, how I do hate
hypocrisy and hypocrites! They can call me
every damned thing they please, but there is
one thing they can't call me and that is 'hypo
crite.' "

Mr. Darrow jumped into the prohibition fight
at Mecca Temple, New York City, on the night
of March 19, 1930. His debate opponent was
Senator Brookhart. The chairman was Hey
wood Broun. The auditorium was packed with
a last-minute rush of those curious to view the
scene of carnage.

Senator Brookhart arrived early on the morn
ing of the debate and was quartered at Hotel
New Yorker. Mr. Darrow followed his custom
of stopping at Hotel Belmont. That afternoon
at 4 o'clock, by appointment, these picturesque
"minority men" were brought together at Mr.
Darrow's hotel, and simultaneously eight news-
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paper photographers showed up, along with
reporters and movie men. On many points the
principals agreed, but when it came to prohibi
tion-well, it was just too bad!

The Senator preferred to walk back to his
own hotel, so I traveled the route with him, re
discussing many of the themes of the Darrow
meeting. Suddenly he stopped, pointed to a
nearby skyscraper 'lllld commented:

"We fellows out in our country figure that
we built all these big buildings, but the city
fellows own 'em. The western farmers haven't
anything to show for their hard work, but these
New Yorkers hold the titles to millions and mil
lions of dollars in good real estate. There are
a million and a half farmers who have lost their
farms in mortgage foreclosures since 1920. That
is the most ser.ious problem in the country to
day, in my opinion," he added. "Next to that
comes unemployment."

The debate that night was a free-for-all, with
boos, hisses, cat-calls and applause mingling in
a discussion of the question, "Should the
Eighteenth Amendment be Repealed?" Early in
the argument Senator Brookhart referred to
his opponent as "Brother Darrow," but as the
evening went on and the audience revealed
itself about three to one against him, the
Iowan took a firm stance upon the platform and
argued with the entire gathering.

Scarcely had Senator Brookhart gained the
floor for his first statement when from the au
dience someone shouted: "Three cheers for the
Iowa pole-cat!" This verbal assault. brought a
round of hisses for the offender and for a time
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it looked as thtiugh the dry advocate would be
given a silent hearing.

But when the failure of prohibition enforce
ment was laid at the door of Secretary Andrew
W. Mellon; when the Union League Club of
New York was read out of the Republican
party; when reference was made to Al Smith's
defeat in the last presidential campaign, when
his expose of the Fahey "Wall Street dinner"
was defended, the Senator drew such a barrage
of heckling that Chairman Broun, avowed op
ponent of almost everything Brookhart favors,
arose and vigorously pounded the table with
an inadequate gavel, and expressed the opinion
that Mr. Darrow was well able to take care ot
himself, without any help from the audience.

Later, Mr. Darrow questioned whether or not
he should have taken a hand in trying to quiet

-an audience that quite probably would have
acceded to any request he might have made.
"Usually these hecklers are either over-zealous
or just plain hoodlums," he commented, "and
I'm inclined to let them have their say.'1

Mr. Darrow was given a thunderous ovation
when he opened his argument against prohibi
tion. His voice, still rich and forceful, despite
his 73 years, boomed back through the immense
auditorium. "People who think this is a free
country," he began, "ought to go to the nearest
jail, ring the bell, ask to be taken inside, and
learn what freedom is." He referred to the
"Methodist Vatican," across from the capitol
in WasIiington, and cqmmented that "the
Methodist prohibitionists have worried so much
about the Pope coming to America to 6stablisll
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himself, that they have beaten him to it and set
themselves up across the street from go-vern·
ment headquarters where they can watch weak
kneed Senators and weak-minded Congress
men."

Mr. Darrow credited Senator Brookhart with
being sincere. "That's what's the matter with
him," he told the crowd. "It Isn't the wicked
man that's dangerous," he added. "It's the good
one. And if some of these prohIbitionists had
a sense of humor, they'd die laughing at them
selves.

"The Senator says that I can have beer, if I'll
go to Iowa and buy a. farm and raise my own
barleY. SUppose he tells me I could wear
clothes if I would raise my own sheep and clip
my own wool; otherwise I could go naked.
That's the logic of the prohibitionist. A noble
experiment in tyranny, that's what it is; It
noble experiment in forcing human beings,
through fear, to obey a fool laW passed by
bigots."

In his rebuttal, Senator Brookhart faced
new difficulties. The heckling grew more
strenuous. His disrespectful allusions to boot
leggers were roundlY hissed, especially by a dis
tinguished looking man with a yacht-club com
plexion and graying hair, who sat about fiVe
rows back, on the main floor.

Interruptions came so fast that the Senator
became slightly flustrated. He tangled up two
or three long words and pronounced civiliza
tion, "civilizootion."

"You've been drinking," shouted a man from
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the balcony, and there was a general laugh at
the Iowan's expense.

Following the debate there was a grand rush
for the stage. Senator Brookhart was taken in
hand by a friend who apparently thought vio
lence might be attempted. However, the crowd
-with all its heckling-admired Brookhart's
fight against odds and gave him a big hand as
he closed his second speech.

As usual, Mr. Darrow was surrounded by
scores of followers who stampeded the stage,
some grabbing his hand, others smiling their
approval, still others seeking his autograph or
debate notes, and one-a charming young ma
tron, entreating a Hobsonian kiss which was
not denied. Finally the stage manager, fearing
for his scenery, called two policemen who had
been inconspicuous during the Brookhart heck-

- ling, to disperse the mob that showered Darrow·
with its praise and good Wishes.

Within a few doors of Mecca Temple, that
midnight, Mr. Darrow and a coterie of friends
sat enjoying the prohibited regalement which
Senator. Brookhart denied being accessible to
any appreciable extent, even in "the so-called
wet metropolis of New York."

Early the following morning Mr. Darrow and
I entrained for Philadelphia where at the Metro
politan Opera House he was to meet another
opponent, Dr. Clarence True Wilson of Wash
ington, in a wet-dry word battle. Upon arrival
we were met by Eugene Heine, a Philadelphia
lawyer who on behalf of the Penn Athletic Club
extended every hospitable courtesy imaginable.
We were there for the Club's weekly luncheon
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meeting, and after a brisk program of enter
tainment Mr. Darrow was asked to speak on any
subject and at whatever length he desired. He
chose to discuss free :will, backing up his views
with the story of his own life. It was a master
ly address, involving many humorous incidents,
and closing with a most impressive recital of
his reasons for remaining in the practice of
criminal law for more than a half century.

'The intensity of Mr. Darrow's appeal to the
lunching Philadelphians was impressively evi
denced by the fact that although the meeting
ran an hour overtime, not one of the 1200 men
who were seated, nor even from the ranks of
the two or three hundred who were standing
not one of them left the room until he had fin
ished. The waiters-perhaps a hundred of
them-stood as if glued in their tracks, tre
mendously interested in the Imman document
from the lips of the old master himself.

A crowd so interested that it forgot its good
manners, heard the Darrow-Wilson tilt that
evening at the "Met." The Philadelphia In
quirer called it "the best show of a rather" apa
thetic amusement season." Jay House, PUblic
Ledger paragrapher, presided, to the chagrin
of the "dry" speaker," Dr. Wilson.

Philadelphia never realized its wealth of im
promptu, volunteer orators until the Darrow·
Wilson debate hit town. They displayed their
talents from boxes, main floor and gallery.

Denouncement of President W. W. Atterbury
of the Pennsylvania Railroad, for his appear·
ance on the side of the "wets" before the House
Judiciary Committee in Washington, did not
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especially endear Dr. Wilson to his antagonistic
hearers. A gale of hissing followed his state
ment that Mr. Atterbury, a Philadelphian,
wanted personal privileges that he was not
willing to grant his railway emploYes, whether
they were on duty or off duty.

The crowd booed vigorously when Dr. Wilson
praised Henry Ford for his "dry" stand.

"Booing is a feeble form of objection," pro-
hibition's defender told his audience.

"Boo!" was the mass retort.
"Blah!" shouted a lusty hundred.
An elderly lady prohibitionist arose in a box

to aid Dr. Wilson. Across the auditorium, in
another box, arose a lady anti-prohibitionist
who shouted her down, as the audience cheered
and roared with laughter.

The scene of heckling shifted to the balcony
when a man, later identified as John Ivazlan,
secretary of the West Philadelphia Boosters' As
sociation, after having been quieted earlier in
the evening, shouted: "Czars and Czarism
brought Bolshevism upon the world. You pro
hibition czars are bringing Bolshevism into
America."

John was developing this theme to his own
satisfaction when a menacing policeman "hove
upon the horizon." The offender twined his
legs about the seat so effectively that a second
"blue-coat" was called. The crowd, meantime,
forgot the real head-liners, and craned their
necks to see the excitement in the upper deck.

Evidently John had been training for just
such an emergency, for with the appearance of
reenforcements, he brought into vlay all avail-
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able arms and legs-estimated at four-and
there he stuck.

The two cops retired, without their victim,
and the mob cheered an apparent victory. But
their exultation waf;! short-lived, for before the
debate could be resumed on the stage. the two
policemen reappeared with a third officer and
put John away for the remainder of the eve
ning. "Good night; see you tomorrow," some
one shouted as victors and vanquished wormed
their way out of the balcony.

Never have I seen Clarence Darrow in dead·
lier earnest than on the night of the Philadelphia
debate when he discussed the governmental poi
soning of liquor, allegedly used in mechanics
and the arts, but, as he declared, really dis
tributed by bootleggers under "pre-war" labels.
Then it was that he charged "cruelty, inhuman
ity and wilful murder" to the prohibitionists
of the nation. At intervals, for days after, he
mentioned this governmental policy, often ac
tually shuddering as he recalled the attempted
justification of "wholesale, legalized murder."
He declared that "it is reserved for this genera
tion of fanatics to use poison to enforce a law
which is obnoxious to every decent human con
cept.'"

Conspicuously, the booing of the PhiIa~elphia
audience was confined to Dr. Wilson, the "dry"
speaker. However, a number of hecklers went
afte.r Mr. Darrow when he turned his batteries
upon the Bible and declared it "the greatest
katzenjammer book ever printed."

The Philadelphia discussion was continued
the next morning en route to New York City
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for a debate at the Brooklyn Academy of Music.
Practically everyone in the buffet car had a
hand, and Dr. Wilson was about the only man
on the "dry" end of the rope-.

A newspaper reporter kept the pot boiling
when he encountered the speakers as they de
trained in New York. His first question con
cerned the importance attached to the Literary
Digest poll, then under way. Dr. Wilson attached
little importance to the ballot, stating that he
had not received one and would like to know
who was so favored. Mr. Darrow considered
the poll an excellent indication of how the peo
ple of the country lined up on the issue. "The
Digest straw votes on previous occasions," he
stated, "have been marvelously accurate."

Two reasons for New York's wetness were
given by Dr. Wilson: The unfriendly attitude

- of the press toward prohibition, and the large
foreign element.

Counteracting the chairmanship of a "wet"
. in Philadelphia, the presiding officer at the
Brooklyn debate, March 21, was Rev. William C.
JUdd, head of the Moral Reform Commission of
the Federation of Churches. In an attempt to
head off the heckling that was so conspicuous
in previous debates, Rev. Judd announced that
at the close of the arguments an opportunity
would be given to ask questions. This plan
was carried out with doubtful success. The
first query was shot at Dr. Wilson by a woman
down front who wanted to know why prescrip
tions were limited in cases of genuine illness.
Before this could be answered to her satisfac
tion, someone in the gallery shot a question at

\
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Mr. Darrow about the importance of repealing
the Eighteenth Amendment. As always, he an
swered that he was chiefly concerned with kill
ing the enforcing Volstead Act. Then came a
barrage of questions, directed at both speakers.

"Oh, let him answer all of them; I'm tired,"
waved Mr. Darrow.
. In the excitement of the open forum, Dr.
Wilson's manuscript disappeared from the
speaker's stand. "The janitor probably thought
it was junk," suggested Mr. Darrow. A by
stander thought perhaps some "dry" had taken
it as a souvenir. Anyway, the papers were
never recovered. .

Several inoffensive personal references en
tered into the Brooklyn debate and kept the
crowd on its toes. "You know," said Dr. Wilson
to the audience, "in, these debates Mr. Darrow
furnishes the wit and I f.urnish the argument."

"Then why don't you holdup your end?" re
torted Mr. Darrow.

Seeking to illustrate a point, Dr. Wilson told
. the a,ncient story of the western farmer who
ate a dozen cans of corn syrup and then wrote
the manufacturer that his corns were just' as
bad as they were before.

"I wouldn't use that any more," Mr. Darrow
corrected.

Dr. Wilson took pointed exception to Mr.
Darrow's statement, that evening, that the pro
hibitionists cared nothing about the enforce
ment of the other constitutional amendments.
His special reference was to the Fifteenth
Amendment, covering the rights of the Negro.

"My sympathies have always been with the
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Negro," answered _Dr. Wilson. "I inherited
that attitude from my father who was a
staunch friend of the colored race. Further
more, I became intimately acquainted with
John Brown's sons in California and was in
strumental in raising funds for the erection of
suitable monuments over their graves. I had
access to three barrels of John Brown's manu
scripts and correspondence and always have
been his student and great admirer."

This phase of the General Secretary of the
Methodist Board of Temperance, Prohibition
and Public Morals, was new to Mr. Darrow and
it made a hit with him.

Although our train for Providence, Rhode
Island, did not leave until 1 a. m., we sat talk
ing in the smoker until well on our way. Mr.
Darrow reverted to the poisoning of liquor and

- again branded it as nothing short of "fanatical
murder."

In Providence we were met by "Bev" Kelley,
our local representative, who reported an in
teresting scrap over the debate. It seems that
R. Percy Hutton, superintendent of the Anti
Saloon League of Rhode Island, had condemned
Mr. Darrow in his boldest language and had
wired Dr. Wilson urging that he withdraw from
the debate. When Dr. Wilson replied that he
was under contract to fill the date, Superin
tendent Hutton asked Bishop Wflliam F. An
derson of the Methodist Episcopal Church to
intervene. Bishop And-erson's letter to Dr.
Wilson suggested that the debate be shifted to
some other city. To all of these importuning!!,
Dr. Wilson replied: "Mr. Darrow is the ablest
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opponent of prohibition there is, but I am so
confident I am right that I will meet him any
where and measure facts with him."

On the other hand, Rev. Ira W. LeBaron,
minister of Trinity Union M. E. Church, Provi
dence, declared: "I am convinced that Dr. Wil
son's appearance here will help the cause of
prohibition in Rhode Island."

Representative James H. Kiernan, Providence
Democrat, introduced a resolution in the Gen
eral Assembly asking both Mr. Darrow and
Dr. Wilson to address that body.

As often happened, the Negro porter of our
car wanted to meet Mr. Darrow. "You know
about the Dr. Sweet case in Detroit?" inquired
the lawyer.

The colored chap replied affirmatively, and
made appreciative reference to "what you have
done, Mr. Darrow, for my people."

"Colored folks are the most grateful people
on earth," remarked Mr. Darrow in an aside.

Oscar L. Heltzen, Providence attorney and
former Attorney-General of Rhode Island, was
chairman of the Providence debate and met
with Mr. Darrow, Dr. and Mrs. Wilson and a
group of newspaper men at breakfast at the
Providence-Biltmore Hotel. Dr. Wilson called
attention to Rhode Island's extreme wetness.
"It is the only state in the Union," he remarked,
"where neither branch of the legislature made
any progress in ratifying the Eighteenth
Amendment. In Connecticut, one branch of the
General Assembly voted for the ratification bill,
but the other branch did not concur."

Providence newspapermen remarked at the
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fundamental differences between the two men.
"Dr. Wilson," they said, "is the typical church
man, the total abstainer, whose experience in
saloons was restricted to uplift work. Mr. Dar
row is admittedly without religion, and on a
question of abstinence replied, 'I haven't had a
thing this morning.' "

The ]!Uan who defended Haywood, Moyer and
Pettibote in Boise, Idaho; the McNamara broth
ers in Los Angeles; Loeb and Leopold in Chi
cago; John Thomas Scopes in Dayton, Tenn.,
and Dr. O. H. Sweet in Detroit, and who "never
had a client die on me," was in a talking mood
at Providence. Among other things, he dis
cussed churches and religion.

When someone asked his preference if he had
to belong to a church, he answered: "There are

_a thousand religions, and I would have to look
into them all before I could decide. I wouldn't
do what most people do-take the firb't religion
(inherited) that came to them, And I haven't
time to look into so many sects, I'm busy
enough fighting this prohibition law."

As to capital punishment, he reiterated his
belief that the execution of a criminal does not
prevent others from committing the same
crimes. "Instead of a law of hatred," he de
clared, "we should have a system of patho
logical treatment. Instead of sentencing a
burglar, for instance, to five or six years in
prison, he should be sentenced to prison with
out any fixed duration. And he should be let
out as soon as he adjusts himself to life, or life
adjusts itself to him."

Women in politics, and especially women who
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meddle in the prohibition question, he branded
an "unmitigated nuisance." "I don't believe 1
am old-fashioned," he' added, "but 1 do not be-'
lieve women have been a howling success in
public life. The only' ones who have amounted
to anything have had a strong masculine streak
in them. Most women are too emotional. They
rush in where 'angels fear to tread,' and they
don't judge things the way men do."

Mr. Darrow admitted, however, that he might
be wrong on some of these subjects. "I have
opinions about almost everything, and they
can't all be right," he said with a smile. "I
guess I'm a propagandist. I'm always trying
to convert people to my own beliefs, instead
of minding my own business. But I am too

..eld to change."

A bell-boy handed over a telegram, addressed
jointly to Mr. Darrow and myself. It was from
Mrs. Darrow, in New York City. The weather
had turned decidedly cold, and she had wired
explicit instructions about getting Mr. Darrow
a warmer overcoat. "My wife takes pretty good
care of me," he commented. "Evidently she
thinks eternal vigilance is the price of a hus
band."

The conversation veered back to prohibition,
inevitably. "I don't care whether the Eighteenth
AmenClment is repealed or not," asse,rted Mr.
Darrow. "I'm for the wet side. If we can't
get what we want by repealing the amendment,
then we'll repeal the Volstead Act, or kill it by
refusing. to appropriate money for its enforce
ment. If we can't get liqllol' that way, we'll
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get it illegally, just as I've been getting it eVer
since prohibition began.

"Whatever I say about prohibition is pure
hearsay. I never saw it. Perhaps if we re
pealed the law we could elect some honest men
to Congress.

"There are only two ways to get a drink
today, legally: A man must be sick, or he
must belong to the church. That's the first
time I ever thought of joining the church.

"This is the 'noble experiment'-termed so
by another 'noble experiment' whom we elected
President. The law is what we call 'Prohibi
tion.'

"Our forefathers fought for liberty, I believe.
We must fight for liberty again. I don't want
any man ordering my meals for me. I don't

. want any man ordering my drinks for me. H~
might order ice water. Or he might order tea.
I don't know. Tea may be all right. The
W. C. T. U.'s drink it. It makes 'em nervous,
critical and gossipy.

"Think of writing a poem, locked in a room
with a pitcher of ice water or a pot of tea!"
he continued. "If you took away all the books
written by men who drink, what would you
have left?" he asked. "Clark's Commentaries,
Baxter's 'Saints' Rest' and Byran's 'Prince of
Peace.' It takes genius, vision, imagination,
pulsation to write poetry. You can't get that
out of ice water.

"In literature the Prohibitionists are blanks;
in art, false alarms. All they can say is 'don't
do it.' They have one big word in their.vocabu
lary: 'NO.'''
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An exceptional audience heard the Darrow
Wilson debate in Providence. General Heltzen,
the chairman, described it as one of the most
representative groups ever assembled in In
fantry Hall. The place was packed. The
wealthy were there in full dress: the poor were
there, many of them in working clothes. State
officials were conspicuously present, and with
a few slight exceptions attention to both speak
ers was respectful throughout. Evenly divided
applause evidenced a degree of tolerance that
did not exist in Philadelphia or New York
debates.

Mr. Darrow remained in the east for several
days and then, in Columbus, Ohio, met Senator
Brookhart for the second time on a public plat
form, April 8.

But the participants didn't wait until evening
to start the argument. The fur began to fly as
soon as they met at the Deshler-Wallick hotel.

"You're really a prohibitionist," said Brook
hart to Darrow. "You don't drink, you just
talk."

"Well, I'll admit I talk more than I drink,"
retorted Darrow, "but that still gives me plenty
of room for a good time."

Brookhart launched into a discussion of his
experiences as county prosecutor in Iowa, from
1895 to 1901. "I never had a capital case," he
said. "I was after the bootleggers. After I
had them cleaned up I didn't have many cases

'of any kind."
"I 'think you're 'nuts,''' commented Darrow.
"You remember when we debated in New

York," Darrow COntinued. "Well, someone took.



24 CLARENCE DARROW-

me to a beautiful booze parlor about three
doors away. I stayed there nearly all night.

. There were two floors and both were crowded.
This isn't a privileged communication," he
added, referring to Brookhart's Wall Street
dinner experience, "because I know you told on
some of your other friends."

Brookhart referred to Andrew W. Mellon
as "the worst secretary of the treasury since
Shylock.. Not only is he opposed to prohibi
tion, but he has given two and a half bUlion
dollars to his fellows through income tax re
funds."

Boyd B. Haddox, former president of the
Columbus Bar Association, presided at the Me
morial Hall meeting, that evening. The senti
ment seemed divided about two to one against
Senator Brookhart, but the crowd was orderlY
and prompted the Iowan to remark with a half
smile that "yOU folks here are right respect
able, as compared with some places I've been;
you seem to treat me like a United States
Senator ought to be treated." This drew a
broad smile from Mr. Darrow, as he turned to
remark something that gave a laugh to the
boys at the press table.

"I wouldn't make a prohibitionist take a
drink if he didn't want to. I'd be wasting
liquor, anyhow," asserted Mr. Darrow. "It
would take a good deal more liquor that we can
spare to make the ordinary prohibitionist a
good fellow.

"A prohibitionist is born narrow-minded,
meddlesome and self-righteous. He gets his
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authority from God Almighty, who generally
doesn't communicate ·with intelligent people.

"The prohibitionist knows what's right and
what's wrong. He knows what he wants is
right and what other people want is wrong.
A prohibitionist is a man you wouldn't want to
drink with, even if he drank. If I had the
choice of going either to a glutton's grave or a
drunkard's grave, I'd take the drunkard's
grave because I'd have more fun getting into
it."

Mr. Darrow referred to a list of the things
opposed by the Board of Temperance of the
Methodist Episcopal Church. "You should
read what they say about dancing," he com
mented. "I did some dancing when I was
young, and some since; not so much as I wish
I could do, after reading their literature.

"Prohibitionists are built that way. It isn't
drink; it isn't tobacco; it isn't dancing they
are against; it's joy. Did you ever hear of
any of these people wanting to make life hap
pier? Of course, they have their own way of
getting pleasure. They get it by torturing me.
It's a species of sadism."

Senator Brookhart retaliated by asserting
that he had seen as many "good fellows" in the
Methodist church as Mr. Darrow had ever seen
in a saloon. "Darrow says prohibitionists are
meddlesome," mentioned the Iowan, "but I
never saw anyone so meddlesome as.· he is.
Darrow is against everything in the world. He
doesn't know what he is for. He says the
next thing will be a law to make him go to
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church. That would be a fine thing if it would
work."

Chuckling audibly, the Chicagoan shook his
head, indicating that his opponent had touched
upon an impossibility.

From Columbus we went to Toledo where,
two days later, Mr. Darrow was to debate Rabbi
Joseph S. Kornfeld on the mechanistic theory.
On the way north Mr. Darrow expressed in
terest in stopping at Findlay, Ohio, where more
than 40 years ago, he stopped overnight to
witness a gas boom, enroute from Ashtabula,
Ohio, to Chicago, to take up the legal career
in which he was to' become famous. .

A newspaper friend, Lowell Heminger, pub·
lisher of the Pindlay RepUblican and Oourier,
in the pleasantries of leave-taking urged Mr.

- Darrow not to wait another 40 years before re
turning. "Well, if I am not back in 25 years,
don't look for me any longer," was the good·
natured reply of the veteran lawyer, then about
to celebrate his 73rd birthday.

In Toledo we were guests of Harry Dunn,
young lawyer-banker, at the Hillcrest Arms
hotel. Interviewers were there shortly after
we arrived. The acquittal of Doheny, following
the conviction of Fall, was put up to him for
explanation. "I guess Mr. Doheny is a better
judge of lawyers," he surmised. .

He recalled a freethought paper edited in
Toledo about 50 years ago by Francis Elling·
wood Abbott. "The Index," it was called, and
Mr. Darrow said his father subscribed to it
for years and thought its editorials were
masterly.
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Regarding crime, Mr. Darrow opined that
premeditation should be the basis of discrimin
ating major crimes from minor crimes. "Mur
der shouldn't be considered a major crime," he
explained, "because it is committed in the
heat of anger. It iii an emergency measure.
And it is not likely to be repeated. There are
no murders in the generally accepted sense.
We are all potential murderers.

"But a sneak thief, now he should be severe
ly dealt with." And he turned to Rabbi Korn
feld who sat beside him, silently enjoying a
.cigar: "I suppose we shall not agree on that?"

"I am listening," answered the rabbi.
Religion, birth control, prohibition, compan

ionate marriage, divorce, politics-every topic
of which alert controversial minds could make
a battle field-came up for discussion. Judge
James Austin, Jr., of the domestic relations
court, selected as Toledo debate chairman,
joined with the lawyer and the rabbi in the
discussion. In Judge Austin, Mr. Darrow found
a kindred spirit. As the jurist set forth his
own liberal views on divorce by agreement, re
valuation of criminal laws in America, estab
lishment of a non-moral basis for the considera
tion of wrong doing, the agnostic, Darrow,
leaned forward, chuckling aJ}.d jerking his mas
sive head.

"I wish you'd come to Chicago and convert a
few of our judges," said Darrow to Austin.

What with the hospitality of Mr. and Mrs.
Dunn, the like-mindedness of Judge Austin and
the well-read scholarliness of Rabbi Kornfeld,
Ii former minister to Persia, I am confident
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that the Toledo visit and debate were- among
the most delightful experiences of Mr. Dar
row's entire career.

Three weeks later we met again at Indianap
olis where Mr. Darrow was the Agnostic speak
er at a four-cornered religious forum. Other
participants were Bishop Edwin Holt Hughes
of the Methodist Episcopal church, as the
Protestant representative; Rabbi Morris M.
Feuerlicht of the Indianapolis Hebrew Congre
gation, speaking for Judaism, and Quin O'Brien,
Chicago lawyer and prominent Catholic layman.
The chairman was Meredith Nicholson, popular
Hoosier author.

At a breakfast attended by this group and
_ newspaper reporters, on the morning of April

30, the discussion turned immediately to pro
hibition. "Bishop Hughes doesn't believe it,
but this prohibition law is going to be changed
within the next five years," asserted Mr. Dar
row.

The gray-haired bishop- turned a kindly smile
on the 73-year-old philosopher and liberal. He
seemed to rest assured on the assumption that
Mr. Darrow is a "minority man."

"What do you propose, Mr. Darrow, as a sub
stitute for the saloon?" inquired Rabbi Feuer
licht.

''I'm not opposed to the saloon. Let's have
the saloon back," he continued. "The saloon
was a much maligned institution. I've been
in saloons all over the world and never have
seen a bartender try to sell a drink. They are
not half as insistent as salesmen in depart·
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ment stores. Why, I've seen them discourage
customers in saloons."

Being in Indianapolis revived memories of
the McNamara brothers and the west coast
bombings. (One of th'e McNamaras attended
the forum that evening at the Indiana Armory.)

"I believe in the cause of labor," declared
Mr. Darrow, whose life was spent in defense of
the underdog.

Bishop Hughes deplored the bombings.
"But bishop," said the defense counsel in

the McNamara case, "surely you will agree
that many causes have resorted to force when
their advocates believed they were right. Re
ligion is the outstanding example of that
method."

The bishop declared that was of a by-gone
age. Then the bishop, the agnostic, the rabbi,
the Catholic lawyer and the Hoosier author
agreed-one hundred percent-on reduction of
armament.

The charge that moderns are not interested
in discussions of religion was thoroughly re
futed that night when approximately 2500
people attended the symposium. The entire
affair was on an extremely high plane and the
applause was rather evenly divided.

"Progress comes by sons differing from the
ways of their fathers," asserted Mr. Darrow in
his 30-minute address. He pooh-poohed the
idea of "natural theology" as merely "natural
nonsense," and contended that such concepts
as God, the soul, free will and immortality
cannot be proved and therefore should be
doubted.
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"Believers say it is a sin to doubt," he con·
tinued. "Well, religion is full of language. I
neither believe nor disbelieve some of' these
things. I am a disbeliever in immortality and
its absurdities. The burden of proof is on the
affirmative.

"Maybe I am too modest. I admit that I
don't know. Man cannot understand first
-causes. If you have to go to hell because you
refuse to guess, then I'm willing to go."

Four other forums followed Indianapolis
Canton, Akron, Dayton and Springfield, Ohio.
Another prohibition debate was held with Mr.
Darrow and Dr. Wilson pitted against each
other at Detroit.

Everywhere the old warrior's heart was
warmed by ovations. Admiring friends and
curious foes joined in tributes to his intellect
and were quick to applaud those distinctly
human qualities that have made him a beloved
figure throughout the world.

Having traveled with Mr. Darrow in north,
south, east and west, it strikes me that he is
best understood and therefore most appre
ciated in the metropolitan east.

Certainly, Clarence Darrow has enemies.
Who is there, worth while, who hasn't? But
surely these same enemies must admire his
frank sincerity, his greatness of heart and
mind, and his utter abhorrence of hypocrisy.

Next to his human qualities, I would place
piercing discernment as Clarence, Darrow's
outstanding characteristic. If I had to attempt
a He with someone, Clarence Darrow, on the
basis of the recent census, would be the 123,-
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OOO,OOOth man selected as the victim. To him,
human nature is an open book.

Where is there another man so loved and
idolized as Clarence Darrow? His career has
been followed by thousands and tens of thou
sands of the weak and the poor and the help
less who wish for him many more years of
happy usefulness.

For 53 years Clarence Darrow has served his
fellowmen in courts of law. He has never had
to look for clients. They have come to him.
He has represented the strong and the weak,
but never the strong against the weak. Under
the traditions of his profession and under the
feelings of his heart, he has put himself in the
place of every client that he has served. He
has bared his breast to the hostility of the
world to serve them.

Recalling the climax of Mr. Darrow's notable
address in his own defense, to the Los Angeles
jury that exonerated him of a charge of brib
ery in connection with the McNamara cases:

"I have lived with men and worked with
them. I have been their idol and I have been
,cast down and trampled beneath their feet. I
have stood on the pinnacle and I have heard
the cheering mob sound my praises; and I have
gone down to the depths of the valley, where
I have heard them hiss my name-this same
mob...•

"No man is judged rightly by his fellowmen.
Some look upon him as an idol, and forget that
his feet are clay, as are the feet of every man:
others look upon him as a devil and can see no
good in him at all. Neither is true. I have
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known this, and have tried to follow my con
science and my duty the best I could, and to
do it faithfully. I have taken the cards as
they camil; I have played the best I could; I
have tried to play them honestly, manfully,
doing for myselJ' and for my fellows the best
I could, and I will play the game to the end,
whatever that end may be."
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JACK WINSETT-WRANGLER OF SOULS

Harold Preece

There are evangelists and evangelists: con
verted-infidel evangelists, ex-convict evangel
ists, and last andnoisest, cowboy evangelists.
The raucous B. B. Crim is the forerunner in the
latter field of rabble rousing, and in his steps,
a score of other vaqueros have forsaken the
rounding up of steers for the more lucrative
occupation of rounding up sinners. Jack Win
sett, punching cattle on the Devil's River of
Southwest Texas, heard the call of the Lord,
and, surrendering a promising' future as a
ranch foreman, left the devil's domain to go
out into the highways and byways in quest
of the lost.

Not that Winsett seems to have suffered
either physically or financially as a result of
taking up the Cross. A well-fed individual in
his early forties, weighing nearly two hundred
pounds, and wearing good, if unmatched clothes,
the reverend cowhand presents a picture of
prosperity not displayed by the yokels who
nightly gape at his hell-raising rantings and
ridiculous hyperboles. If Brother Winsett feels
that he is not getting enough money or pro
visions, he jocularly but firmly reminds his
congregation and insists that they come across.
A young woman who accompanied me to his
service spoke of him as "an amiable old pirate."

As a matter of fact, (lne of the numerous
signs which adorn his tent frankly displays



CLARENCE DARROW~

that tradiMonal emblem of piracy, the Skull
and Cross Bones, the real import of the puc
caneer symbol being disgui8ed by the accom
panying words, "THE WAGES OF SIN IS
DEATH." A sardonic person would say, "But
the wages of evangelism is graft." Other signs
hear such admonitions as "HELL WITHOUT
CHRiST, HlliAVElN WITH CHRIST, Mlli FOR
CHRIST, CnRlST FOR ME," and "WHERE
WILL 'YOU S:PlliND ElTERNITY?" To further
accentuate the emotional settings of the evan
gelical theater, a cheese cloth cross in front of
the platIorm stretches out its three arms to
recalclti'ant sinners.

The first act in the show, after the four girl
tliahists have banged out a prelude and a few
hymns haVe been sung, is an animated and

- allegedly humorous dialogue between Winsett
and the pastor of the local church under whose
auspices the revival is being held. This is
done in order to get the crowd in good humor
for the collection, Which follows immediately.
The l)astor of the Hyde Park Baptist Church
at Austin, Texas, is named Bugg; and Winsett
delighted in inventing puns upon his colleague's
cognomen. Stepping on an insect on the plat
form, he Would exclaim,"Look here, Bugg, I
Wish you'd keep your family off this here plat
ftWID. t like Buggs, but I don't like them
craWling Ul) my socks and around my neck."
Upon another -occasion, he asked Bugg what
surt of cow the latter possessed. The pastor
re1>lied that he had a great big one. "I thought
you had a red-headed one," Winsett retorted.

Occasionally, the procedure is varied by hav-
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:lng a series of testimonies precede the evening
horseplay. One night Winsett asked for all
those whose prayers had been answered to arise
and cite their experiences. A gaunt, lanky
woman from the Austin hills arose and told
how she had prayed away a forest fire that had
threatened her home. Another, a poor half·
insane creature who lives near me, recited that
she had been unable to walk to services, but,
through prayer, had been given the necessary
strength and endurance. One would think that,
since God is so obliging, she could just as
easily have prayed for a car and chauffeur to
transport her to the tepee of Jehovah. Fol·
lowing, an anemic-looking youth of twenty or
80 testified that the doctors had given him up,
but that he had been restored to health by the
power of God, praise His holy name!

After these heartening testimonies, the cow·
boy evangelist prayed that we might forsake
our conventions of thought and custom and be
"a peculiar people, holy unto the Lord our
God." Why should it be necessary for Baptists
to pray that they should be peculiar? There is
no danger of the immersionists ever becoming
civilized so long as they have the Winsetts and
Norrises to keep them on the straight and nar·
row path. While not all Baptists are straight,
it is obvious that aU Baptists are narrow.

The main element of Brother Winsett's plea
is the imminent second coming of Christ. Sin
ners had better get saved now, church people
had better get busy and garner in the sheaves
before the Master of the Harvest puts in his
triumphal appearance. "You young fellers
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know how your girls like to see you when theY
are dressed up and expecting you," he recounts,
spitting copiously. "If all of us knew when the
Lord Jesus Christ is coming, we would not be
engaging in such cussedness, but would be fix
ing up ourselves to meet him. Are you going
to meet that dear, blessed, crucified Savior in
the rohe of righteousness or the cloak of cor
ruption ?"

By this time, the flayer of Satan has divested
himself of coat, collar, tie. and spectacles, and
is laying on in earnest. "I'll tell you, brethren,
that the Bolsheviks, Fascists, Catholics, Moham
medans, Confucianists, and Buddhists are going
to unite under the banner of Anti-Christ to

- overthrow Christianity and the Christian vir
tues of sobriety, honesty and decency. The Four
Horsemen will be seen winging their pestilent
way over this here beautiful, yet damnably cor
rupt, city of Austin. I tell you that I would
rather be dead in them last days than be an
unsaved man, a soldier in the legions of Anti-
Christ." ,

Naturally, Brother Winsett has the usual
stock of hair-raising evangelistic stories, one of
which he recounts out of his own experience
with great gusto.

"When I was a kid on the r·anch, my dad
give me a fine colt to take care of. As I was
trying to catch him, one day, he butted his head
into the corral fence and it killed him. There
was that colt between me and Dad, and I hid
out from him all day. My mother stepped in
and saved me from the wrath of Dad. Oh, my
unsaved brother and sister, Christ, like a
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mother, has stepped in and saved us from the
w.rath of the Divine Daddy whose spurs are
jingling in the distance. There is a dead colt
between you and G'od. Won't you let Christ
remove the colt?"

Brother Winsett, as befits a gentleman of
the cloth, has no tolerance for unbelief or
heresy. In a sermon entitled "The Worst Man
in Austin," the person named being any un
saved man, he excoriated heresy:

"I would rather be a murderer, rapist, or
highway robber, walking your streets, than an
unbeliever who spits on Christ hanging on the
Cross. I tell you unbelief is at the bottom of
every crime. If I was building a pyramid of
crime, I would have unbelief for its base. If
we could root out unbelief, we would root out
crime. Where would we have been without
churches? Where would we have been without
revival meetings? I have examined the dying
statements of seventy-five leading infidels, and
they all passed away clamoring for Christ.
When Bob Ingersoll lay on his death-bed, he
called for his sweet little Methodist wife and
groaned, 'I called Jesus Christ an impostor
but I need him now.' My friends, it was too
late for that not.orious defiler of the Scriptures
to find God." (It will be recalled by readers of
The Debunker that Mrs. Ingersoll was re
sponsible for t.he repudiation of the story re
garding her husband's recantation.)

"When I was a boy," Winsett childishly prat
tled, "I saw an unbeliever die. His eyes were
like moons (at the same time dilating his own
orbs) and glassy they grew. His hands clawed



38 CLARENCE DARROW-

at the covers, and he flopped around in bed
like a rooster with his head chopped off. When
the preacher, who was trying to console him,
went out, he winked at me as if to say, 'No
use trying to do anything for that bird.'

"I'm ready to debate any of your modernist
professors in any of your rotten Universities of
Texas on the infallibility and authority of the
Bible and the near coming of the Lord. Satan
was the first modernist, and he led that gang
back in the Garden of Eden astray because
they had no mother to guide them. 0, men,
tonight, are you going to follow that old saint·
ed, gray·haired mother into Heaven, or that old
wily red·faced devil into Hell?

"If you don't get saved, tonight, I hope that
your car will chug 'ju- ju- judgment' as you go
home; that, as you go into the darkness of your
room, you will hear a black vulture croak
judgment; that in the morning, you will see
the word 'judgment' in the groun<}s of your
coffee; and that as you go out in the streets
you will see 'judgment' staring at you from ev
erywhere." Luckily, there is a hospital for the
insane at Austin in case that any of the city's
residents should become thus obsessed with
"judgment." •

"But," he conclUded, "if any man continues
to reject Christ, let the old fool go to Hell.
Better get saved now while there is time,
Brother."

The material progress of mankind since the
beginning of the Christian era is viewed by
Brother Winsett as final proof of man's in·
herent depravity and "the near coming of the
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Lord." He cites Mother Shipton's famous
prophesy of the fifteenth century to show that
the automobile, the radio, and the airplane were
predicted long since as harbingers of misery
and misconduct.

"Every time an automobile wheel turns,"
lustily declares Brother Winsett, "it heralds
the coming of Christ. My father never saw an
airplane, a radio, or an automobile. We waS
just lione'l!;t-to-God Texas folk$."

Any ass, including a Baptist preacher, should
not expect the world to remain stationary.
Certainly the complex, modern world is not the
ancient, pastoral world of Judea. What of it?
Neither have we become depraved as a result
of mechanical invention$ and improvements.
Rather have we become more comfortable, more
genuinely civilized, more able to render assist.
ance to our less fortunate fellows as a result
of the inventions which Brother Winsett con
demns. Have we degenerated because of am·
bUlances, surgical instruments, electric lights,
frigidaires, and. bathtubs? This arrant non·
sense of condemning everything modern is a
confirmed practice of the church.

Besides, the brother is not consistent in his
denunciation of mechanical science. He rides
in an automobile which, he prOUdly boasts,
makes seventy-five miles an hour. He often
preaches over the radio, broadcasting his plati.
tudes along with collegiate jazz, and depart..
mental store advertising. He crosses the con"
tinent on luxurious limited trains, sleeping in
comfortable berths. The. interior of his tent is
brilliantly lighted by electricity. Were he con·
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sistent with his preaching, he would dress in
goat-skins and rove over the country on foot
proclaiming his Gospel. As it is, he serves
God in theory and Satan in practice.

An ecclesiastic so contemptuous of science
could hardly be expected to respect education.
In blistering terms, he anathematizes "bug
ology," "hiology," and "ciology," whatever
studies those esoteric terms may denote. "Jesus
Christ never had but one text, this"good old
book," he shouts, holding up the Bible and
pounding it vigorously. (Brother Winsett
seems not to be aware that the Bible, as we
know it, did not exist during the purported

_time of Christ.) "The modernist, infidel preach
ers say that I don't know literature. That was
Christ's great fault, too. (Chorus of amens.)
He didn't know literature; I aim to follow.
Besides, whenever a big dog comes to town, all
the little dogs start barking at him." In illus
tratiOll, ·Winsett leaps upon the piano, assumes
a squatting position, and gives a long, pro
longed howl.

The tenets of the Bible and the Baptist
Church are, therefore, Brother Winsett's cri
terions of culture and conduct. During the
early part of his Austin revival, Texas was in
the midst of a heated political campaign. The
various political gatherings and speakings dis
tracted from the revival attendance, much to
the evangelist's chagrin. "Texas needs the
Baptist Church," he bellowed in a Bashan tone,
"far more than 1t needs a government. If the
people would come to church and pray, they
would vote right without going to all these
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here speeches." In other words, if the people
would attend church and let the preachers dic
tate their actions, both God and Country, and,
incidentally the preachers, would be safe.
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FRIAR FIZZLES DEVIL DRUBBING IN
DECATUR

Booth Mooney

Quite a number of years ago-in 1923, to be
exact-an evangelistic preacher came into De
catur, Texas, and held a revival meeting. Such
a meeting! Over two hundred souls were
snatched from the clutches of the devil. More
than double this number of Christians were
"reconsecrated." Sinners quaked in their boots
and avoided the preacher.

This man went after the devil. He gave no
- quarter to poor, harassed Satan. He even re

joiced inordinately when he beat the Keeper
of Hades out of a few puny souls. At that time
of my life I was paying very little attention to
devil-drubbers. but those who should know tell
me this man was the chief of them all.

His name was H. H. (Pat) Friar.
And in July, 1930, seven years after, he re

turned.
The first intimation I had of his presence

was when he came stalking into the office of
the newspaper which I honor by my services.
(How preachers do love newspapers!) He was
of average height, dressed in an old and baggy
brown suit and a shirt that would have looked
quite in its place in a laundry.

His head was bare. That is, he not only
wore no hat, but had very little hair. Such as
there was grew around the sides, forming a
fringe around the sides of his head. It reo
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sembled nothing so much as a large cabbage
head with the outer leaves turned up by some
exploring hand. As he stood talking to me
both hands w~t to his, head and he scratched
vigorously at the edge of hair. I wondered
irrelevantlY about holy dandruff. . • •

His speech was ungrammatical and unceas
ing, issuing in a rasping voice partially from
a small mouth and particularly from a huge
nose. He let me know who he was, what he
wanted, his liurpose in coming to Decatur an.d
various other details about which I cared not
an iota.

But since I had to give the old boy a write-up,
I thought I would ask a few questions.

"How long do you expect to be in Decatur?"
I inquired politely.

He looked at me askance. "Young feller,
haven't you ever heard how Pat Friar does
things?" he asked in such a heartrending tone
of voice that I thought he was about to burst
into tears. "I'll tell you how long I'm going
to stay. I'll be right here in this town of yours
till the devil's tail-light goes over the hill!"

I stared at him incredulously. He was se·
rious. He never batted an eye. He never
smiled. He was very much in earnest.

Well, it was none of my business. Making
a mental note to put a real estate dealer on his
trail to sell him a house, I welcomed him to our
midst in a manner that would have done credit
to the secretary of the chamber of commerce.

That was all right, but he wanted some
publicity in the paper. He gave me the low
down on things. He was going to preach at the
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Fundamentalist tabernacle. He was going to
be assisted by a Mr. Brown, who played a "great
golden Gothic multi-stringed harp which went
well with the strange, siren voice of the singer."
(Don't laugh; that's the way I wrote it up for
the paper.) He was, as he said, going to re
main in Decatur indefinitely - "probably
through the winter," he said. And he wished
it understood that, though the meeting was to
be conducted in the Fundamentalist hangout, it
was in no sense a Fundamentalist meeting. It
was for all the people, no matter whether they
,belonged to any church or not.

He stressed this last very strongly. I sup
pose he knew that the Fundamentalists were

- very unpopular with the First Baptist church
members and pastor-and he wanted them all
to come to his meeting. Only he said it wali
the Lord's meeting.

Sitting there, taking notes for the long-wind
ed article I wrote for the edification of the
Main Streetites, I resolved that I would do
the man the honor of attending his meeting
and possibly give him more free publicity, of a
kind he probably would not appreciate, in the
magazine of the debunking fraternity.

'I did attend. For three nights in a row. And
at the end of that time I regretfully concluded
that there was nothing here that would interest
readers of The Debunker. For Friar was so
amazingly unoriginal and so absolutely inco
herent that I feared it would be' impossible to
write an interesting article about him.

The only thing he did was to "cuss out" eV
erything and everybody in Decatur. "I ain't
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afraid to say what I think," he would shout as
he strode somewhat wildly back and forth on
the platfO'I'm. "I'm tellin' you how things are.
Your town is rotten. 'The people are rotten.
The churches are rotten."

His audience naturally concluded that he was
talking about everybody but themselves. Some
of them enjoyed it. Some did not.

Then, because of a special show that was
coming to the local motion picture theater,
Friar began a fresh campaign-against picture
shows. He ripped the owner and patrons of
t1:Ie show up one side and down the other. He
poured a flood of invective upon them. He de
scribed them as already in the clutches of the
devil.

The people became more interested, though
still practically none but good, true Funda
mentalists attended., Then came something that
furnished material of which to talk for wef'ks
and started a temporary flood of attendance
to the meeting.

Every day Friar would make several rounds
of the little square in Decatur, scratching his
fringe of hair, muttering to himself and occa
sionally stopping in the middle of the street to
jot down something in a little notebook-ma
terial for diatribes at the devil and the devil's
angels, I presume.

One day on one of these rounds he came face
to face with the manager of the motion picture
theater. Friar stopped immediately in front of
him and said, "You own the picture show here,
don't you?"

"Yes, I do,'! returned the manager. He had
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heard of the evangelistic fight Friar was mak
ing on his business.

"Well, I just want to say," said Friar, "that
I think a man who runs a picture show is lower
than a snake."

The manager of the show was a captain in
the Spanish-American war. He is a big fellow
physically and one whose courage has never
been questioned. In such a case there was, of
course, only one thing to do.

He did it. There on the busiest corner of
the not-so-busy town, "Fightin' Pat" Friar and
Captain Ed Blythe engaged in physical com
bat. It lasted possibly two minutes. The sheriff
spoiled the fun of the assembled Decaturites
by pulling the insulted captain up off the still

- belligerent preacher.
Friar was quite naturally badly whipped.

'Not, I dare say, as badly as he would have been
in a few more minutes. He paid his fine at
once and announced a street meeting to take
place right then on the same corner.

I missed the fight. but, informed immediate
ly after it occurred, I was in on the street
meeting. It was a laughable affair. Most of
the crowd were against Friar. They jeered and
laughed as he spoke.

"Didn't you say Cap'n Blythe was lower than
a snake?" sang out one unsympathetic listener.

Friar stopped his denunciation of all motion
picture men in general. 'He scratched that
edge of ldnky, brown hair and regarded his
questioner with a look of infinite scorn. "Why,
I don't know," he said. "I don't remember. I
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don't think I did. I'Itt s111'e I didn't. I could
ne'iter slander a poor snake that way:'

Part of the crowd roared at this sally. Others
directed sour looks toward the swaggering
preacher. But he went on talking, wellt on
swaggering. He evidently considered it a great
honor to have been in a fight for the "Lord's
cause," even though he came off a very ptror
s€cond best.

"I"nysically I'm not much of a fightel'," blat
ted the devil baiter. "I don't believe in physical
fighting. I never get into a fight if I can keep
(rom it. But there are times When one cannot
be avoided, and when a fight is forced on rne
I'm always willing to do what I can. I think
YOU'll find Christ did the same way."

He stopped to do his little head-scratching
act. Then he threw both arms upward. "1'he
fight is just beginning," he yelled at the top of
his voice. "The fight is just begInning! 1 mean
the fight on sin and the devil. It's just started.
Be at the Fundamentalist tabernacle tonight,
and you'll see how 'Fightin' Pat' F'rial' con·
ducts a fight. Be there, my friends, whether
01" not you are in sympathy with me and what
I preach. I can tell yon, saint 01' lfinnElI', sonte
thing that will interest you. Corne di)\vn eo
night and tomorrow night and the npxt nil'!;l1t
and every night, and yOU'll soo how Pat F11ar
fights the devil with the Word of dod!"

They did go down. Lots of them. And they
told their friends. And their friends must hltve
told their friends. For that night the taber·
nacle of the Fundamentalist Baptist church was
full and then sorne. Many sat in the windOWS,
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effectively cutting off any air that might other
wise have· strayed into the hot and crowded
bUilding.

I was among those present. Visions of a
debunking article anent this old gentleman
were again floating through my head. I sat on
the front seat, seemingly the hottest one in
t~e building.

Friar did not disappoint the crowd. Without
singing, without his customary long-drawn-out
prayer, even omitting the harp-twanging and
yelling "singing" of his companion, he launched
at once into a torrent of personalities. He
flayed the antagonistic Captain Blythe. He
flayed the people who attended the theater.
He flayed the church members of Decatur
who were not there to hear him preach. lie

- flayed the pastors of the Decatur church!?s for
allowing their members to attend motion pic
ture shows, play bridge and dance.

In fact, he put his stamp of disapproval on
anything and everything except Pat Friar and
Jesus Christ. Lord, what a kick he got out of
it. Back and forth he strode on_ the platform,
waving his hands and shouting, occasionally
stepping down from the platform and wander
ing aimlessly through the crowd, his voice
going at full blast all the time, with a "horse
laugh" now and then being brayed forth
through his enormous nose.

As for what he said, that matters little. It
was all very bitter personal stuff. He repeated
what he had said about his not being a fighter,
but always fighting when it was forced on him.
He condemned Blythe again and again as well
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as all who attended "his hellish show." He
called upon God to note well those who went
into the theater and to remember them on the
day of judgment. He told of the boy bandits, the
girl flappers, the robbers and the prostitutes
thafhad been' made by the picture show's damn
able influence.

Oh, a most glorious bunk-fest it was. And
Friar took it so seriously, so obviously belif'ved
every word he was mouthing. I am sure that
he has not the slightest doubt that all motion
picture goers will awaken some fine morning
to find thf'mselves in hell-"and that's where
they belong. Do you think they would enjoy
themselves in heaven with Jesus Christ, with
their minds filled with the filthy, obscene stuff
that they see in the moving picture shows?
No, sir! They would be miserable there, and
they'll be ten million times more miserable in
hell. But they're supposed to be in hell, and
that's where they'll be, too, mark my words."

Over half of his audience was composed of
the faithful and fanatic Fundamentalists. Less
than half of these were in sympathy with the,
rabid views expressed by "Fightin' Pat." The
others were themselves more or less regular at
tendants of the theater (even Fundamenta1ists
are not as white as they are painted), and these,
with the remainder of the audience, turned a
deaf ear and a smile toward the ranting ev:}n
gelist that shrieked and gibbered at them.

Friar noticed the rather supercilious and
mocking smiles on the faces of some of these,
and it irritated him to the superlative degree.
"I see some of you youngsters smirkin' and
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laughin' at what I am saying," he bellowed.
"But let me tell you something." He stopped
in what I supposed was a dramatic pause and
then doubled up both fists and held them out
toward the audience. "Some day you'll be
laughin' on the other side of your face. Some
day you'll wake up in hell and you'll think
about the time you laughed at Pat Friar. You'll
be sorry then, but it'll be too late, too late to
be sorry. You'll have all eternity to regret it
in, but regrets won't do you no good. You'd
better listen while you have the chance."

He raved on and on for some time. But his
audience was not sympathetic. He could sense
their attitude. And all at once the reaction set
in. It struck him as he was in the midst of
what was designed to be a heartrending appeal.

- He let his arms fall to his sides, his eyelids
drooped wearily, and suddenly he was just a
frail little old man, looking and perhaps feel
ing rather ridiculous.

"Let us have a song," he said tiredly._ As
the congregation sang he stood with closed
eyes, his frame relaxed. When they had fin
ished, "We will now have the evening offer
ing.;' he suggested.

For some reason the regular plate.passers
hesitated. They did not as usual come for
ward, eagerly snatch their pie.pans and rush
through the audience in quest of nickels and
dimes. "Well," snapped Friar impatiently,
"drag around and get it-what there is!"

There wasn't much. His audience obviously
did not think that Friar's "sermon" had been
worth much in cold cash. When the plates
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were brought back Friar eyed them without!
eagerness.

"Services dismissed!" he announced curtly,
and stalked out of the tabernacle and up two
block to his hotel.

I stayed around a while after he had gone.
There was much comment, most of it amused,
some of it sympathetic. That was it. All but
half a dozen or so-the most rabid and fanatic
of the audience-were either amused or merely
sympathetic. "He probably used to be a good
preacher," they would say and shake their
heads regretfully, "but now-" and they would
stop as though it were better to leave their
opinions unspoken.

Between them the frankly amused and the
sorrowfully sympathetic members of the Fun
damentalist church agreed that perhaps it
would be best if they withdrew the use of their
tabernacle from Brother Friar. "We can tell
him that his meeting is interfering with' our
own services," suggested Pastor Hickey. "And
of course," he added, seemingly as an after
thought, "it is;"

A committee was appointed to inform Friar
of their decision. He took it standing up, evi
dently having regained some of his spirit be
tween the night and the next day. He imme
diately made arrangements to have a tent placed
on a vacant lot half a block from the public
square.

"That's a better location anyway," the Funda
mentalists informed their consciences. But they
did not go to the "better location." Hardly
anyone went. I dropped in one night, and
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there were no more than two dozen scattered
about on the benches borrowed from the Fun
damentalist church. These few sat listlessly,
gazing with dull eyes at the antics of the old
man in front of them.

He knew there was something wrong. The
attendance showed it. The collections showed
it. On this night he solemnly informed the
handful present that the lack of interest was
killing him. "If my preaching is not up to my
usual standard," he said, "it is because I am
broken-hearted. The Decatur people are sleep
ing; 'The church members are sleeping. The
pastors are sleeping. But, brother, the devil
is not sleeping. He never sleeps. He is stalk
Ing through this town right now. He is awake.
He is snaring souls into hell at this minute."

But even this momentary rage did not shake
off tIle spiritlessness that had gripped him.

The next day he left town, telling the faith
ful that he would be back within three days.
That >,evas two weeks ago. He has not yet reo
turned. nor has any word been received as to
his '.vhereabouts.

A"d in the meantime the devil walks boldly
in Def<atur. gloating over his victory over the
Fighting Fundamentalist, Pat Friar.
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THE HOLY ROLLERS AT BAT

Booth Mooney

There are three separate and distinct church
bodies in Decatur. Two are large and one is
small. The oldest of these is the body com
posed of the First Baptist and the First Meth
odist churches. There is no enmity between
these in. Decatur, Texas. No. Christian spirit
of brotherhood and all that sort of thing.

The members of these two churches are for
the most part people who live in Decatur. Busi
ness men successful in a small town way, their
plump and energetic wives, college students
and politicians-these are the classes that com
pose the membership of the two "first"
churches.

Then there is the Fundamentalist Baptist
church, which certainly cannot be altogether
strange to consistent readers of The Debunker.
It has a large membership list. It is not as
large as either that of the First Baptist or the
First Methodist, but it does have a larger at
tendance than either of those holy bodies.

The membership of the Fundamentalist
church has been analyzed before. It is com
posed almost altogether of farmers, their wives
and their children. Members are allowed to
chew tobacco and expectorate through the win
dows of the tabernacle if they so desire. (Many
of them· do so desire.)

The Methodist and Baptist churches compose
the religious aristocracy of the town. The
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Fundamentalist church stands for democracy.
And the third group?
It is small-very sma1l, for it is only the

most fanatical of the good Lord's fanatical that
attend it. It is only the most rabid, the nar
rowest, the most ignorant that find a roosting
place here. Its members are persons that find
€ven the code of the Fundamentalists too broad,
too liberal, too much given to things of this
world.

The Holy Rollers, more sedately termed Pen
tecostals, do not even have regular services in
Decatur, as there are not enough members to
support them. But they have been conducting
a revival meeting here, and that is where I se
cured the material for this article.

Their God-blessed activities were held in a
tent, a very small tent, with holes in the top
and with no side walls. The benches Were
borrowed and few. But at that they had more
than they needed.

Sister Frazier is the leading Pentecostal in
Decatur. She is the" only woman preacher here.
So she conducted the meeting quite as a mat·
ter of course. .

She is huge with an unhealthy largeness.
She gives the impression of being bloated, un
wholesome. She is awkward and uncouth, and
was at her worst when she leaned, with an as
sumption of ease, against the frail, homemade
table that served as a pulpit.

Her dress and head-band of white only ac"
centuated the ridiculousness of the figure she
made. I suppose the white was for purity.
And,certainly a woman who looks as she does
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must be pure; she could be nothing else.
Her voice is the loudest I have ever heard

in the possession of a member of the feminine
sex. It is at once husky, rasping, brawling.
If one listens to it for long, one's spine begins
to quiver and one gets nervous and fidgety.
It is a very unpleasant voice.

Singing preceded Sister Frazier's part in the
services. A small choir of half a dozen women,
some children and one man, the sister's hus
band, also huge and bloated, sang the old songs
badly.

Following the singing, Sister Frazier ad
vanced to the front, and, leaning heavily upon
the pulpit, gave out the following statement:
"Some people say a woman hasn't got any
right to preach. I don't think anybody has
got a right to preach. But I do think that
everybody .has got a right, and a duty, to let
the Lord speak through them if He so wishes.
That's the way I am. I am an angel sent by
the Lord. I have a work to do here that I
must do because it is the Lord's will, and the
Lord's will must be done. Praise the Lord.
When my word here is done and finished, I will
be caught up in a flaming chariot and carried
to the home of my Master in the Golden CitT.
Let us pray."

She did pray. Loudly and lengthily. She
called upon the Lord with gusto and made huge,
weaving motions with her large red hands.
After the first five minutes I heard an under·
tone that she did not make. I sat up with a
start, jerking my head from its piously bowed
position.
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Tongues! Yes, of course, that's what it was.
I had forgotten for the moment that Holy
Rollers were tongue-babblers. I sat and lis
tened, but the message was obviously designed
for God alone, for it bore no meaning to my be
fuddled mind.

Others chimed in and ungodly-or were they
godly?-sounds arose. But Sister Frazier's bull
like voice dominated; it could be heard over all
as she besought her God. It was the longest
prayer I ever sat through.

Then, after another song, she called upon the
saved saints to testify. One brother, his
whiskers stained with tobacco, got to his feet
and talked for fully fifteen minutes. He stated
that he had not sinned for thirty-seven years.

- "I have been living with God, talking with
Him, keeping- His commandments. I am of the
blessed. I know I shall see God."

'rhe preacher's husband said a few words in
a voice even worse than her own, and then pro
ceedings stopped while Sister Frazier stormed
and raved for the godly to tell of their expe
riences. "If you're saved you ain't doing right
if you don't tell sinners about it-about the
peace in your heart, about the joy of knowing
and walking and talking with God! It ain't
right to leave them to die in their sin and go
to hell and be tormented forever. You ain't
doing your duty as a Christian."

Evidently moved by this harangue, the
pianist got to his feet and, in an effeminate
voice, told of the joy that was in him. I won·
dered just exactly what caused it.

And, despite all the ranting of th.e lady, no



"EVANGELIST" OF SANE THINKING 6'1

more would testify. She was peeved. "I'm
just hoping and praying that some of the saved
people get religion in this meeting," she yawped
rather unoriginally.

Her sermon was short-but not to the point.
To be truthful, if the thing had a point at all
I never discovered it. It was rambling, incon
clusive, incoherent. Seemingly the only thing
she was sure of was that God sent her to -Save
the world from sin and she knew exactly how
to go about it.

But she didn't. For there were no converts.
If there were any sinners present besides my
self, they kept it a secret, for I saw many h~ads

nod when the fat lady preacher sent her fat
husband through the audience asking, "Are
you a Christian?"

When she finished and no one had come, she
told the choir to sing a song. As the song was
rendered (why must a religious song always be
rendered), she stood with her eyes closed, prob
ably asking God why the devil he didn't help
her save some poor sinner.

When the song was finished she opened her
muddy eyes and said suddenly, "No more sing
ing. No more prayer out loud. Just holy si
lence." She closed her eyes for a moment and
I tried to feature her being holily silent. "And
in the silence if any man or woman or boy or
girl wants to come forward and give up a life of
sin and come to Jesus and trust God, praise
His Holy Name, let them come without begging
or singing or pleading. Come to God!" And
the lady stood with both hands raised theatric-
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ally toward the moth-eaten top of the tent and
waited.

But no one came. I think the trouble lay in
the fact that all present, with the possible ex
ception of myself, were good true Christians,
~ost of them Holy Rollers. And if everybody
is already converted, what is a good, stout,
loud-voiced female Pentecostal preacher to do?

What? Why, announce a prayer meeting for
the next afternoon.

I did not attend.
I thought this article was finished.
But I have gone to another session of the

meeting since writing the first part of it, and
the meeting has grown better-or worse ac
cording to how one looks at such things.

This time some kind of visiting saint was
- present. Another female saint, also' huge

framed, also dresesd in white, also loud-voiced
was there to work for the Lord-also to take
up a private collection.

This lady, the revivalist announced, would
lead the evening's testimonial service. She did.
She talked first about herself, about her own
experience with God. Everything she said was
delivered at the top of her shrill voice, unpunc
tuated except by occasional bursts of the most
idiotic laughter I have ever heard, including
motion pictures starring Lon Chaney.

As I have said, the lady is, to put it mildly,
stout. She confesses to two hundred and thirty
pounds, and I believe she could add fifty with
out interfering with the truth. But that is not
the point.

The Lord made her fat. Yes. Three years
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ago, when she became converted, she had can
cer of the stomach and was nothing but skin
and bones. She saw God, heeded the call to
join the ministry and went forth to preach.
And she has gained in weight.

Also she had tuberculosis when she was con·
verted. One lung was completely gone to ruin
and the other was fast approaching the same
state. The doctors had told her she couldn't
live more than six months. But God saved her,
yoU bet. "And now I have two good lungs,
and you can hear them half a dozen blocks
away," she blatted, and, God help me, the con
gregation laughed.

She went on in this vein for several minutes.
But that laugh of hers! I wish I could describe
it to you, but I cannot. It was senseless. idi·
otic, insane, given at the most inappropriate
times. It was responsible for the only expres
sion that ever appeared on her face, and even
it was the vacant, blank, senseless laughter of
the unbalanced.

Then she called on others to testify, much
as the other sister had done on the other night.
I noticed that several of those Who gave testi
mony were the same ones who had told of
God's blessings before.

The visiting lady stood in front, interjecting
very frequent "Amens" and "Praise the Lords"
and "Glory Hallelujahs"-usually at the wrong
places. To illustrate what I mean: One poor
fellow was telling God all about it, humbling
and humiliating himself and said, "I once
thought I could be something big, but now I
see I am only a humble, insignificant thing."
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"Praise the Lord, amen!" shrilled the leader
of the testimonial service, and I could not sup
press a 'guffaw.

I really believe the woman actually did not
know just what she was saying. The blank
stare in her eyes, the atmost imbecility of her
pudgy countenance, the vacant shrillness of
her voice, the senselessness of her interjections
and comments-all these give rise to lively
suspicions. Undoubtedly she was never pos
sessed of much intelligence, and the driveling
religious bunk with which she became infected
overcame that small amount.

She fini~hed the testimonial service, and she
prayed to God in a loud voice, relapsing into
tongues near the close, and arose trying to look
glorified, but only succeeding in looking sillier

• than ever.
But, as stated in the beginning of this ar·

ticle, this religion is for the few. There were
no converts.
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A PURL OF GREAT PRICE

Harold Preece

The Honorable George Purl, a beefy and am
bitious Babbitt in his middle thirties,. repre
sents the City and County of Dallas in the
Texas State Senate. Since 1923, when he ap
peared as a member of the House, the Honor
able George has been a conspicuous and gar
rulous part of the Dallas COU'nty delegation.
His constant victories at the polls are attribut
able to his amazing agility in voicing and ex
ecuting the wishes of his smug, bourgeoisie con
stituency.

This proud wearer of the toga was born and
reared in Williamson County, just north of
Austin, the state capital. The Purls are old
residents of the county, Henry Purl, George's
father, having been one of its peace officers for
many years. Residents of Williamson County,
in a spirit of generous tolerance toward a
"home boy who has made good," still tell how
a deck of cards floated from George's pocket
into the water as he was being baptized. George
admits the story; and in his egoism, recounts
further of liis escapades to anyone who will
listen. He is also renowned as a narrator of
traveling i'lalesman stories.

In the course of events, the future senator
landed in the growing North Texas metropolis
of Dallas, and secured a position with Smith
Brothers, road contractors of a more or less
shady reputation. He retained his connection
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with Smith Brothers long after his election to
the State legislature; but his principal political
obligation is to the Ku Klux Klan, which elect
ed its entire ticket in Dallas County during the
campaign of 1922. His opponent was an elderly
gentleman of impeccable habits who declared
that George's name was not to be found in
either the Dallas city or telephone directory.
George retorted that his name was to be found
on the books of a certain restaurant keeper, and
that his creditor made the best chili in town.
The statesman's friends deny that he ever slept
in Dallas wagon yards and had to borrow train
fare to Austin.

It was not in George to conform to the legis.
lative adage that "new members should be seen

- and not heard." In his first and every suc
ceeding session since, George has had some
thing to say about everything. He was especial
ly vigilant in protecting the Ku Klux Klan
against any prohibitive or restraining legisla.
tion. He was also loud in his denunciation of
those Democrats who had supported George
Peddy, the independent, anti-Klan candidate
for the United States Senate against Earle
Mayfield, the regular party nominee. Mayfield
was supported by the Klan.

George is an enthusiastic member of the
American Legion, twin brother to the Ku Klux
Klan. Despite the close kinship of these two
organizations, George's double loyalty at one
time maneuvered him into an inconsistency,
Madame SChumann-Heink, idol of the Legion,
appeared in concert in Austin during the season
of 1925; and, although the singer is a native
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of Germany, the champion of the Hundred Per·
centers sponsored a resolution inviting her to
appear before the legislature. At the time of
Madame Schumann-Heink's appearance, the U.
lustrious "Ma" Ferguson was governor of Texas
and graced the platform with her presence.
"Ma" has never been considered an exemplar
of etiquette, and failed to rise from her seat
when Madame Schumann-Heink was presented
to her. The cultured solon from Dallas pri
vately expressed his indignation to several of
his fellow-members, declaring that the governor
had made him feel ashamed of Texas. It per
haps did not occur to him that others Texans
felt ashamed of their state because of certain
types who were elected to its lawmaking body.

Besides, George does not altogether practice
chivalry. Mrs. Edith Wilmans, of Dallas, made
her legislative debut at the same time as
George. A poor, neurotic woman obsessed with
reformist panaceas, her Klansman colleague
fairly bedeviled the life out of her on the floor
of the House. Mrs. Wilmans wanted a Court
of Domestic Relations for Dallas County;
George insinuated. that she had better learn to
manage'her own domestic relations in view of
the fact that she was a divorcee. After that,
a perpetual flood of recrimination started, the
two exchanging insults on the floor whenever
the opportunity presented itself. Purl could
have stopped the childish row by gallantly ig
noring Mrs. Wilmans, but that would have
been asking him to step out of the limelight.

Although George is a dry politically, he lives
up to the legislative tradition of being a wet
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personally. It is whispered that he makes his
strongest prohibition speeches after having im
bibed freely. At any rate, he is always able to
tell the other statesmen where good liquor may
be procured in Austin, not a hard undertaking
'lfter one has become familiar with the city.

Hell-Roaring Tom Love, who has represented
Dallas County in the State Senate for the past
four years, was an unsuccessful candidate. for
governor in the last primary election. His dis
carded toga fell upon the shoulders of the
egregious George. The latter celebrated his
victory by taking a ride in a wheelbarrow down
the main street of Galveston, propelled by his.
colleague, Senator Walter Woodul, of Houston,
the loser in an election bet between the two.
, Senator Purl is still young; his political ca·

reer may be said to have just begun. The bal
ance of power in Texas has shifted from the
rural to the urban sections. Some of these
days, an incoming governor of Texas may be
trundled up Congress Avenue, in a wheelbar
row, to the state capitol and there administered
the oath of office. The vast majority of Texas
citIzens-and certainly the ambitious George
would see nothing amiss in such a spectacle.
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