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At various times there arises
someextraordinary popular sorcerer
to exploit the people inone or all of
such potentially profitable fields as
religion. polities and. of course, medi-
cine. Suchaman was John R Brinkley,
of Kansus, Texas and Arkansas. medi-
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gave up their virility for his patients,
netting  the  doctor twelve  million
dollars. IIe owned the most powerful
radio station in North America, and
had his own busy hospital. He was a
guest at the White ITouse, a thirty-
sccond-degree Mason, and the owner
of avast Heet of Cadillaes. three vachts.
and a palatial Texas estate. But, ot
course, all his life, the Taw was just
around the corner. In the end, the
AMA. the U.S. Post Office. the State
Departinent, and the FCC proved too
much for him. IIe died. the finest
Hower of UL S, medical guackery, i
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Dr. John R. Brinkley was, as one judge remarked, “on the
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powered promotion, the nature of his reputation, have been fre-
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City Star; Nyle H. Miller, Secretary, Kansas State Historical So-
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Standard-Times; Mrs. Imogene Whittington, Periodical Depart-
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gave generously of their time and recalled many episodes in Dr.
Brinkley’s career. I acknowledge, too, a general debt to their writ-
ings which have illuminated the whole field of charlatanry in our
time.

I am deeply grateful to all of the following for courtesies of
various sorts, including widely varying estimates of Dr. Brinkley.
All interpretations and mistakes are to be laid at the author’s
door. If any name should appear here and does not, the omission
is due to a clerical error, but not to ingratitude: Professor Robert
J. Allen, Joseph R. Ator, Mrs. Thomas H. Bowles, Mrs. Katherine
Brandenberg, Lowell R. Brown, Dr. James G. Burrow, Mrs.
Maude S. Carlson, Gay Carson, Mrs. Albert Russel Cauthorn,
Evans Clark, W. G. Clugston, Joseph Corse, Mrs. Cora Cottle,
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ney M. Kaye, Mrs. Bella C. Landauer, Bob Landry, Frank A.
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G. Vail, Orthon Velez, Edward C. Verbeke, Willis Kingsley Wing
and his staff, Mrs. Herman Wolf and Professor James Harvey
Young. Last in sequence, because first in importance, I acknowl-
edge the infinite variety of my wife’s assistance. She carried on
a substantial part of the background research into the topic of
rejuvenation, gave good counsel on problems of structure and
text, believed in the book and typed the greater part of the final
manuscript.
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Doctor Brinkley



“The subject of rejuvenation has a long, insane history.” o

MARTIN GARDNER, “In the Name of Science.”” New York: 1952 (]
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One Born
Every
Hour

7% Our generous support of odd-ball therapists, one-idea
men, crackpots and out-and-out medical hucksters is one of the
wonders of American life. The United States has long been a
land overflowing with milk and honey for queer medical theories,
faith healers, any man with a contraption of coils and dials—and
the gifts of the midway barker. By the time that John R. Brink-
ley, in 1917, hit upon goat glands as something to talk about, the
American Medical Association had the records, admittedly in-
complete, of some three hundred thousand fakers and root doc-
tors, medical cornfidence men and nostrum promoters. Kansas
City—where Brinkley acquired a medical diploma from an eclec-
tic school which has been described as “vague, obliging and
long defunct”—led the parade. The hustling Missouri metropolis,
in Doc Brinkley’s salad days, was the home and nesting place of
more illegal doctors in proportion to population than any other
city of its size in the United States. Across the Missouri River, in
the sovereign state of Kansas, three hundred quacks were in
practice, with at least thirty identifiable types of fake healing.

In the crowded field of pseudo-medicine, Dr. John R. Brink-
ley stood head and shoulders above his fellows. But the competi-
tion was stiff. It included such gifted operatives as Professor Al-
bert Abrams, whose imaginative inventions included a theory of
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The Roguish World of Doctor Brinkley

disease called “Spondylotherapy” and a bizarre electronic box
which capitalized the psychic awe the average man felt for the
mysteries of electricity. High on any list of picturesque quacks of
the recent past is the name of Norman Baker. There are many
parallels in the carcers of Dr. Brinkley and Baker. Baker was an
old vaudeville mentalist and steam-calliope manufacturer. He
had operated a mail-order course, teaching oil painting in ten
easy lessons. Like Brinkley, he got into radio early, with a station
at Muscatine, fowa, KTNT; published a lurid magazine, TNT
(The Naked Truth). Baker moved in on the medical field with a
paste which would take the knots off a horse’s leg, promoting the
medication as a treatment for cancer. Baker was chased out of
Iowa about the same time that Dr. Brinkley was having a similar
traumatic experience in Kansas. He also, like Doctor, sought
“vindication” through high political office.

Following Brinkley to the Mexican border, Baker set up a
powerful radio station, XENT, located just across the Rio Grande
River from Laredo, Texas. It was a holdup scheme. XENT would
change its frequency, snuggle up close to a rich U.S. station and
blow it off the air. Then would come an offer to move—for a
price. A snappy dresser, Baker looked pretty sharp in his purple
shirts, white suits with bulletproof vest, and orchid-colored car.

An honorable mention should go to Gaylord Wilshire, the
very image of a medicine man, with his Vandyke, loud waistcoat,
checked pants and tan shoes. Wilshire once sold gold-mine stock
to fellow Socialists on time payments. Iis contribution to medi-
cine was the promotion of a version of the old electric belt into a
kind of magic horse collar, which was said to magnetize the iron
in the blood when plugged into a convenient socket. Many true
believers in this odd device, the “I-on-0-co,” who would have
scoffed at the idea of carrying a rabbit’s foot, were unaware of
the fact that magnetism has no effect upon the human body and
its processes. They earnestly testified to the therapeutic powers
of the gadget ($58.40 for spot cash, $65 on the lay-away plan).
Among the reported cures were those of baldness, varicose veins,
Bright's disease, prostate enlargement and mental derangement.
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One Born Every Hour

Wilshire went on to his reward as a result of a kidney ailment
which was beyond the powers of the I-on-o-co, his name perpetu-
ated in Wilshire Boulevard in Los Angeles.

Dr. Brinkley, the medical maverick of Kansas and Texas,
was at once the most preposterous and the most plausible of the
brotherhood, the most fertile in idea, fastest on his fect. He made
the most money, got the most fun out of being rich, fooled the
most people of any American medical irregular since Elisha
Perkins waved his own version of the Aesculapian wand, the
celebrated “Perkins’ Patent Tractors,” which closely resembled
horseshoe nails. Brinkley demonstrated again what is so often
forgotten—that people readily believe in what they hope may
happen, especially in a psychologically sensitive area such as sex-
ual potency.

Bilking the people is, of course, one of the oldest profes-
sions. In ancient Babylon, the Code of Hammurabi, circa 2250
B.C., provided penalties for charlatanism and malpractice. Since
the dawn of history the medical pretender has steadily main-
tained certain identifiable characteristics and the unlettered
backwoods Brinkley had them all. The attributes and trappings of
the successful peddlers of medical wonders may be itemized.
They are equipped, first, with a strong personality, necessary in
drawing the credulous to them. They strive for psychological ef-
fects through being richly or fantastically dressed. A sixteenth-
century drawing by Hieronymus Bosch shows a charlatan garbed
outlandishly as a Turk. Hindu costume has often been resorted to
for its exoticism, and, in this country, the feathers of the Ameri-
can Indian headdress have been used to play upon the notion
that primitive man possesses curative secrets undisclosed to the
educated. Dr. Brinkley adorned himself with diamonds and a neat
goatee which made him look like the Man of Science as por-
trayed in the toothpaste ads. Brinkley mingled the newer knowl-
edge of the glands with the ancient symbolism of the billy goat.
Greek mythology conferred abundantly on the god Pan, who had
the legs of a goat, that special ability in which Dr. Brinkley’s
elderly patients were particularly interested. The goat, from ear-
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liest times, has been the very image of progenitiveness. So Brink-
ley, with his Arkansas Toggenbergs and a simple surgical
technique, accommodated the psychically impotent with an
operation which urological surgeons said could not be success-
fully performed.

While it appears to be a social law that there has been no
change in credulity since the days of Hermes Trismegistus, there
have always been plenty of innovations to keep the customers in-
terested. It is not surprising, therefore, that the glands of internal
secretion should have attracted the attention of promoters; and so
there emerged, in the 1920-30 decade, the gland therapists, who
proposed to replace worn-out parts of the human anatomy with
new parts obtained from the lower animals.

Dr. Brinkley was the dean of the field, ambitious to rise in
the social order. There is, in his authorized biography, more than
a hint that Doctor had a schizophrenic personality. Clement
Wood, a belletrist who wandered into many strange fields, was
paid an estimated five thousand dollars for writing The Life of a
Man (Kansas City: 1934), which presents an idealized and
greatly retouched portrait of Doctor.

“He is convinced that he was placed in this world for a defi-
nite purpose,” Wood wrote. He was to fulfill a mission, that of
healing the sick, and was convinced “that, as a part of this plan,
persecutions must come, ending in his triumph, and the utter
rout and destruction of his enemies. He expects to be alive and
healing still, after the American Medical Association is destroyed.
. . . This intense conviction within him contributes to his
strength and force of character. . . .”

There is plenty of evidence that Dr. Brinkley was a man of
extraordinary enterprise and imagination. Ile was, in a literal
sense, The Boy Who Had No Chance. He cut the ethical corners
to advance himself, and the boy who grew up on Southern moun-
taineer white gravy, corn bread and precious little molasses to
sop it in, lived to be a power in the land. Dr. Brinkley was able to
focus all the fears and frustrations of growing old on his goat-
gland deal, with such skill that thousands of elderly gentlcmen in

6



One Born Every Hour

the Western states believed that a frisky young goat, and Brink-
ley, could make them again as they once were. Thousands of
goats gave up their virility in this dubious cause.

There is scarcely a town in the Mississippi Valley and the
plains states but what can recall at least one old resident who de-
cided to “go to Brinkley.” Sometimes even the fathers of regular
physicians sneaked off to consult Doc wherever he was hanging
his hat at the time—Milford, Kansas; Del Rio, Texas; or, at the
end, Little Rock, Arkansas. Brinkley is perfectly understandable
in our civilization, which rejects the aged. He caught the suf-
ferer and the hypochondriac alone with his radio, often at a low
moment, late at night. “When sickness comes,” runs the proverb,
“judgment flies out of the window.”

Doctor—Brinkley customarily omitted the definite article
when referring to himself, and often used the third person—
fought his enemies with picturesque invective. “Smirking oli-
garchs” was one of his milder epithets for the officials of the
American Medical Association. The vaults of many a courthouse
across our broad land are stuffed with papers beginning, “Comes
now the plaintiff, John R. Brinkley,” who, from the first Question
and Answer to the final “and further affiant saith not” was bat-
tling “malicious design and intent” on somebody’s part. Whether
or not Doc Brinkley gave his patients anything more than psy-
chological kicks, there isn’t any doubt that he contributed to the
vigor and economy of our system of jurisprudence through fees
and annual retainers, court reporting and transcribing, the issu-
ing of subpoenas, the swearing in of witnesses; through the proc-
esses of indictment and extradition; through bailiff's duties,
sheriff’s fees and scads of legal printing. Legal warfare is expen-
sive. Yet Dr. Brinkley was able to support himself and his family,
as Robert J. Landry said in This Fascinating Radio Business (In-
dianapolis: 1946), “in the style of an Austrian Archduke,” his
wife’s diamonds being “universally described as awesome.”

As Doc hit his stride out in little Milford, Kansas, he became
one of the most celebrated citizens of the commonwealth “born
of the Bible and Sharpe’s rifles,” a kind of self-made Sunflower
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State Galen. Kansans are known as a hardy race, with the forti-
tude to endure much: drought, grasshoppers, twisters, and sock-
less politicians. They survived Brinkley, too—all except a few for
whom death filled out the R, at the Brinkley Hospitals.

When Doctor Brinkley regarded his Arabian Nights splen-
dor, he was frankly pleased with what he saw.

“For a poor boy, up from bare feet in Jackson County, North
Carolina, this, dog me, is something.”

Doc wanted to eat high on the hog; and he did. If he never
got over picking his teeth in public, at least he did it with a
gold toothpick. His was quackery in the grand style. His train-
ing was sketchy, but his promotional talents made up for the
deficiencies. Other and humbler men might mix up a batch of
liniment behind a tent and find their forum on the tail gate of a
show wagon. Knights of the tripe and keister might pitch their
“corn punk”—salve for corns—at the curb in provincial towns
when the cops weren’t looking. Itinerant doctors of dubious an-
tecedents might, as lost-manhood specialists, hire an empty store
building, moving on to another stand when the local market was
milked. But Dr. Brinkley was an eagle among such sparrows. He
was spacious, a kind of genius cut on the bias, with his own
powerful radio station, his own busy hospital, a special kind of
medical evangelism, a platoon of assistant quacks, who “took
care” of customers drawn from half the globe, while in the
boom days fifty secretaries wcre required to handle Doctor’s
mail.

With his clever rejuvenation idea, his more than Oriental
splendor, all the hoopla on the radio, his string of honors and
diplomas, and back of it all his unpromising beginnings—Brink-
ley could be said to have invented himself. Dr. Brinkley is dead
now; but his spirit goes marching on. An enterprising Californian
offers to cure prostatitis and sexual inadequacy, along with ring-
ing of the ears and twenty-six other diseases, by using blackstrap
molasses. Or, one may try the royal jelly of the queen bee, which
the Enerjol Wonder Capsule people say “has baffled science for
over 200 years.” The important thing to remember about the
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queen bee “is her sex performance,” and—here’s good news—
“Tests on humans showed almost unbelievable results.” But wait,
there is more. The royal jelly, “Fountain of Youth Cocktail”
though it is, has been spiked with oyster concentrate. Every
schoolboy knows the mythology of aphrodisiac foods and the role
which oysters play in restoring “ambition.” As the Owen Labora-
tories, makers of the Wonder Capsules, say, how fortunate we are
to live in the era of penicillin, Salk vaccine and royal jelly; and
they add, “This is a marvelous age.”

But before loading up on royal jelly and winging off like the
queen bee on a nuptial flight, how can one be sure that there is not
something even more marvelous just around the corner? Herbal
medicine has come up, for instance, with pega palo extract.
Known as the “vitality vine,” and looking something like poison
ivy, the vine has its own mystique. It seems that the Fountain
of Youth, which the Carib Indians told Juan Ponce de Leon
about, wasn’t a far-distant, inaccessible spring of water at all. It
was a regeneration brew, a specific for pepping up males over
forty: pega palo. Until the Food and Drug Administration or-
dered seizure of the vine, root, branch and tincture, bars were
featuring pega palo cocktails at a dollar a throw and Miami,
Florida, went on a pega palo kick.

“Pega palo is being used to take the suckers,” according to
Wallace F. Janssen, Assistant to the Commissioner, Food and
Drug Administration. “We don’t know of any drug which is an
aphrodisiac. The efficacy of so-called aphrodisiacs is one of those
behind-the-barn myths.”

The rough-and-ready type is apparently always eager to
spend his money on some glandular booster aimed at defeating
nature. He is usually the guy who has “been around.” The trouble
with him is that he hasn’t been around enough, or he would
know that there is no such thing as artificial rejuvenation. But
fringe practitioners, renegade M.D.s and naturopaths with
meager medical backgrounds, come upon the town with new
ways to work old tricks.

Education, information, a critical frame of mind, are the
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weapons of defense against medical hocus-pocus, backed up by
social action to protect the fool from his folly. Dr. Brinkley, who
made an estimated twelve million dollars out of goat glands,
has been followed by a new generation of innovators in the
purlieus of pseudo-medicine, who would like very much to do
the same. But Doc still holds the diamond-studded champion-
ship belt of the twentieth century for guts, gall and getting away
with the loot. Only the boys in the back room will ever know all
that went on. Here, in the pages that follow, is some of what
happened. And so, as the most powerful radio station in North
America used to boom out nightly, “This is Dr. John R. Brinkley
greeting his friends in Kansas and everywhere.”

10



.2.

Story Line
for an
Alger Hero

7% John Romulus Brinkley was born among a God-fearing,
gun-toting people in the cloud-wrapped peaks of the Great
Smoky Mountains. The visibility has always remained low on his
early years. Apparently Doctor wanted it just that way. He is
himself the chief and almost the only source of biographical data,
made available when he testified in the legal controversies which
were a constant feature of his later years. From time to time the
story was revised and artistically embellished to illustrate the
central theme of the poor mountain boy who made good. Like
Cagliostro, the “King of the Quacks,” a Sicilian street boy who
made himself a count, Brinkley re-edited various personal epi-
sodes into propaganda fairy tales. More fortunate than the
count, Doctor did not die in jail.

In his application for a medical license in Connecticut, for
example, Doctor stated that he was born in Tennessee, July 8,
1885. In filing for a license in Arkansas, he claimed Kcentucky as
his native state. He told the medical licensing boards of Cali-
fornia and Texas that he was born in North Carolina. Perhaps he
was not certain himself where he was from. It appears probable,
however, that Dr. Brinkley was born in or near Beta, in Jackson
County, North Carolina, a straggling scttlement of a few hun-
dred people. But Brinkley never wavered as to the date of his
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birth or the existence of the little log cabin of his infant years. It
was chinked with red Carolina mud, a field-stone chimney at one
end. There were no windows, just gaping openings in the side
walls. The sagging porch was held up by tree-trunk pillars, a
clothesline strung between them. Out back was the potato patch.

The American log cabin was nearing the end of its glorious
history, but Dr. Brinkley found it good for one more whirl. There
were hollyhocks at the front door, Doctor whispered to his radio
audience. The clack of the spinning wheel showed that his
mother did not eat the bread of idleness; or, if the cabin was si-
lent, perhaps she was at her devotions, for “the Bible was her
library.” She was a queen, and “a little cabin beside the Tucka-
siegee was her castle.”

All that is known of Brinkley’s mother is recorded in the
book, The Life of a Man, by Clement Wood. The work is auto-
biographical in nature. The hand may be the hand of Wood, but
the voice is the authentic voice of Doctor. The Life is a highly
sentimental work of unparalleled unreliability, self-serving and
wildly overblown in the writing. But it does contain nuggets of
fact which carry Brinkley’s life up to 1934. Clement Wood was
just the man to do what Dr. Brinkley wanted done in projecting
his own image. Author of an odd assortment of works—Green-
wich Village sonnets; the preface to the official biography of Nor-
man Baker, the Muscatine, Iowa, cancer quack—Wood, a lay
analyst of dreams and their meaning, writer of biographies of
Henry VIII, Jchovah and Bernarr Macfadden, manipulated vari-
ous familiar symbols for Brinkley: a vague but aristocratic ances-
try, the country doctor father in faded Confederate gray, the
dying mother who taught her only child the Lord’s prayer, good
manners and the wisdom of folk medicine.

Dr. Brinkley once said that his mother “died when I was a
kid, in the Tennessee mountains, back in North Carolina, and I
don’t remember her. I was raised by a good Methodist aunt.” It is
surprising that Johnny did not remember his mother, since he
was five years old at the time of her death, and very bright for
his age. Of this subject, as well as others of a biographical and
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professional nature, Dr. Brinkley gave different accounts at dif-
ferent times. He often elaborated his recollections of his mother,
despite the statement quoted above; and Wood, in the Life,
added a wistful and pathetic deathbed scene between the two.
Indeed, the whole first chapter in the book deals sententiously
and sentimentally with the theme of American motherhood. This
material was often reworked by Dr. Brinkley for radio anniver-
saries and compares favorably with Senator George Graham
Vest’s famous jury oration, “Tribute to a Dog.”

The figure of young Brinkley first appears solidly and in the
round after his mother’s death, when he lived at East La Porte,
North Carolina, with his uncle and aunt—John Richard Brink-
ley, a general practitioner, and his wife, “Aunt Sally,” “a mighty
good old woman,” according to the recollection of a neighbor.
The boy called the Brinkleys “father” and “mother” and, for one
or the other of two reasons, substituted the old doctor’s middle
name for his natal Romulus.

“My mother was fond of the legend,” Brinkley once told The
Kansas City Times. “She named me John Romulus Brinkley. But
the boys in grade school gave me such a ribbing I later went into
court and had my name changed to that of my [foster] father—
John Richard Brinkley.”

Wood has it that the preacher who sprinkled Johnny balked
at the name of the legendary Roman twin who was nursed by a
she-wolf. It was too heathenish for a Southern Methodist.

There is no reason to doubt some details set forth in Wood’s
Life: that the Brinkleys were torn-down poor, that young Brink-
ley was a barefoot boy, with fair hair, blue eyes, a high fore-
head; that he wore patched pants, supported by unreliable gal-
luses. He was raised on corn bread and turnip greens, educated
in the hickory-stick school of pedagogy and gathered on Sunday
with the saints in calico at the meeting house on the ridge.

Brinkley was never carried away by the hell-fire theology
of the Carolina elders, though he did catch the chicken pox at
one revival meeting. Doctor’s religious training, like his foster
father’s teaching—“A good name is rather to be chosen than
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riches and fine gold”—might appear to have been wasted when
one first regards some of the gaudier escapades in his subsequent
career. Actually, the evangelical hymns, the emotionalism of the
mourners’ bench, the dramatic dousings of primitive Christians in
the nearby “crick,” all were vivid experiences to the clever and
impressionable boy. Biblical metaphor, the psychology of cover-
to-cover Bible readers, came to fit Doctor as naturally as his own
skin.

Like freewheeling medics and faith healers in all ages—like
Tommaso Gianotti of Ravenna, who rebuilt a church and set his
own image over the door—like the Count de Saint-Germain, who
in the eighteenth century won the favor of Pompadour with his
rejuvenation water (a laxativel) and claimed to have been
among the wedding guests at Cana and to have seen the miracle
of the wine—Brinkley placed a high value on public piety. Com-
ing closer to Doctor in both history and geography, mention may
be made of O. E. Miller, Ph.D., of Denver (“Rupture Cured Or
No Pay”), who also reinforces the point. Miller, the president of
a Y.M.C.A., looted a national bank, yet was so strong in the faith
that he taught an adult Bible class in the federal prison at Fort
Leavenworth, Kansas, and during his years in the pokey also
managed the music in chapel.

So, too, Brinkley, working in an ancient tradition, and prob-
ably instinctively, sought to associate himself wherever possible
with the religious symbols which were dominant in Protestant
Kansas. The image of devout and fervid Christian zeal which
Doctor projected also served him well in politics later when he
built a church, kept a parson, and noted, “If I am a quack, Dr.
Luke was a quack, too, for he did not belong to the American
Medical Association.” Doctor had the sagacity to see that it was
useful politically to mix the Beatitudes with his own candidacy
for the governorship of Kansas. The voters understood what Doc
meant when he retold the story of Christ driving the money-
changers out of the Temple. He meant for their imaginations to
dissolve to the Corinthian-columned capitol building in Topeka,
with himself in the star role.
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In April of 1896, when Johnny was ten, old Dr. Brinkley was
sixty-eight and in failing health. He rested, prayed more than
usual, sang again the well-loved songs he had learned when he
followed the Bonny Blue flag, and then one day, though he had
a burning fever, rode off to attend a sick woman in a hill cabin.
And there he quietly died, at the post of duty, chewing tobacco
in front of the log fire. “The trusty old horse,” the younger Brink-
ley later said on his Mexican radio station, “came riderless home.”
Doc always remembered April as “my month of sorrow,” noting
that his own mother, too, had died in April.

Somehow Aunt Sally and the boy kept body and soul to-
gether, with the old cow, the potato patch and Sally’s going out
as a midwife at three dollars a confinement.

“After my father died,” Brinkley said, “why, it was a case of
root, pig, or die, and there wasn’t much soil to root in. We were
poor. I attended the local schools around there near home like the
rest of the children, mountain schools. I had to walk to school
three miles, oftentimes in the winter barefooted with nothing to
eat but a piece of cold corn bread. When we got molasses to sop
the bread in we had a feast.”

The school, which was carried on in a one-room log building
at Tuckasiegee, opened about the time the sweet potatoes came
in, and ran on somewhat haphazardly for three or four months.
It did not issue a state diploma. The modest aim was simply for
each student to get as high as he could. Once in a while, but not
every year, as Brinkley’s first wife, a classmate, later remem-
bered, they had “some little something” . . . they called it grad-
uating and the Professor “would give these students something to
show what they had done”; some character of paper, like a di-
ploma. The school was apparently sometimes public, sometimes
a subscription school. In Doctor’s biography and in his applica-
tion to the Kansas Medical Board, it became Tuckasiegee High
School. The data was impossible to check. By the time Brinkley
had made the school an object of inquiry, all trace of it had dis-
appeared. Later the Kansas Medical Society objected to the the-
ory which Brinkley advanced in his application to doctor in the
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Sunflower State—that he graduated from this “high school” in
1908. They couldn’t find Tuckasiegee, and complained to the
State Board of Medical Examination that this bit of autobiog-
raphy ought to go into the record, along with others, as an in-
stance of “grave immorality and unprofessional conduct.”

However, in filing application for a license in California,
Doctor declared that he got his preliminary education at Milton
Academy in Baltimore in the years between 1902 and 190o6. At
any rate, during some sort of rudimentary schooling in Jackson
County, and possibly while taking a mail-order course, Johnny
Brinkley got a job with the agent for the Southern Railroad at
Sylva, North Carolina, one R. M. Grasty. Brinkley served WOC
(without compensation ); but Grasty taught him telegraphy in re-
turn for sweeping up, wrestling with the baggage and keeping
the books.

“I just learned him the business,” Grasty said. “But I didn't
pay him no money. He picked up the bookkeepins quick.”

Young Brinkley also “rode the mail” on horseback from
Tuckasiegee to Sylva and back on Saturdays, starting before day-
light. It was fourteen miles from his home to the railroad station,
with plenty of time in Sylva for getting in some practice with the
key before the return trip. The boy was bright and full of the old
moxie, “one of them kind that learned quick,” as Grasty said.

Once, when Johnny was only ten or eleven years old, he had
been in the station with Aunt Sally and the agent then on duty
noticed and remembered him.

“I was first attracted to him by his curiosity,” the telegrapher
said. “He just wanted to tear my instruments off the table, he
was so interested in them.”

At seventeen, the wanderlust, the ambition to be a doctor,
to rise in the world at any cost, had already bitten deep into
young Brinkley. He had a photographic memory, read such
home-treatment doctor books as he could lay his hands on, knew
his Bible, could grab a letter, scan it and know all that was in it.
There was dagger in him; “he was kind of a recklesslike boy.”

Brinkley himself said in after times: “When I was a skinny,
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long-legged kid, I looked at the mountains and wondered what
was on the other side.”

The chattering telegraph instrument was probably the
mountain boy’s only link with the great world outside, and it
also suggested to him the only means of escape. He “got a little
machine from Montgomery Ward in Chicago and fixed it up at
home,” said Mrs. Laura Wike, mother of the first Mrs. Brinkley.
He was always fooling with his telegraph rig or reading a book.
And between trains old Grasty continued to help him at the key.
Like Edison, Brinkley got his start through telegraphy, and the
parallel was often recalled by Doctor.

In December, 1907, Mrs. Brinkley, “Aunt Sally,” died and
the following month Johnny, then twenty-two years old, married
Sally Wike, daughter of a school trustee and well-known farmer
in the river township. It was a stormy marriage which produced
three daughters, and a son who did not survive.

Equipped with a useful skill and a new suit of store clothes,
young Brinkley became relief agent for the Southern.

It was the beginning of years of nomadic living which took
the Brinkleys into some strange places and tight squeezes. “We
were packing up and going all the time from one place to an-
other,” his wife recalled.

The position of a doctor was preferable to that of a railroad
station agent in western North Carolina. Brinkley kept his eye
steadily on medical school; but first he practiced in a school that
did not require elaborate preparation. He became a “Quaker
doctor.”

“He got up a little play and he and his wife and some more
people went on the road from town to town, you know, giving
little plays,” aocording to Mrs. Ann Bennett, with whom they
boarded when he was agent at Bryson City, North Carolina. And
at Sylva, Miles Parker recalled that Brinkley “and his first wife
organized some kind of a show company. . . . It was singing and
dancing. . . . I think he showed in about all these little towns
out in the west here.”

To a late-come generation, it may be necessary to explain
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what a Quaker doctor was—once a well-recognized genus in the
world of entertainment if not of medicine. The Quaker docs put
on a medicine-vaudeville show, usually under canvas, with plat-
forms, Baker torches for illumination and other theatrical trap-
pings. The “doctor,” looking benevolent as all get out, and chock-
ful of integrity, wore his hair long, under the wide-brimmed hat,
“thee’d” and “thou’d” all over the place, and called the public
“Friend.” He made his pitch for an herb medicine or a tonic. The
doctors often put on a very un-Quakerish show. It was in the at-
mosphere of the “physic show” that Brinkley learned his hyp-
notic style of talking to the whistlers, whittlers and spitters. And
perhaps he found something congenial in the professional atti-
tude of the “med show” spieler to whom a dollar gained by his
wits had an allure that was lacking in a ten-spot come by hon-
estly.

yIn 1908, the Brinkleys and their small daughter, Wanda,
were in Chicago, living in a basement room on Adams Street.
John was working for Western Union, still looking for a break.

“Sally,” he said, “you know I will never get anywhere at the
Western Union. . . . I am going to start into medical school to
be a doctor.”

So Brinkley borrowed twenty-five dollars and matriculated
at Bennett Medical College, corner of Ada and Fulton streets, at
that time an eclectic institution. He worked at night and went to
school in the daytime, having breakfasted on his thoughts. At
noon he had a five-cent glass of beer and as much free lunch as
the bartender would stand for. At night he had a ten-cent meal
downtown at Pittsburgh Joe’s. These were slender rations for a
five-foot-six, one-hundred-and-fifty-pound man. “He found him-
self staggering under the load,” a radio fan magazine, Radio
Stars, reported later. “For months, he tried to carry on, pitting
his hill-bred strength against sleepless nights and toil-filled days.
In three years he was hopelessly in debt and broken in health.”

Brinkley dropped out of Bennett before his senior year for
lack of funds. That disappointment was followed by several years
of gypsying and drifting from town to town and state to state.
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There is a glimpse of Brinkley in New York, and again in Chi-
cago. Doctor’s own claims vary as to his activities in 1911 and the
years immediately following. He declared under oath that from
September 1911 to June, 1913, he was attending the National
University of Arts and Sciences at St. Louis, Missouri; but the list
of matriculants and special students of this institution from 1910
to 1914 does not include the name of any John Richard Brinkley.
This St. Louis mill peddled medical diplomas for from two hun-
dred to five hundred dollars. College diplomas for buyers inter-
ested in general cultural subjects went for one hundred. Brinkley
“attended” the college department and had a paper to prove it.
The parchment was issued by W. P. Sachs, then a state examiner
of Public Instruction of the State of Missouri, and Dean at the
National University. The certificate said, “John R. Brinkley has
completed two years of college work at the National University
of Arts and Sciences and personally appeared before me and in
a written examination . . . has made passing grades . . . enti-
tling him to the credits annexed.”

Sachs later admitted that the Brinkley sheepskin was fraud-
ulent and had been issued for a cash consideration, that he had
never met Brinkley, and that the certificate which purported to
have been issued in 1913 was actually filled out and back-dated
some five years after that. When asked to identify the document
in some California proceedings, Sachs answered, “That’s my sig-
nature.”

He was asked, “Did you issue the original of that certifi-
cate?”

A: “Idid, sir.”

Q: “And you testified you did not know John Brinkley?”

A: “I did not know John Brinkley.”

Q: “And that was issued without an examination?”

A: “Yes, sir.”

Q: “It is fraudulent?”

A: “Fraudulent.”

Q: “Tt is dated June, 19137”

A: “Yes.”
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Q: “When was it, in fact, issued?”

A: “T don’t know exactly, but it was issued a considerable
time after that; perhaps 1918.”

For selling over a thousand such certificates and diplomas,
Sachs was arrested and jailed. A California grand jury at a later
- date indicted and tried to extradite Brinkley when he offered
this forged paper in the attempt to get a license to practice medi-
cine in California. But the Governor of Kansas would not give
Doctor up to the visiting Polizei from Sacramento. By that time
the goat-gland surgeon had become a power in the politics of
the state.

Domestically, chez Brinkley, there were quarrels, recrimina-
tions and separations. In one instance, Doctor kidnaped Wanda
from the home of Sally Brinkley’s sister, and spirited the child off
to Canada. From Montreal, he was able to use the tot as a handle
against his wife to pry certain concessions from her, including the
dismissal of a suit she had brought against him in Cook County,
Illinois. It was rough work, but it served the needs of a desperate
hour.

“I let him in,” said Mrs. Brinkley’s sister, “and I seen im-
mediately that he was going to take the child . . . and we
fought around in the dining room and he would have torn the
child limb from limb. I let her go for the child’s sake.”

There were reconciliations, and more wanderings. In the fall
of 1911 the Brinkleys spent two weeks in Jacksonville, Florida.
In the spring of 1912—there were two little daughters now—the
Brinkley family had “rooms in Mrs. Rice’s place” in Vineland,
North Carolina. From Vineland they went to Dandridge, Ten-
nessee. At the time John R. had a sort of learner’s license in that
state, as an “undergraduate physician.” The couple were in Dand-
ridge long enough to put in a garden, and then were off to Knox-
ville.

In Knoxville, Dr. Brinkley was for a time in the employ of a
“Dr. Burke,” the proprietor of a chain of “men’s specialist” offi-
ces. Here he learned the trade of “advertising doctor” and knew
the thrill of seeing his own name, “Dr. John R. Brinkley, of Chi-
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cago” appear in paid advertising in the Sunday Knoxville Senti-
nel. As Brinkley’s landlord recalled, “He had an office in the
Deadrick Building with a bunch of them down there. . . . He
carried large ads in the papers here of some kind, telling what he
did. . .~

History has not preserved “Dr. Burke’s” given name, initials,
or any description of his medical premises. But in general the
“men’s specialists” operated “For Men Only” museums of anat-
omy, arranged to frighten rustic sinners out of their ready cash.
The “doctor” would hire an empty storeroom and a floorman.
After the chumps had filed past a few papier-miché models
depicting the consequences of indiscretion, the floorman slipped
the native the professional card of the famous specialist and
steered him into the Presence.

In April, 1913, the Brinkleys were in Chattanooga, where
Burke had a branch. They parted again, this time for good, by
divorce. There was by then a third baby girl. “At the time he left
me in Chattanooga,” the wife said, “I had about fifteen dollars
and he took the bulk of the money with him and I had the three
kiddies.”

After the split-up, Mrs. Brinkley returned to her mother’s
home in North Carolina. Doctor drifted up to Chicago where, as
the story is told in The Life of a Man, he had something very like
a religious reawakening.

In Lincoln Park, he met and caught fire from an enthusiastic
evangelist, a Mississippian, about to go out to China. There, the
latter pointed out, Brinkley could practice medicine and surgery
without being a graduate physician, provided he were a real
good Christian. Brinkley felt in himself a surging return of faith
at the prospect of becoming a medical missionary. He agreed
gladly to detour through Memphis on the way to Hong Kong to
help his new friend say goodby—for Brinkley it would be hello
and goodby—to the evangelist’s beloved brother, who worked in
the city ticket office of the Southern Railroad.

The episode is an important bridge in the Brinkley story. It
was necessary to get Doctor placed in Memphis. For in Memphis
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he met Minnie Telitha Jones, who became his second wife. She
was the daughter of a physician, Dr. Tiberius Gracchus Jones.
Thus, if Brinkley was not himself a full-fledged doctor, he was at
least the son-in-law of one.

According to another account, Brinkley did make the ac-
quaintance of a congenial Mississippian, but it wasn’t at the bath-
ing beach in Lincoln Park, as Doctor had it, and the man wasn’t
exactly an evangelist. The friendship began at the picturesque
horseshoe-shaped bar of the Brevoort Hotel. Brinkley’s new ac-
quaintance was James E. Crawford, from Oxford, Mississippi,
who later resided in federal prison at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas,
under a five-year sentence for transporting a stolen car; and also
in the Oklahoma State Penitentiary at McAlester for holding up
the Hotel Mayo in Tulsa. Crawford has left a lively account of
the association between Brinkley and himself. It was a high ad-
venture, which started out in the Chicago barroom and wound
up in the clink at Greenville, South Carolina.

Crawford had been a salesman and a rolling stone. “I run all
over this country,” he said of the time which had elapsed be-
tween his boyhood and his encounter with Doctor. “It would be
very difficult to say where I was during those four years.” At any
rate, the pair decided to set up a medical office similar to the
ones in which Brinkley had done his internship. They went to
Chattanooga and called on Burke, studied his layout, quietly
investigated his credit standing, “in order that we might use the
same to secure credit wherever we went.”

The partners pitched upon Greenville, South Carolina,
cased the city and were pleased with what they saw. They
moved rapidly to establish credit as they had only ten dollars be-
tween them, and opened a two-room office with a sign on the
door, “Greenville Electro Medic Doctors.” The medical suite was
near the southwest corner of Coffee and Main streets, over a shoe
store. Splashy ads were inserted in the Greenville Daily News—
“Are You a Manly Man Full of Vigor?” Apparently a good many
citizens of Greenville were worried by this question. The cus-
tomers came in droves. Crawford, as “Dr. Burke,” received
them. Brinkley did the treatments.
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What the boys claimed to do was to administer salvarsan or
neo-salvarsan. Instead, they used a solution of colored distilled
water which was injected either in the hip or in a muscle of the
arm at twenty-five dollars for a shot.

After two months of profitable business, the partners skipped
out, to the sorrow of the telephone company, which was left with
an unpaid bill; the newspaper, which got nothing for its valuable
white space; the leading outfitter, which had clothed the young
doctors from head to foot; and the drugstore proprietor, who had
advanced supplies and rented them their professional quarters.
They proceeded in leisurely fashion to Memphis, via Oxford,
Mississippi. And it was in Memphis that Dr. Brinkley met and
married Miss Jones, quietly but quickly, in the old Peabody
Hotel, at Main and Monroe.

After the Brinkleys’ wedding trip, to Kansas City, Denver
and Pocatello, Idaho, the next time that the Electro Medic Doc-
tors met was when Crawford was lodged in the Greenville jail by
the sheriff. And across the hall, in the bull pen, was Brinkley,
who had been brought back from Knoxville, braceleted, under
charges of practicing medicine without a license, and forgery.
Bogus checks signed by Brinkley were outstanding in varying
amounts between forty and fifty dollars each. There were so
many of them that a local attorney who represented Doctor and
visited him in jail was able to make a deal with the victims. Dr.
Jones, in Memphis, put up the money to free his wayward son-in-
law.

The lawyer advised the boys to get out of town quickly
when they were released. “They left their luggage at the county
jail,” he said, “got a train and left Greenville. I later expressed
their luggage to them.”

Brinkley and Crawford went their several ways and had lit-
tle contact in later years. But a couple of episodes are worth
mentioning. They met once, accidentally, on Twelfth Street in
Kansas City when Brinkley was a student in the Eclectic Medi-
cal University of Kansas City; and again in a hotel barbershop
when Brinkley informed Crawford that he was running a hospital
in a little town in Kansas—Milford.
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“I asked him,” said Crawford, “if he was running this hospi-
tal on the order that we ran our office and he said, ‘Very simi-
lar,’ or words to that effect.”

In 1926, when Doctor was definitely in the chips, and his
name and operation were all over the newspapers, Crawford
thought again of his old friend and wrote to him. He suggested
that Doctor send him a thousand dollars for old times’ sake, a
charitable opportunity which Doctor ignored.

Actually the pair did meet once more, in an encounter of
Crawford’s seeking.

“James E. Crawford came to see me in Milford, Kansas, dur-
ing the summer of 1932, while I was a candidate for Governor of
the State of Kansas,” Dr. Brinkley said. “He related certain cir-
cumstances of how he got out of the penitentiary in Oklahoma.
He told me that while he was an inmate in the penitentiary at
McAlester, Oklahoma, he was called into the warden’s office
where he met two attorneys who introduced themselves to him
and told him they were from the American Medical Association
and that they wanted a certain deposition from him that would
be injurious to me and if he would give them that deposition
they would assist him in getting out of the penitentiary. And he
said that they gave him a box of cigars and candies and $20 and
left, and two weeks later they came back with my lawyers and he
gave the kind of deposition they wanted. He told me if I would
give him $300 he would make another deposition saying the one
he gave them was all a lie. I told him to get the hell out of my
office.”

Between 1914 and 1916, Brinkley practiced medicine in
various whistle stops in Arkansas on an “undergraduate license”
issued by the Eclectic Board of the State. He was in Judsonia for
a short time, where the strawberries would have made a good
crop, except that the Little Red River flooded. Because of the
poverty of the people and the malarial swamps, about all that
the undergraduate physician got from the experience was a
unique opportunity to study cases of congestive chills.

During a brief residence in Earle, Arkansas, Brinkley came
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upon a circular which pointed the way to his becoming a full-
fledged doctor. Although the first Mrs. Brinkley was later to turn
up in Kansas at a particularly embarrassing moment in Doctor’s
career and assert, “He’s no more a doctor than I am,” the remark
was not true. The dodger which Brinkley found in his mailbox
advertised the Eclectic Medical University of Kansas City. He
noted that it would accept his affidavit of three years’” schooling
in Chicago and make him a doctor if he would study in Kansas
City for a year and put up one hundred dollars. Young Brinkley
matriculated and completed the work in a few weeks, according
to his account. The diploma came through on May 7, 1915.

As soon as he passed a state medical board examination, the
ambitious youth would be a real doctor at last; not, it is true, in
the forty states whose licensing boards did not recognize his alma
mater and its commingling of conventional materia medica with
herbal doctrine, chiropractic, homeopathy and naturopathy. But
he could practice in at least one of the other eight states. In hos-
pitable Arkansas, for example.

The whole graduating class of the Eclectic Medical Univer-
sity entrained for Little Rock. There they were shepherded to
the Marion Hotel by two professors. The boys were seated at
long tables to take the examination. In two and a half days they
were doctors.

Professor Date R. Alexander, who headed the Eclectic Uni-
versity, was to play an important part in Brinkley’s professional
life, and later hit the headlines himself during the diploma-mill
scandals of 1922. It was Alexander who encouraged Doctor,
showed him the ropes and issued to him the only two medical di-
plomas he ever possessed. There is no evidence that he bought
his certificate. But Alexander sold such credentials to telegraph
operators, chauffeurs, ex-bartenders, soda dispensers, salesmen,
railroad brakemen, photographers, and so on.

Alexander was a peculiar man. One time, during the public
uproar about his activities, but before he was put in jail, Professor
Alexander met a reporter on the street. The following inter-
change took place:
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“Mac, you’ve misrepresented me.”

“How is that?”

“You said in your Brinkley article in The Star that I sold
medical diplomas for $200. That’s a deadly insult. I never sold
one for less than $500.”

In February, 1916, Doctor applied for a license to practice
in Kansas. License #5845 was issued to him. The Kansas applica-
tion was signed by the obliging Alexander. At that time there
was reciprocity between the medical examining boards of Kansas
and Arkansas, by which anyone holding a license in either state
could get a license in the other simply by asking for it. There-
after Dr. Brinkley climbed rapidly up the reciprocity ladder, ac-
quiring the right to practice in Tennessee, Missouri, Texas and
Connecticut, too.

Doctor planned to pitch his tent in Kansas as a likelier terri-
tory than Arkansas. While he searched for the right spot, he took
a position with Swift & Company in Kansas City; he handled
minor dressings in the employces’ medical office and did clerical
work. And here Brinkley met his destiny—the billy goat.

According to the testimony of three Swift & Company physi-
cians, Brinkley’s duties did not include any work with animals or
their glands. But this did not alter the Brinkley story line; and
Doctor got his story in first and oftener. The Swift job paid a mis-
erable stipend, Doctor said, but afforded him “an unparalleled
opportunity for studying the diseases of animals,” especially the
glandular parts. Even Brinkley’s precocity must have been
strained by this accomplishment, as he stayed at Swift only a
month.

Nevertheless, at Swift, Doctor “was to learn some of the
things which later shaped his career and launched him on a
study which has resulted in his becoming internationally known
as a gland specialist,” according to the Topeka Capital. Goats,
he said, were immune to tuberculosis and all diseases communi-
cable to humans. A goat was as good as his glands. Doctor filed
away this pithy saying for future use.

From this point onward Dr. Brinkley’s course becomes
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somewhat easier to follow. Up to this time he had known the
lawless and frantic life of a submerged society. Ilis had been a
world of scrounging for the means of existence, of scratch jobs,
of barroom and medicine show, of flight from forgery and fraud,
of hopping freights and “riding the blinds,” of railroad detectives,
paddy wagons and squad-room interrogations. Brinkley’s educa-
tion consisted of scraps and ends. His home was where he hung
his hat. It was difficult, later, to compose this tooth-and-claw ex-
istence into a background suitable for a physician and surgeon.
Much that happened, and the reason it happened, dropped out
of sight and became incapable of either proof or disproof. Doctor
was skilled at putting a good face on difficult matters. His
coterie of followers and disciples, many of them intensely loyal
even to this day, is proof of it; for Brinkley had an extraordinary
personality and matchless resources of courage—or of effrontery,
as some would put it. His bitterest foes often had occasion to
note, usually in some judicial proceeding, that Brinkley seemed
remarkably unruffled when confronted with damaging discrep-
ancies in the accounts he gave of himself. It was as though he had
always known, even before he began riding high in radio, that a
man who builds up enough authority can override his own incon-
sistencies.

Much of the controversy which swirled around Dr. Brink-
ley involved questions of medical ethics. In 1916, he met one
such challenge in a clear and unequivocal way. He had pawned
his watch, crossed the Missouri River into Kansas, and started to
work for a doctor in a town of five thousand, only to find that his
employer was an abortionist. “These operations were of course
illegal,” says The Life of a Man, “and strict young Dr. Brinkley
included in his own ethics a disapproval of abortion on princi-
ple.” So Brinkley moved on.

There were brief sojourns in Hays, in Axtell among the Ger-
mans and Swedes, and in Fulton, where Doctor arrived with cash
resources of three one-dollar bills. Here he began for the first
time to feel some solid footing under him. He was able to pur-
chase an automobile, a Saxon Six; and he became a joiner,
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affiliating with the Odd Fellows, the Modern Woodmen of
America, the Masons, the Kansas National Guard, the Method-
ist Episcopal Church, and the Sunday school. Mrs. Brinkley, on
her part, affiliated with the Rebeccas and the Eastern Star, and
made the Methodist her church home. And when Alexander re-
named his eclectic medical school the Kansas City College of
Medicine and Surgery, in 1919, Mrs. Brinkley also became a
doctor with a coveted parchment from the new-old institution,
carrying the Alexander holograph. Brinkley himsclf, perhaps as a
form of re-insurance, also took out a new diploma in the new col-
lege.

Doctor had jumped fast into World War I as a medical offi-
cer.

“Due to the scarcity of army doctors during those hectic
days of 1917,” he said, speaking of himself in the third person, “it
became necessary for him to do the work ordinarily required of
ten men, being on duty twenty-four hours out of the day. As a re-
sult, he suffered a nervous breakdown and in August, 1917, was
retired by the Surgeon General of the Army.”

First Lieutenant John R. Brinkley, M.O.R.C., dealt vividly
with the ordeals he endured in the service. The post of regimen-
tal surgeon to the Sixty-fourth Infantry, at Fort Bliss, near El
Paso, Texas, was certainly not one for the summer soldier or part-
time patriot. Flesh and blood could stand it only so long, he
wrote. “I had 2208 raw recruits, without medical supplies, cloth-
ing, or anything else. I was the only medical officer and worked
day and night trying to get my troups (sic) vaccinated against
typhoid and small pox, besides looking after the sanitation of the
regiment . . . besides looking after one company of men I had
to keep at the International Bridge at El Paso and another com-
pany of men that I had to keep at the smelters over in New
Mexico, and another company of men on a firing range in the
Chihuahua Mountains, other companies out in field practice, be-
sides my raw recruits were coming down with all kinds of in-
fectious diseases like measles, meningitis and besides I had to do
the operating on those that needed surgery and treat those I had
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in quarters, visit my sick ones I had in the hospital, make out my
technical reports and on top of all this, about twice a week I got
orders every evening about six o’clock to be ready for debarka-
tion the next morning. Meaning, that twice a week I had to get
all my regiment together, keep every man fully equipped as far
as possible, tear down and roll up all my tents and then the next
morning the order would be cancelled.

“When you take into consideration that one lone medical
officer was doing all this work, it is no wonder that along in Au-
gust I broke all to pieces and landed in the hospital and they did
not know what was the matter with me so they gave me a sur-
geon’s certificate of disability and I went to Milford and ren-
dered private service to our government.”

“Yes,” commented Sally, his first wife, “he has that way of al-
ways pitying himself to gain confidence . . . to benefit himself.”

And Mr. Don B. Schlecta, a more objective observer of
Doctor, in his thesis, Dr. John R. Brinkley: a Kansas Phenome-
non (Hays: 1952), comments upon elements of self-pity in Brink-
ley “that border on a persecution complex.” In Doctor’s super-
heated account of his war service there is a good deal more
of invention than of hard fact. The official army record of Licu-
tenant Brinkley’s service puts the matter in a somewhat different
light. He was actually on duty for one month and five days, and
spent one month and three days under observation at Base Hos-
pital No. 2 at Fort Bliss upon his own statement that he was un-
fit for duty—"“tachycardis due to valvular weakness, and rectal
fistula, multiple.” The lieutenant’s commission as a reserve officer
terminated in August, 1922, and was not renewed. But booklets
sent out to his radio admirers a couple of years later stated, “He
still retains his commission as a reserve officer of the Army Medi-
cal Corps.”

Perhaps the most enduring consequence of Brinkley’s mili-
tary experiences arose because he traveled by train in the Texas
heat from San Antonio to El Paso. When the conductor called
out “Del Rio!” a kind benefactor dashed into a saloon and brought
Lieutenant Brinkley a half-dozen bottles of cold beer. “He didn’t
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forget the name Del Rio,” says The Life of a Man. “It gave him
a delicious glow, just to think of the place.” And remember Del
Rio he did, when things got too hot for him in Kansas.

“The sick doctor and his wife returned to Fulton, Kansas,
and discovered that another doctor had moved into Brinkley’s
location, in his absence,” the Life continues. Fulton could not
support two physicians. In the fall of 1917, Brinkley ran an ad-
vertisement in The Kansas City Star, secking a new location, and
a letter of reply from Milford aroused his interest. The Brinkleys
went to have a look-see. Legend says that Doctor’s quick assets at
this time consisted of twenty-three dollars cash and the old Saxon
car.

Milford was a tiny hamlet on the Republican River, which
flowed into the Kaw down at Junction City, the county seat of
Geary County. It was twelve miles by dirt road to cither Junction
City or Fort Riley, and ten miles to the stone monument marking
the then geographical center of the United States. It was from
the vicinity of Milford, that Iorace Greeley wrote, in 1859, that
the buffalo passed rapidly through the region “as I should ur-
gently advise them to do.”

The principal architectural feature of Milford was a build-
ing brought from the St. Louis World’s Fair after 1go4. It had
had a checkered history as a hotel, saloon and gambling joint,
but at that time stood empty. The railroad depot was a mile from
town, on the other side of the river, in the middle of a cornfield.
There was the station building, a siding, an iron pump, a pile of
mailbags and lots of sky. The village was hidden from sight by a
screen of big cottonwoods bordering the river. But now, as then,
if you follow the road and cross the bridge—Milford bursts upon
you. Both blocks.

Milford was home to about two hundred people. It was the
“wide place in the road” of traditional American rural humor.
There were no traffic problems, no sidewalks, no electric lights,
no water system, not even a meat market. But there was lots of
pure fresh air. The winters were exhilarating. Of the few store
buildings strung along the road, enough were empty to suggest
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that Milford’s economic prospects were not brilliant. Indeed,
there wasn’t even a water tank down at the Union Pacific station.
Milford was simply a country trading post where nearby cattle
raisers might buy a plug of Horse Shoe, a paper of pins or a
monkey wrench, without the bother of driving to the county seat.

When Dr. Brinkley told his wife that he believed they
would settle in Milford, she cried.
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7% Dr. Brinkley pointed out to his wife that they had to live
somewhere, and he was “too poor to light in a bigger place.” He
could make local calls around Milford for two dollars, as against
the ten which Junction City physicians charged when they had
to bounce over the dirt roads to the Milford area. Doctor knew
that he could not be too choosy. He had the remains of a thirty-
five-dollar fee which he had received for removing some tonsils
at Axtell, a medical bag, and the Saxon car. Neither the car nor
his higher degrees in Masonry were fully paid for.

The town drugstore was empty. Brinkley rented it for eight
dollars a month and put in a small stock of patent medicines and
knickknacks. There were two rooms in the back of the store
building. Brinkley set up an iron bed in one room, and that was
home. The other room served as a consultation office. Mrs. Brink-
ley kept the store, which was opened for business on November
7, 1917, and provided the customary services of a country drug-
store. It dispensed postage stamps and cold remedies; sometimes
a sport dropped in to buy calamus for the breath, Kansas being a
bone-dry state. Sometimes an unfortunate lady came to the pre-
scription counter whispering about an amenagogue.

Dr. Brinkley started in with a general practice—measles,
whooping cough, hernias. And then, late one night, soon after
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the store opened, a historic event occurred. The dates shift
around in Dr. Brinkley’s various accounts of the incident, and
there is no other testimony touching upon the matter. In any
case, Brinkley told how a man called and asked for the doctor.
He was either a Geary County farmer who raised goats, or a
Milford businessman. His diagnosis of his own case was, “All in.
No pep.” “Mr. X"—so called because “for obvious reasons the
farmer’s name is not appearing here,” says the Brinkley Life—
pleaded with the young doctor to do something for him, a self-
confessed “flat tire.”

The doctor could not hold out much encouragement, and
the conversation became general. Brinkley mentioned his former
job with Swift & Company. “You must have seen just what I've
seen—those rams and buck goats.” Doctor laughed gently. “You
wouldn't have any trouble if you had a pair of those buck glands
in you.”

“Well, why don’t you put ’em in?”

Brinkley closed his eyes and considered. There was some-
thing about the theory that appealed to him, something about
the immediate prospect that repelled him. And yet—was there
some guiding hand of destiny that caused the man who was “sex-
ually dead,” as he said, to demand of the enterprising young
surgeon a set of capric gonads? At first, Brinkley rejected the
idea. He hastily told the patient that the thing was biologically
impossible, that one could not transplant the organs from a lower
order of the animal kingdom to a higher, or vice versa. That was
what Doctor had been taught and he believed it. At least he had
not considered the idea critically up to that time.

Recollections of his Bennett Medical College days came
flooding back. In Brinkley’s own words, “Professor Sutow, Pro-
fessor of Physiology at Bennett, used to quite frequently tell we
boys that he believed one of the greatest fields ahead of us was a
study of the glands of internal secretion because little or nothing
was known of them and one day a professor came or a doctor
rather . . . and he gave a very enthusiastic talk about the possi-
bility.”
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And then Doctor’s mind, according to Wood, turned to an-
other aspect of the situation. “It was such an easy field, he knew,
for any practitioner to hold out false hopes to a troubled patient,
and charge him almost anything. Other doctors had told him
how the suckers bit, at any bait, when they were troubled in this
vital aspect of their manhood. And then he shook his head,
slowly. The code of ethics his father had drilled into him forever
forbade him from any conduct, especially with relation to heal-
ing, except the utterly honest and straightforward.” There was
something about the whole idea that made him feel queasy. But
the patient was adamant; argumentative, pleading and threaten-
ing by turns, and in the end the thing was done, with a local
anesthetic and not, as Brinkley later recalled proudly, “within the
white sterilized walls of a modern hospital,” but humbly “in the
back room of a country doctor’s office.”

Dr. Brinkley felt scratchy about the whole thing. But he
could reassure himself that the deed was done in a very secluded
spot, and the situation carried with it a kind of built-in protec-
tion. The patient was not likely to broadcast the information that
he had tried to pep up his sex life—and failed.

Two weeks later the patient reported the return of normal
libido. A year later the surgeon “delivered Mrs. of a per-
fectly normal ten-pound baby boy,” who grew up to be a bright
sturdy lad, a chip off the old block, rejoicing in the name of
“Billy,” chosen in grateful recognition of the role of the donor in
his daddy’s retreading operation. The father of Billy, inciden-
tally, had no goat odor because his four-footed friend had, by
happenstance, been a practically odorless Toggenberg. This had
to be worked out empirically. Less fortunate were two young
“society men” from California who subsequently took the goat-
gland treatment and smelled to high heaven. The bucks involved
had been Angoras. After that fiasco Dr. Brinkley used Toggen-
bergs exclusively.

“So far as I know, I was the first man that ever did this oper-
ation of taking the goat testicle and putting it in the man’s testi-
cle, yes, sir,” the red-Vandyked Doctor maintained. He ex-
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plained: “The glands of a three weeks’ old male goat are laid
upon the non-functioning glands of a man, within twenty min-
utes of the time they are removed from the goat. In some cases 1
open the human gland and lay the tissue of the goat within the
human gland. The scrotum of the man is opened by incision on
both sides. . . . I find that after being properly connected these
goat glands do actually feed, grow into, and become absorbed
by the human glands, and the man is renewed in his physical
and mental vigor.”

Soon another farmer sidled into the Brinkley drugstore, put
his hand on his hip, pretended to feel a twinge of pain, and
winked.

“Doc, I got the same sort of kidney trouble Jake had. . . .
He said for me to tell you, and you’d understand.”

The second patient, about thirty-eight years old, went under
the knife in the new experiment and reported “complete restora-
tion” of his powers.

“Then I operated on two people kind of having trouble with
their minds,” Doctor recalled.

Another early case was Charles Mellinger, a businessman in
a worse state than the first man had been in. Mellinger had suf-
fered for years from general ill health. The Mellingers, too,
within a year, were blessed with the arrival of a baby boy, whom
they named, to mark the scientific significance of the event,
Charles Darwin Mellinger. Mellinger, like other patients in the
early days, before Brinkley got his assembly line rolling, fur-
nished his own goat.

The next gland-transplant job which Brinkley performed
provides a convincing answer to the often-repeated canard that
his only real interest in the celebrated Brinkley operation was
the money he saw in it. One day, as he was passing the Milford
barbershop, the men inside were joking and “kind of laughing”
about the operation. The loungers were kidding old Charley
Tassine, about whether he would have an operation or not, and
he said he would if he had the money, yes he would have the
operation. “And I was coming along,” Brinkley told later, “and I
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said, ‘You don’t have to have any money, come up to the hospital
and I will give it to you for nothing. . . .” He was a bachelor and
he got married right afterwards.”

It was understood along the street in Milford, in the store
and the post office, wherever men chatted, that Charley Tassine
“had become a regular billy goat, twice as good as any other man
around Milford.” That is what he claimed. Doctor was disturbed
over the indecency of it all, yet excited by the vistas which his
novel surgical procedure opened up. He was inclined to depre-
cate the things old Tassine was saying. “That is what he claimed,”
Brinkley would say cautiously. “He was one of those boasting
fellows, liked to blow off as to his ability.”

More and more elderly callers came to demand Doctor’s
services, while his imagination grappled with the possibilities of
what he came in time to call affectionately “the goat-gland prop-
osition.”

“Dimly,” he says in Ciement Wood’s book, “he had begun to
realize that he was gifted beyond the run of doctors. . . .” But
he must proceed carefully, plan ahead. He needed help. Once
again in a time of need he placed a want ad in The Kansas City
Star. He needed an advertising expert. It was a fateful step that
was to bring him into collision with his brethren in the county,
state and national medical societies, and with what he labeled
later “the jealous sheep ethics, of the leagued allopathic practi-
tioners.”

But what Doctor had in mind at first was simply to make
contact with a counselor who could advise him as to whether
there was anything he could do to increase his business. An ad-
man came out from Kansas City, saw the layout and shook his
head. Unless there was something new, a new cure for tuberculo-
sis or falling hair, “unless you can pull a new stunt about can-
cer . . .” and he looked at Doctor questioningly.

“As far as doing anything different,” Dr. Brinkley told the
press agent casually, “there was a little something I did a couple
of years ago, I will tell you, I have done this goat gland opera-
tion.”
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The advertising expert jumped to his feet, grabbed Brink-
ley’s hand. “Dr. Brinkley,” he said, “you have something that is
worth a million dollars to you.”

“Well, it has been worth a whole lot more than that, hasn't it,
Doctor?” a cross-examining attorney asked later in a federal
courtroom. The judge wouldn’t let Doctor answer the question.
But everybody on hand that day knew that the answer would
have been a thumping affirmative.

Various episodes in Brinkley’s life up to this time have sug-
gested that he was no ordinary doctor. Now he was on the thresh-
old of something big. Yet he hesitated, he said, to fly against the
ethics of the medical profession. He decided to share with his
professional colleagues the results of the six or eight operations
which he had performed.

“I was a fellow of the American Medical Association at the
time,” he explained. “From my experimentation, my operations,
my efforts, my research, I became convinced that there was bene-
fit in glandular transplantation. I thought I had made a wonder-
ful discovery. I thought this was the grandest thing in the world.
I wanted the whole world to know about it. I offered it to the
profession. I tried to get some of those things published in various
medical journals. I wrote letters to doctors in different states tell-
ing them about some of the results I had attained. . . . No
interest was shown.”

And so, reluctantly, he said, he turned to advertising. “My
feeling about the matter was that it was something that was too
good and too valuable to lay aside and do nothing about it and
that the public . . . should have the benefit of it.”

Brinkley specifically named the Journal of the American
Medical Association as one editorial office where he sent a scien-
tific article about his goat-gland work. But the Journal wrote
back that it could not publish nondescript material. Dr. Morris
Fishbein, long-time editor of the Journal, later testified that he
recalled no such material ever coming in from Brinkley and de-
clared that, so far as he knew, Doctor had never revealed the
surgical technique to the medical profession or submitted it to
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the criticism of the profession. Dr. Brinkley also said that he off-
ered to make personal appearances before medical societies with
no takers.

One of the inevitable consequences of aging in the human
male, is the gradual decline of virility, and what man, in such a
case, would not be happy indeed to regain this lost symbol of
youth and vigor? Dr. Brinkley reasoned, and brilliantly, that if
he had, as it appcared he did, a restorative for the libido, frus-
trated males over fifty with a goodly portion of this world’s goods
laid by, would pack up their old kit bag and hit the trail for Mil-
ford, Kansas, and the promise of autumnal gratification. He fig-
ured, also, that those who, in the first flush of hope, regained that
which they had apparently lost, would spread the word far and
wide. The human being is so constituted that any surgical opera-
tion, any cutting of the skin, carries with it the power of sugges-
tion. Many who came to Doctor were fecble because they
thought they were. For them he mixed modern “science” and
ancient symbols. After all, the goat has been the stereotype for
lechery throughout the history of the Western world. “Hrycus
the Ife-Goat,” ran the natural history taught during the Renais-
sance, “is a lascivious and butting animal who is always burning
for coition”; and Pliny, the Fathers of the Church and the Latin
bestiaries ran to the same point.

As Doctor gathered in a rich harvest of glowing testimonials,
the standard charge became $750, and sometimes $1,000 and
$1,500, when the ability to pay more seemed appropriate to a
patient’s circumstances. One delicate touch was that a patient
could pick his own goat in advance, like a guest at a Maine shore
place selecting his own dinner from the lobster pound. The op-
eration took about ten or fifteen minutes. It was done under a
local anesthetic, with Apothesine, a Parke, Davis & Co. product.

Doctor scrupulously disclaimed the idea that his operation
was in any sense a cure-all. But it was indicated for a remarkably
wide range of conditions—“for impotency, insanity, arterio-sclero-
sis, paralysis-agitans, prostate trouble, high blood pressure, skin
diseascs, disease of the organs of regeneration and for prolonging
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life and rebuilding the human body, I know of nothing that will
equal gland transplantation.” Dr. Brinkley warned against cults
and “suggestion,” mental healers, Christian Science, Electro
Therapeutics, for, he acknowledged sadly, “charlatans are quick
to grasp an opportunity to play upon the credulity of the igno-
rant. . . . We plead only human,” he said, speaking for all hon-
est doctors; “no Christ is among us.” But Brinkley had confidence
in his technique, insisted that insanity and stubborn catheter
cases had been cured, and gray hair turned black. This last case
referred to a commercial traveler who had tried everything—
patent medicines, osteopathy, chiropractic, even regular medi-
cine. After Dr. Brinkley’s ministrations, his hair not only turned
black again, but he grew new hair, it was declared by a goat-
gland booster, Sydney B, Flower, in an admiring report on the
new therapy, The Goat-Gland Transplantation (Chicago: c.
1921). Dr. Brinkley kept in close touch with the reactivated
knight of the sample case, especially as to “the matter of astonish-
ing sexual vigor” involving details which “cannot be more than
hinted at.”

On one occasion Dr. Brinkley reported to a conclave of
eclectic doctors on the case of an old gentleman who was rejuve-
nated on only one side. Half of his hair returned to its natural
color, while the other side of his head remained as it was, cov-
ered with the hoary locks of age. The effect was so remarkable
that the poor man, a Professor Heaps of Baltimore, had to use
hair dye. The eclectics received this information with deference.

“Results,” said Doctor, summing up, “have taught me that
I made a wise choice in pinning my faith to the young goat.”

With patients arriving by train and “machine” and hardly
space in little Milford where a man could put down his valise, Dr.
Brinkley urgently needed some way to move the patrons from
the railroad station to his premises. So an old World War I truck
was made over into a motor bus and, “Happy Harry,” who met
all trains and always tried to please, at the wheel, began meet-
ing the trains.

A fortunate circumstance made it possible for Doctor to put
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up a modest hospital building. Mrs. Brinkley had just recently—
in 1917—inherited a small legacy from her Memphis relatives,
which was put into the business. A block of ten lots covered with
trees, briars, cowbarns and jackrabbits was acquired, some shares
of stock were sold to nearby farmers to flesh out the financing.
The sound of hammers and snarl of saws was loud in the little vil-
lage of Milford during the summer of 1918. Trucks crowded the
two streets, groaned under their burden of lumber and bricks as
Doctor’s goat-gland hospital rose in the center of town. Opened
in August, the new facility was a two-and-a-half-story frame
building, constructed along the lines of the typical boardinghouse
in a college town. A water tower was added, specimen plant-
ings of ornamental trees and shrubs, a fountain and an ugly iron
fence. Out back there were pens for the goats.

The new hospital accommodated sixteen patients, and in-
cluded an operating room, office, dining room and kitchen, with
nurses’ quarters in the half story. There was also what Doctor
called his “Trophy Room,” where jars containing appendices and
other interesting removals, were lined up in rows, possibly an
echo of the anatomy exhibits which Brinkley had found effective
when he was a raw youth knocking around as a venereal “special-
ist.”

The patients’ rooms were furnished in various styles from
ivory suites to gumwood, mahogany and Circassian walnut, an
overstuffed davenport in every room. Doctor kept at hand a
photograph of the Mayo Clinic hospital at Rochester, Minnesota,
and evidently visualized some parallel between the two institu-
tions.

Dr. Brinkley’s medical center flourished under various
names. Sometimes it was the Brinkley-Jones Hospital, sometimes
the Kansas General Research Hospital, or just Brinkley Hospital.
Again it went under the style of The Brinkley Clinic, or issued
literature—advertising, that is—under the name of The Scientific
Press. Sometimes the enterprise was The Brinkley Dispensary or
The Brinkley Research Laboratories. In all cases, the names
meant the same thing. The office walls were hung with a number
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of souvenirs of Doctor’s honors and distinctions which were put
on display as he bagged them. Brinkley was Chief Surgeon, but
he was also M.D., C.M., Dr. P.H., ScD.; Fellow of the American
Association for the Advancement of Science; member, Ameri-
can Congress of Internal Medicine; member, National Institute
of Social Sciences; member, National Geographic Society, the
Association for the Study of Internal Secretions and the Ameri-
can Hospital Association.

Brinkley had occasion to discuss his honors and attainments
under oath.

“You ask where I got all of those degrees from. Well, on this
diploma I have, it says ‘Doctor of Medicine and Master of Sur-
gery, and that entitles you to say M.D. and M.C. [sic] if you
care to. The Doctor of Science degree was conferred on me by
the Chicago Law School, an honorary degree, and the Doctor of
Public Health was conferred on me by the Eclectic Medical Uni-
versity of Kansas City, Missouri, where I received my M.D. de-
gree. I will declare I don’t know whether I also put after my
name, sometimes, LL.D. I don’t remember whether I ever claim
I have had a degree of L1.D.”

The American Association for the Advancement of Science
and the American Hospital Association ungratefully ejected Doc-
tor when they realized he was among them. It has been argued
that Brinkley was such a supreme cgotist that he did not or could
not have a sense of humor. But it appears to the present investi-
gator that he did have a sly kind of humor; vide., the listing of
membership in the National Geographic Society which means
that he subscribed to a well-known magazine.

The Brinkley Hospital letterheads show what purported to
be three physicians connected with the Milford prostate shop.
The other two were Minnie T. Brinkley, and “Dr.” Horatius
Dwight Osborn, a member of the class of 1922 at Date R. Alex-
ander’s egregious Kansas City College of Medicine and Surgery.
Neither had a license to practice medicine in Kansas. Osborn also
held the diploma of the Medical Department of the National
University of Arts and Sciences in St. Louis. This establishment
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for manufacturing doctors quickly out of chauffeurs and team-
sters was closed up and its charter revoked in 1927. Mrs. Doctor
Brinkley was anesthetist and Osborn operated and did the X-ray
work. Dr. Tiberius L. Jones, Dr. Brinkley’s brother-in-law, was
listed as “Visiting Physician”; but Milford looked upon him sim-
ply as “the brother-in-law of Dr. Brinkley.” Edith Lewis was
listed on the staff roster as “R.N.” She was “a good common farm
girl” and did the heavy housework around the place. The Board
of Directors consisted of the Brinkleys and Osborn.

Osborn, who also owned several buildings in Milford, was a
kind of chauffeur and general handy man, so close to Doctor that
Brinkley often referred to him as his adopted son. He did pros-
tatic diagnosis and most of the knife work. How he cut up peo-
ple with impunity for some ten years without a license was not
the least of the mysteries surrounding the extraordinary enter-
prise which Brinkley conducted in his secluded setting. There
was, for the most part, a constant shifting and changing in Doc-
tor’s entourage, but Osborn was a fixture until a time of crisis
when the attorney general began to make threatening noises and
Osborn found it prudent to leave the Sunflower state for an ex-
tended “vacation.” But he reappeared later and rendered faithful
service right up to Brinkley’s flamboyant and Wagnerian end.

There were, of course, interludes, small irritations or mis-
understandings such as punctuate any long-sustained relation-
ship. At times, when the tension became almost unbearable, Dr.
Brinkley was known to relax with a drink or two, or more. On
one occasion Doctor went to the instrument case in the operat-
ing room “saying he was going to cut all their throats,” as one
nurse told of it afterwards. The nurses could not hold him, but
the faithful Osborn hit him over the head with a board; and so to
bed. A male nurse and Dr. Jones, Brinkley’s father-in-law, as-
sisted Osborn. The latter was the only real casualty. He “was
bitten by Dr. Brinkley on the thumb,” said the nurse, “and I
dressed the thumb for him.” During the fracas one of the patients
tied his sheets together and climbed out of his window. He was
frightened, and could not know that the occasion was nothing
more than a family argument. Dr. Brinkley must have been a
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formidable barroom fighter. Osborn had only one ear, and Geary
County folklore has it that Doctor chewed it off in a similar little
misunderstanding.

The Kansas Ponce de Leon did not scale the heights without
encountering those “slings and arrows of outrageous fortune”
which afflict humanity generally. On one occasion, just when
Doctor felt he was getting on solid ground, some girls, heating a
curling iron, started a fire which burned out the Brinkley drug-
store. At another time the patronage of the Hospital dropped
alarmingly because, as Brinkley explained it, “His intensive la-
bors of the year and a half since he reached Milford had had
their result in cleaning up all the diseases and operating on all
the people, within a radius of thirty miles of his hospital. Every-
body was fat and sassy and he couldn’t even find a sore tooth to

ull.”
d In 1919, Doctor went through his first bankruptcy. Things
looked so black that, as a precaution, he took out a license in
Texas by reciprocity on his Arkansas license. But his departure
from Kansas was delayed by a fortunate upturn in his business.
Goat glands were catching the public fancy. So the unusual work
being done at Milford went on.

Despite his remarkablc endowments there were, as has been
suggested, flaws in Doctor’s character and temperament. The
mountain lad who triumphed over obscurity and adversity, who
impressed those who knew him in the early days as a “reckless
boy,” often displayed signs of emotional instability. There was,
for example, the time he took an axe and chopped the tires and
front end of a fellow townsman’s automobile. Again, he chased
the ambulatory patients at the hospital out into the Brinkley
botanical gardens with a butcher knife. He was indicted in 1920
for bootlegging, pleaded guilty and got a fine and ninety days.
Fortunately, Doctor’s attorney happened to be the law partner of
the prosecuting attorney of Geary County. Dr. Brinkley was let
off from going to the clink. “The county commissioners said they
wouldn’t have me in jail because I eat too good,” Doctor joked;
“it would cost too much to feed me.”

Milford neighbors told a representative of The Kansas City
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Star, a newspaper which could not be numbered among Doctor’s
admirers, that Doctor was not a whiskey seller and the Star ac-
cepted the explanation that Mrs. Brinkley had simply sold a bot-
tle to a dentist from Elyria as an accommodation. The liquor was
needed, as it turned out, not for medicine, but as lubrication for
some festivities in Junction City, which were so successful that
eventually the police found the dentist, as Brinkley later testi-
fied, “gloriously drunk.” “Kansas has a bone dry law,” Doctor ex-
plained. “They could arrest you for smelling breath on your
liquor—I mean liquor on your breath.” Brinkley let the charge
run against him to shield his wife. But he steadily maintained
that the bibulous caller had been a spy of the American Medical
Association and the whole incident a put up job.

There was also a shooting scrape, and as a result Doctor
was bonded for $1,000 to the State of Kansas to keep the peace
after he threatened to shoot a neighbor, Jesse Wilson, with a
pistol.

Dr. Brinkley rather made light of the whole thing.

“I made some remarks concerning this fellow,” he said, “that
caused him to be afraid, I guess, and they put me under a bond;
I don’t know whether I was arrested or not, but I had to give a
bond not to shoot him.”

Busy as he was with his youth operation, the hospital start-
up and various brushes with the law, Dr. Brinkley still found
time to study and travel, to spread out, broaden his horizons and
advance the work which prospered so amazingly. In 1918 and
1919, he had gone to Chicago, where he took a short course in
emergency operative surgery under Dr. Max Thorek at the
American Hospital. Dr. Thorek had been working hopefully on
the rejuvenation problem. For four years the basement of his
hospital crawled with gorillas until he regretfully concluded that
a second youth was a false hope.

Dr. Brinkley’s diligence in pursuing his postgraduate studies
in April, 1018, and after, left much to be desired “because of his
indulgence in alcohol,” Dr. Thorek said. “I advised him to retake
the course a year later, which he did.” After the second go-
around Thorek asserted, “My observation of the man at that time
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was that he was not reliable in his statements, that his object was
solely to make money, without the finer sentiment underlying
the practise of medicine playing any role in his make-up. . . . I
admonished him to leave liquor alone and to concentrate on
worth-while endeavor and improve himself as a man and as a
physician, to which he replied: ‘I have a scheme up my sleeve
and the whole world will hear of it.””

A quite different interpretation of his presence in Chicago
was set forth by Dr. Brinkley. He was “called” to Chicago, he
said, and “When I came out with my discovery on the transplan-
tation of goat glands” was invited by Thorek to “teach him my
technique.” But Brinkley noted that he was aware of Dr. Tho-
rek’s “game.” “He is a Jew and we all know their tactics. Iis idea

was . . . simply to freeze me out of business and take to him-
self all the glory and income bound to result from such a dis-
covery . . . so I simply refused.”

While Doctor was in Chicago, he announced that he needed
a larger field and would make his home there. He had operated
on 209 cases “with wonderful success.” The gland transplantation
was “out of the experimental stage.” In Chicago, Doctor could
better accommodate “the ever increasing number of people who
wished to have the work done.” Optimistic reports issued from
Dr. Thexton’s Park Avenue Hospital, 1940 Park Avenue, corner
of Robey Strect, where Dr. Brinkley had set up camp. A news
release was distributed to the effect that several prominent Chi-
cagoans were ready to back Brinkley in building a new school of
medicine on the North Side, with a hospital and biological re-
search laboratories attached. There would be a four-year course
of instruction in the Brinkley School of Medicine, because gland
work could not be taught in a matter of a few weeks.

After a good deal of public interest had been whipped up
in Doctor, his ambitious plans and surgical feats, the going got
rougher. The Chicago Tribune interviewed a cross section of the
city’s prominent physicians who said thumbs down on the idea
that a set of borrowed glands would alleviate impotency, arterio-
sclerosis, epilepsy, sterility and so on. Among them was Dr. Tho-
rek. He declared flatly that the whole thing was biologically im-
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possible. Then the Chicago police and the health department
descended on the Park Avenue Hospital because Brinkley was
stabling fiftcen goats there, which they called maintaining a
nuisance. And, as a final blow, the head of the Illinois Depart-
ment of Registration and Education, who read the newspapers
too, found that Doctor did not hold a license to practice medi-
cine in the state. Before the machinery of government could
move, however, Doctor returned to Milford, well content to sit
in a little hospital by the side of the road, and watch the world
come to him.

Under a smiling sun the fame and practice of the Kansas
healer grew, feeding upon information which Doctor either gave
out or leaked in confidence—that he had attended Mrs. William
Jennings Bryan, that he had been summoned to treat Woodrow
Wilson after his physical breakdown, that he was about to erect
a powerful radio station which would be connected in some way
with his burgeoning hospital. Other legends, too, grew up around
the colorful doctor, some which he obviously did not sponsor—
that, for example, he had assaulted an unsuspecting goat in Cen-
tral Park in New York City, sliced out its sex glands without
anesthesia and transferred them to, as a writer in Medical
Economics put it, “an equally unsuspecting ‘goat’ in human form.”
Doctor was hurt by this and regarded it as a malicious misstate-
ment, because newspaper reports at the time had clearly stated
that the goat came from the Bronx Zoo, was taken into the bath-
room and humanely dispatched in the tub. In three minutes the
goat glands had a new home. Within ten days the man was fully
recovered. And shortly thereafter he was in need of a wife.

The stifling heat of a Kansas summer was so unfavorable to
the gland business, that Doctor went to cool Connecticut in June,
1921, to operate there during “the heated term.” The office was
in Bridgeport, the Brinkley residence in Fairfield. Doctor had
planned to go to Europe this year, but the leaping demand for
the goat gonads, forced him to conclude that business comes be-
fore pleasure.

Doctor was examined for his Connecticut license, along with
a batch of other eclectic doctors, at New Haven in a ceremony
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which must have had its jovial side, since the Hotel Garde
handed the State Board a bill for $1800 worth of smashed furni-
ture as a consequence of a pre-exam party held on its premises.
Equipped, the night before, with a set of the questions to be
asked, his character certified by good old Date R. Alexander,
who was apparently well and favorably known throughout the
eclectic medical world, Brinkley had no trouble in passing the
examination, or in cleaning up the backlog of applicants for his
surgical attentions. When the harvest had been gathered in, Doc-
tor returned to Milford.

Each year, Dr. Brinkley found something interesting to do
in the way of professional travel. Early in 1922 he was in Cali-
fornia, where some kind of temporary permit to practice medi-
cine and surgery was issued. Doctor often told of how, as a result
of a little article he had published in some magazine, he was
summoned to Los Angeles at the invitation of Harry Chandler,
owner of the Los Angeles Times. Brinkley performed his spe-
cialty upon Chandler and several of his friends and employees.
The publisher reciprocated by giving Brinkley extensive pub-
licity, and some advice. He told Doctor to raise his prices and
make some money. Brinkley has left us the image of himself as a
devoted savant, an other-worldly scientist, working far out on the
frontiers of knowledge, never thinking abont such things as fees.
But it is doubtful if this picture can be sustained seriously, or if
the publisher’s advice was needed, as Doctor, in a few weeks’
time, cleaned up about forty thousand dollars at the Alexandria
Hotel. But, if the advice was superfluous, the publicity was some-
thing that he could use, and he made grateful acknowledgment
of it.

“It was really Chandler who made me famous,” Doctor said.

On this California safari, Doctor also quietly renovated the
glands of various bigwigs—that is, as quietly as the headlines in
the Times permitted. The stars of the silent screen also sought
his ministrations. “Many of them,” says his Life, “still carry on
their bodies the telltale neat scar that is the trademark of Dr.
Brinkley.”

The urge which pushed young Brinkley out of and up from
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the log-cabin world of the North Carolina “mountings” caused
him to take a deep satisfaction at this time in the evidence of his
own rise in the world, in such experiences as his first encounter
with an artichoke or a governor, in being asked to come up to
the dais on some public occasion, in being seated at the captain’s
table on shipboard, even of being awarded an honorary degree
from Alexander’s Kansas City doctor factory.

When Harry Chandler asked Dr. Brinkley to come to Cali-
fornia, the Los Angeles Times was just then installing KH]J, the
first radio station ever put up in that city. Brinkley was inter-
ested and impressed. When he returned to Milford . . . but let
him tell about it in his own way.

“I thought it would be a nice thing to entertain the patients
by having a radio station close to the hospital where they could
lay in bed and listen in on their earphones, and I bought the sta-
tion and gave lectures over it. . . . I never tried to produce any
patients over the radio at all.”

The right to operate a radio station was easily secured in
those days. During the summer of 1923 a station was under con-
struction in the Brinkley block at Milford. The Brinkleys were
motoring through Canada at the time, Osborn at the wheel. Re-
turning they stopped off to visit former patients in Connecticut
and New York, where they put up at the Waldorf-Astoria. Dr.
Brinkley had Clement Wood insert into his autobiography the
circumstance that the party stopped at the New Willard in
Washington in the suite occupied just the night before by Presi-
dent Coolidge and family. The Kansas congressman whose dis-
trict included Geary County wanted Dr. Brinkley to go to the
White House to meet the Coolidges. But “Brinkley declined . . .
through a sense of delicacy . . . the purpose might be misin-
terpreted.”

The radio broadcasting license came through in September
with the call letters KFKB, which were interpreted as standing
for Kansas First, Kansas Best. The “Home of Gland Transplanta-
tion” was on the air a few days later. Brinkley had definite ideas
about programing. Recognizing that the average program was
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ill-suited to the needs of the sick or convalescent—a bold concept
which the electronic art has still scarcely accepted—Doctor “de-
cided to entertain not only his patients but sickabeds and shut-
ins all over the country.” The station was a thousand watt-er;
but only General Electric at Schenectady, New York, used over
500 watts. KFKB was big stuff. Its studio would hold a chorus of
three hundred persons, and its signal could be plainly heard in
the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.

Casting about for what to do with XFKB, Brinkley came up
with three program ideas: personal travel talks, talks to mothers
on their babies and discourses on the world’s great literature by
teachers from nearby Manhattan State College. Doctor, feeling
his way, even toyed with the idea of a code of ethics for KFKB
which would exclude price quotations, transcriptions, merchan-
dising gimmicks, controversies, suggestive language and “risqué
music.” He was particular to point out the station’s unselfish char-
acter.

“I never said anything about the goat gland operation over
the radio on none of my broadcasts,” Doctor insisted.

Brinkley sailed for the Far East late in the fall of 1923,
picked up about $5,000 in Shanghai while staying at the Astor
House (365 per diem). He went on to Saigon in Indo-China to
visit a colony of eunuchs who, he was interested to find, revealed
no evidence of prostate trouble. The Brinkleys moved on to
Singapore, to Sumatra, Penang, then India and Ceylon, “the
pendant jewel of India,” and so on around the world. They were
now enjoying frankly and simply the recreations of tourism,
tasting the pleasures and relaxations of travel, Doctor’s last pro-
fessional engagement having been aboard ship in the Malacca
Strait, when the Prince of Siam needed a circumcision.

While Dr. Brinkley was buying an exquisite old rug which
had been stolen out of a palace, inspecting the dockyard area at
Singapore, visiting a nearby pineapple-canning factory, unhappy
news reached him from home. The good old days, the wide-open
days in Connecticut, medically speaking, were at an end. The
state revoked all eclectic medical licenses in December, 1923,
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and Brinkley’s, as Doctor delicately phrased it, got “caught in the
net.” There was one consolation. The Milford specialist was far
beyond the reach of any proceedings which could be brought
against him in Hartford.

There were also ugly threats of similar action in Arkansas,
Missouri, Texas and Tennessee. And the press played up the no-
tion that Dr. Brinkley had “skipped” the country. At this time
Doctor had a drecam or vision, to which the Life attaches great
importance. It occurred on the road to Singapore. Brinkley
seemed to be on a mountaintop, in a drenching rain. He became
entangled in an earth slide, heading down toward a yawning
abyss, when three figures dressed in white appeared, his mother
and Aunt Sally on either side to support him, and his father lead-
ing the way to safety. Then the family group seemed to shift
and dissolve, as is often the way with dreams, and Doctor found
that Lincoln and Thomas A. Edison were his conductors, with
William B. McKinley in a Masonic apron leading the way.

Clement Wood, who had been psychoanalyzed, had worked
with Dr. Beatrice Hinkle and had familiarized himself with the
theories of Jung, Adler and Freud, was quite excited when he
came upon this dream sequence, for he held that “to each leader
of man has come some one pivotal moment of vision, when the
heavens seemed to open and speak comfort and consolation” to
him. The import of the dream was clear to Wood: “, . . it was an
internal affirmation that the dreamer intended to achieve success,
aided by mother, Aunt Sally, and guided by his father”; as well
as Lincoln, Edison and McKinley.

“John R. Brinkley,” exclaimed Wood, with what seems to be
a particularly confusing non sequitur, “unknown to you, this
dream of yours has cleared you, before the bar of modern science
of the silly charges levelled against you, more definitely than all
the factual evidence in the world could conceivably do.”

Dr. Brinkley returned to Milford from his world tour in
March, 1924, refreshed, matured, surer than ever in his convic-
tion that “of all afflictions that men are heir to, impotency is the
worst.” As it was with Christian in Pilgrim’s Progress, who passed
through the Slough of Despond on his journey toward Mount
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Zion only to encounter the Hill Difficulty, then slipped past the
Hill to find he faced a pair of lions, Dr. Brinkley’s progress, too,
was complicated by obstacles and discouragements. When he
applied for a permanent medical license in California, the Board
made an exhaustive examination of his antecedents and educa-
tional qualifications. His application was denied. And in that
same year, soon after he returned from his trip around the world,
Dr. Brinkley was indicted in California for violating the state
Medical Practice Act. It was a matter of no small satisfaction to
Doctor that, when the California officers appeared before Gov-
ernor Jonathan Davis of Kansas, who had enjoyed much free
time on Brinkley’s new radio station, the Governor received them
coldly.

“Why do you want to take this man Brinkley to California?”
he demanded.

“Because,” said the California gentlemen in the name of
narrow legality, “he is not a regular doctor and might injure our
people by giving poison instead of medicine.”

“Well,” said Governor Davis, “California is a long way from
Kansas and I don’t believe your people are in any danger from
him.”

This is the way Brinkley remembered it. He added with un-
derstandable satisfaction that the American Medical Association
had spent $150,000 to try to get him returned to California. How-
ever that may be, there is no doubt that the Governor of Kansas
did refuse to extradite him.

“They would have kangarooed me till kingdom come out
there,” Brinkley mused. He regarded the California rebuff as the
first sign of persecution. It was a “deliberate attempt to jail a
great man,” according to the Wood-Brinkley Life of a Man. So
Doctor buckled down to his advertising and gave it more bite,
with an almost apocalyptic vision of how his operation could be
merchandised, his primary trading area no less than the whole
United States. Even that expansive concept proved, as a matter
of fact, to be conservative as the mail and patients arrived from
Canada, Europe and the sultry Latin countries.

“A man comes to me,” he wrote, “suffering from Cancer,
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Tuberculosis, or many other dangerous diseases, and in addition,
he is impotent. He says, ‘Doctor, fix up the Impotency and let
the Cancer go hang!’”

And again he wrote, “in this day and age the average man,
especially of means, when he has reached the age of 50 or there-
abouts has taken unto himself another wife, and usually one
much younger than himself . . . and he will go to any lengths
to hold the affection of his wife. And now about wives. Don’t get
the impression that women are icebergs and are content with
impotent husbands. I know of more families where the devil is
to pay in fusses, temperamental sprees, etc. . . . all due to the
husband not being able to function properly. Many and many
times wives come to me and say, ‘Doctor, my husband is no
good!’” And so on.

This is the prose and this the reality that kept Brinkley’s
hospital in dusty little Milford filled with patients—this and the
ancient dream which caused Dr. Faustus to make a pact with
the devil.
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Old Men
with
Young Ideas

7% True science is the enemy of the charlatan. Yet it is also
his constant inspiration and assistant. Whenever a new discovery
or advance is made in any area of knowledge, some modern
promoter of scientific witchcraft appropriates it for his own pur-
poses. And so, a side effect of the ground gained in the study of
the ductless glands, for instance, was the prompt appearance of
the gland therapist, presenting elements of mystery, science fic-
tion and sex, in a package that people would pay for.

The theory of endocrinology goes back to Théophile de
Borden who, in 1778, expressed the idea that certain glands pro-
duce tremendously important secretions, internal rather than ex-
ternal. About the middle of the last century a foremost French
physiologist, Claude Bernard, thought that he had found the
secret of eternal youth in the sex glands of man, Bernard injected
himself with an extract of these glands and found that he could
run up a flight of stairs much faster than he could before. Ex-
cited, he had put forth the extra effort necessary to do it. Bernard,
nevertheless, went to meet his fathers at his appointed time.

Another wave of rejuvenation fever swept Europe after the
day, in 1889, when Charles Edward Brown-Séquard, the savant
who succeeded Bernard as professor of experimental medicine
at the College de France, announced to the Société de Biologie
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in Paris that he had administered an expressed testicular extract
to himself at the age of seventy. Previously feeble and depressed,
Brown-Séquard reported that he had been renewed—and shortly
died. His work had been so sensationalized that the poor man
had fled to England to escape prospective patients; a retreat
from fame which Dr. J. R. Brinkley would have found unthinka-
ble.

Brown-Séquard’s postulate was that the development of the
secondary sex characteristics was the result of a secretion of the
sex glands. This was the theoretical basis for his experiments.
Later investigators carried on controlled experiments with dis-
tilled water. They were, regretfully, unable to confirm his results.

There was another stir when Elie Metchnikoff thought he
had found in yogurt the remedy against old age.

In the early years of the present century, around 1914-15, a
Chicago doctor, Dr. George Frank Lydston, conducted experi-
ments with emulsions of organs, and also became interested in
the therapeutic possibilities of the implantation of the generative
glands. His first subject was himself. Dr. Lydston used human
material. Doc Brinkley, who usually followed the ancient saying
that a doctor always speaks ill of doctors, referred to Lydston
with unusual urbanity, citing as “an example of heroism” the
splendid job he did on himself, and adding generously, “In the
use of the human gland Dr. Lydston is as supreme as I am in
the use of the goat gland.”

Lydston’s procedure involved the implantation of glands
from the dead to the living. His reports attracted the attention
of Dr. Leo Leonidas Stanley, a reputable physician and Chief
Surgeon at California State prison; i.e., San Quentin. Dr. Stanley
undertook to substantiate or disprove the claims which were be-
ing made. He was fortunately situated. San Quentin would, in
a vintage year, carry out three or four hangings in which the
bodies were not claimed. The prison medics would take the
gonads from one and the human implant would soon be neatly
bedded in the scrotal tissue of some senile lifer. Most, but not all,
patients said they benefitted from the gift, felt better, their out-
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look cheerier, Dr. Stanley reported in writings addressed to both
professional and lay readers. Mark Williams, seventy-two, and
pretty far gone, showed new pep in five days and could even
understand a joke. Old Johnny Meadows, in for life, got a new
pair of glands and ran fifty yards in seven seconds. The homo-
graphs sloughed off, but Dr. Stanley believed that some unknown
bodies which had a stimulating effect were given off into the
blood stream.

Stanley enjoyed his measure of fame, and even the cele-
brated Dr. Serge Voronoff of Paris—whose fee for a set of ring-
tailed-monkey glands was five or six thousand dollars or what
have youP—dropped off at San Quentin to see the prison surgeon
and review his work.

“Oh, zat is fine!” he exclaimed cordially. “Your operations are
for zee poor man and mine are for zee rich man!”

Dr. Stanley also experimented on aged prisoners with goat-
gland serum to which the Associated Press gave the arresting
nickname of “memory juice.” Stanley’s technique was quickly
picked up by one Dr. Clayton E. Wheeler of San Francisco,
whose contribution to endocrinology was the sending out of ele-
gantly engraved cards to plushy ladies—ladies only—inviting
them to intimate lectures on the “Making of Well People, Young.”
The treatment consisted of two injections of about one ounce
each of nanny-goat extract. It is interesting to note that elderly
women desiring to repeat the conquests of their youth chose the
gland-injection route in the proportion of three to one over the
men. The fading males preferred the gland transplants, the knife
to the needle, in about the same proportion.

Dr. Stanley regarded Brinkley coldly. Like most men in the
irregular practice of medicine, Doctor Brinkley could not afford
to be too sensitive, especially when a colleague could be useful
to him. Stanley’s work, asserted the Brinkley Life, “has conclu-
sively established that Brinkley was right in all of his conten-
tions.”

The idea that senescence was related to glandular atrophy
was revived with spectacular consequences in the early years of
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this century by Dr. Serge Voronoff in France and Dr. Eugene
Steinach in Austria. Voronoff, “a Frenchified Russian,” accepted
Brown-Séquard’s theories, but made an important modification in
his methods. Preferring the knife to the hypodermic needle,
Voronoft transplanted active glands from one animal to another
and finally from animals to humans who were, or thought they
were, about ready for the scrap pile. Voronoff transplanted en-
tire glands. Since a supply of human material was not readily
available, he got his supply from the anthropoid apes that most
closely approximate man, the gorillas, chimps and lemurs. To in-
sure fresh materials, Dr. Voronoff established a monkey farm at
the Chateau Grimaldi, among the palm and banana trees of
Mentone. There was some public speculation that the gland
graftee might develop interesting simian characteristics. Voronoff
put this idea down quickly, firmly and scientifically.

Dr. Voronoff’s work was explained to the millions by the
Sunday supplements as “the monkey gland operation,” and he
became a fashionable celebrity, although his rejuvenating activi-
ties were never accepted by scientists. The evidence was, and is,
that the tissue of strange species is rejected by the defense
mechanism that is a part of human biology. Nor could Voronoff
establish positively that the atrophy of the glands in old men
had any causal relationship to the gencral phenomena of old age.
In fact, the degenerative changes of the body incident to age
usually far outstrip the decline of the sexual functions. But the
placebo effect, the power of self-suggestion, was often able for a
time to produce the phenomena of regeneration, as promised.
Meanwhile, the foreign tissue was encapsulated and destroyed.

The monkey glands created a furore in the 1920, although
it was just “newspaper publicity with literary touches,” as one
New York doctor wrote to a friend at the time. Rejuvenation
became the topic of the hour, with Voronoff giving daily inter-
views in Paris. There were monkey-gland jokcs, monkey-gland
novels, plays and revues about monkey glands, often flippant,
with the sexual implications heavily underscored. The effects of
the Voronoff treatment were short-lived. But the Russian made
the subject of rejuvenation as fashionable as Mah Jong.
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“Nobody,” commented Dr. Clarence W. Lieb, “was sure it
was a nice thing to talk about and talked about it continuously.”
He went on to inquire, “Who wants to be made young again?”
The answer, it appeared, was: practically everybody.

Another advocate of offbeat therapy for the treatment of the
degencrative processes developed a rival technique around 1g20.
Dr. Eugene Steinach of Vienna reasoned that the male gland
had two functions, being the source of life for both the individual
and the species. He speculated that surgery which would circum-
vent the reproductive process would stimulate and energize the
somatic life of the human organism. So he ligated—ticd off—the
duct leading from the male gland, thus permitting, according to
the theory, the hormone-secreting parts of the gonad to flourish
and increase the amount of the chemical poured into the blood
strcam. The operation was a simple one, involved no unusual
technique, could be done under a local anesthetic by any doctor
in his office with ordinary aseptic precautions. The theory was a
part of the scientific patrimony inherited from Brown-Séquard,
but the tying off did not produce an accelerated development
of the cells or an increase in their activity. An early exponent of
the Steinachian miracle in the United States was Dr. Harry
Benjamin of New York. He conceded that the mind could help
the surgery. That is, the patient had to believe the operation
would give him back his lost vitality or he wouldn’t get it.

All the youthifying fellows worked in secrecy, without con-
trols. The scientific observers were hesitant, the gland operators
positive. When objections were raised in Europe they blamed
the Church. In the United States the critics were accused of
“prudery” and the “Tennessee mentality.” The whole subject gen-
erated a good deal of acrimony. The medical conservatives and
the moralists were themselves more controversial than scientific
about the whole subject. But the gland grafters flourished, with
their varied specialties, each designed to spark the human igni-
tion system.

By injections, extracts, elixirs, by drugs, powders, capsules,
the rejuvenators administered chalk, glycerin and goat lymph at
fancy prices. “Rejuvenation” was a vogue word of the period,
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presenting hope for a new lease on life in the days of the shimmy
and flaming youth. Drugstore windows were filled with pack-
aged organic extracts and weird mechanical devices which were
sold as scientific aids to encourage a physical development that
seemed to be wanting. They did no good and probably no more
harm than ordinary larceny.

The technical methods of modern surgery were also ex-
ploited. As with opotherapy—the trcatment by glandular ex-
tracts—the results were fleeting. The effect upon the monkeys
and goats was unfortunate and permancnt. The average man in
his middle years, depressed by the melancholy thought that life
is merely the process of becoming a eunuch, had but slight con-
ception of what his functional ability should normally be. But all
of the publicity and advertising matter set up such a weeping
and wailing as “to make still more mournful,” in the words of Dr.
Morris Fishbein, “the sexually despondent male.”

It has been estimated that in 1924 there were approximately
750 surgeons, mentalists, necromancers and religious healers ped-
dling gland treatments of one sort or another to the senior citi-
zens of the United States. The alchemists, miracle workers, as-
trologers and medical messiahs of the Dark Ages never had it so
good as the goat-serum vaccinators of the Whoopee Years, who
told their story in the newspapers and magazines, to the extent
that it could be detailed in publications of general circulation.

Prominent personalities got entangled in the rejuvenation
craze. In 1922, Harold F. McCormick, the Chicago multimillion-
aire, then President of the International Harvester Company and
former husband of Edith Rockefeller McCormick, was rumored
to feel a romantic interest in the diva, Ganna Walska. It was be-
lieved generally that he intended to marry her, as in fact he did.
McCormick was hospitalized as the patient of Dr. Victoire Les-
pinasse, a genito-urinary surgeon who had come in for attention
from the press because of experiments which he had conducted
with the endocrines. Lespinasse was associated in the mind of
any Chicago editor with Dr. Frank Lydston and Voronoff.

The editor of the sprightly Chicago Herald and Examiner,
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always ready to take a chance on jail or assassination to share
with The People all that the Herald and Examiner knew about
public—or private—affairs, took note of Dr. Lespinasse’s special
competence in the hormone field. The Herald and Examiner
“didn’t think McCormick had called him to set a broken arm,” as
Robert J. Casey, the astute chronicler of the period, has said in
his More Interesting People; “And so the Examiner marked an
end to any Victorian reticences that might have been left in the
newspaper business by printing detailed reports of the late
Harold McCormick’s gland operation.” Actually, the Herald and
Examiner did not know whether McCormick had had a new set
of glands installed or his tonsils removed, but the story was de-
veloped with all the professional skullduggery which was later
celebrated in the roaring drama, The Front Page. Along with
some possible misinformation, the readers of the Examiner
learned something about music and the opera, the early indus-
trial history of Chicago, the invention of the McCormick reaper
and the medical specialty of Dr. Lespinasse. Thus enlightenment
was spread throughout Cook County until the Examiner tired of
the subject.

Wherever there are newsworthy financiers, celebrated au-
thors and an inflammable idea, a public uproar is bound to follow.
In the early 1920s, Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, no stranger to the
best-seller lists, took the youth cure herself at the age of sixty-
six, by the Steinach method, and published a novel, Black Oxen,
based on the idea of a New York society woman getting a success-
ful youth treatment. Black Oxen was the fiction best seller of the
year, 1923, joining The Sheik and Gentlemen Prefer Blondes as
an aspect of the revolt against the genteel mores and manners of
the Edwardian past. The flavor of the period is apparent in Mrs.
Atherton’s titillating tale of a woman nearing sixty, who regained
the bloom of youth, with the result that a journalist of thirty-
four and an Austrian prince proposed to her. Many physicians
considered Black Oxen the most misleading and ill-advised pub-
lication of the last hundred years, but the book was made into a
play, was denounced from the pulpit and put Mrs. Atherton in
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intimate touch, through a voluminous correspondence, with
women all over the world who were still young in heart. Of Mrs.
Atherton’s own subsequent history, it should be noted that when
she was seventy-five she was rejuvenated again. She was able to
write a thousand words a day until she was ninety, when she
died, reasonably enough, of “ailments connected with advanced
age.”

The undisputed dean of the goat-gland craze was Johnny
Brinkley, the piney-ridge mountain boy who wanted to be a
doctor, who had admittedly deprived more goats of their repro-
ductive powers, and who had collected more money from elderly
men than any of his colleagues in the business of providing boost-
ers for unappeased desires.

Dr. Brinkley took a lively interest in the general gland
scene. He shared the postulates of the time regarding the duct-
less glands, and especially the idea that the sex glands are a
major factor in health, temperament and the whole body’s capa-
bilities. To the testicular hormone he gave a name of his own de-
vising, in capital letters, “SEXALIN.” He was conscious of being
a pioneer, “his only guides his own experience, plus his brilliant
intuitive deductions.” Doctor was gratified, of course, to know
that European physicians “accepted” gland transplantation. Dur-
ing Brinkley’s Chicago sojourn, Voronoff had visited Dr.
Thorek’s Hospital. Brinkley must have felt it keenly when he
was not admitted to the lecture ampitheatre where Dr. Voronoft
made his demonstration. But Doctor owned a copy of Voronoff’s
treatise on gland grafts. “Dr. Serge Voronoff,” he said, “copied
after both Dr. Lydston and myself; but gave neither of us credit.”
What really surprised him was “that the methods pursued by
these foreign surgeons are so plainly inferior to those of our own
Dr. Brinkley.” As for Steinach, “The Steinach operation has
been employed by Dr. Brinkley experimentally and has been
supplanted in his work by the Brinxrey OPERATION Which has all
of the rejuvenating features of the Steinach and in addition con-
sists of the transplantation of a NEW ARTERY and a NEW NERVE,
making the operation absolutely permanent. By using this opera-
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tion in connection with gland transplantation, adding the an-
imal gland to and NEVER REMOVING the human gland but assisting
it to its proper function of supplying the blood stream with the
vital hormones, we have the BRINKLEY CoMPOUND OPERATION,
which is practically never failing. . . . The superiority of this
method to that employed by Steinach is obvious and needs no
further comment.” Thus Brinkley.

In his critique of Dr. Voronoff and his monkey glands Doc-
tor observed, “His procedure is to slice these glands into seg-
ments thin enough for the blood of the patient to penetrate and
so adopt this foreign body as a part of his own organization.
Again the superiority of Dr. Brinkley’s method . . . is apparent
to the reasoning mind. . . .” The people of the United States
and all North America may congratulate themselves, the folder
continued, for being able to obtain the services of the plentiful
and reasonably priced goat, plus the ministrations “of one whose
technique is far in advance of the Old World experts.”

No one deplored more loudly than Dr. Brinkley the fact
that hetero-transplantation was a subject that seemed to lend it-
self to scandal and “smart” journalism. “A vast amount of public-
ity,” Doctor wrote, “much of it sensational (and consequently
undesirable) has been given to gland transplantation within the
past five years.” Dr. Brinkley did not condone the entry of as-
sorted opportunists—authorities, in a Pickwickian sense—into
the rejuvenation field, and often reviewed in pungent language
some of the novelties which tried to muscle into the business.

Dr. Brinkley fumbled his story for a while when he was
getting his publicity machine revved up. He was interested, ac-
cording to his early announcements, only in giving babies to men
and women “cheated of their natural heritage.” Let Voronoff
make old men young again if he wished, but “Dr. Brinkley
claims no such virtues for his operations,” said a planted story in
the Chicago Herald and Examiner. Let Stanley, if he would,
pluck spare parts for the human machine from the death house
at San Quentin. There was no cadaver work done at the Brink-
ley-Jones Hospital. Doctor had pinned his faith on the living
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goat, and its miraculous power to assist humans to reproduce.
This orientation toward fertility was progressively soft-pedaled
as it became evident that the majority of the customers were
more interested in physical raptures than in babies. A typical in-
quiry, picked out of the flood of mail, was that of a gaffer, a
Chicagoan, seventy-seven years old, who wrote that he had had
sunstroke in 1877, was twice struck by lightning, had had three
wives, and felt that goat glands would “tone up his system gen-
erally.”

When Doctor caught on to what his patients were thinking
about, and would pay for, and had abandoned the theme of the
sorrows of childless young marrieds, he noted that many came
for his famed operation with a secret thought “that when the op-
eration is over—a celebration is in store and they will proceed
to overdo themselves. . . . Why! Do you know wives accom-
pany their husbands to my hospital . . . wives who like the
hart ‘panteth for the running brook.”” The public which had
the railroad fare from Indianapolis, Denver, or Calgary to Mil-
ford, Kansas, and could lay $750 on the line for a delicate sur-
gical gift from a frisky, non-odorous Toggenberg goat, obviously
found the idea of sex stimulation a more exciting subject than
the ability to reproduce, or the relief of arterial tension and
rheumatism.

As a business booster, Doctor put out a book, The Brinkley
Operation (1922), which ran through several editions. It was
written, as he said, in “clear, unambiguous style,” concentrating
attention particularly upon his own surgical specialty, and
merely glancing at the vast subject of endrocrinology in general.
The purchasers were people who were interested in having the
operation performed upon themselves, and the tone of the
monograph recognized this. It offered plain words on a delicate
subject, many anecdotes of patients before and after treatment,
the letters skillfully excerpted in the hospital office, and greatly
boiled down, of course, for easy digestion.

Brinkley was gratified to be able to say, “I have made good
in such a radical departure from the accepted teachings of the
Regular School of Medicine. As a medical student I was taught
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that the transplanting of tissues from a lower species of animal
could not be successfully transplanted into a higher animal, or
one of a different species. . . . Today I am able to announce to
the world, without mincing words, that the right method has
been found.” The glands, after taking up their new home “do
actually continue to function as live tissue in the human body

. stimulating the human gland to new activity.” The Brinkley
Operation, its originator was confident, would soon take its place
with Salvarsan, appendectomy and vaccination; for “Facts are
stubborn things.”

Brinkley’s name was in the newspapers. The publicity
brought in the business and excited patients gave out testimo-
nials which produced more business. Typically, Dr. J. ]J. Tobias,
aged and garrulous chancellor of the Chicago Law School, told
how he had two little Brinkley incisions, pain negligible, patient
chatting with the surgeon as two bits of goat tissue from a two-
month old kid were slipped into a cleft. “I'm a new man,” de-
clared the venerable administrator after the goat glands were
sewed up in his innards. He demonstrated for the press how he
could jump to his feet, throw out his chest, drop into a lethal
John L. Sullivan fighting pose. And he warned especially
against levity. “It’s one of the great things of the century,” he de-
clared. A newspaperman, on the prowl for Ponce de Leon sta-
tistics, found Tobias a thin, small, wiry type, incredibly frolic-
some, and possessed of a bone-crusher handshake. After an in-
terview the reporter had to pound out his story with his left
hand.

Dr. Brinkley began to emphasize and idealize the advan-
tages of prolonging life. The wise judge could stay on the
bench. The honest policeman could be saved for further duty on
the force. Think, he said, of extending the lives and usefulness
of Jolm D. Rockefeller, William Jennings Bryan, of Shakespeare,
of Darwin, of your rich uncle. Think of having United States
Senators live forever.

But Dr. Hugh Cabot, of the Mayo Clinic, sounded a warn-
ing: “I would be tremendously worried if all these old men were
rejuvenated.” For once Dr. Brinkley and a spokesman for organ-
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ized medicine could agree. “You cannot always trust them,’
Brinkley would say in deprecation of the randy old men who
“want the fires rekindled for revelry and riotous living.” Brink-
ley had managed to compress the whole story into two power-
packed phrases: “A man is as old as his glands” and “All Energy
is Sex Energy.” He re-enforced them with homely references to
the frog that couldn’t croak; the difference between the cock
and the capon; between the stallion, a wonderful example of
“horsehood,” and the plodding dray horse. The no-man-wants-to-
be-a-capon gambit, presented with the distinctive Brinkley
touch, produced a golden harvest.

“Contrast the castrated animal, of any species, with the nat-
ural male or female. Note the difference, for instance, between the
stallion and the gelding. The former stands erect, neck arched,
mane flowing, champing the bit, stamping the ground, seeking
the female, while the gelding stands around half-asleep, cow-
ardly and listless, going into action only when goaded, with no
interest in anything. Observe the rooster and the capon. The
rooster will fight and work for his flock. He stands guard over
them, protects them, but the capon eats the food the hens
scratch up. He will even set on their eggs. . . . Take man him-
self . ..

Well, on second thought, perhaps we had better leave man
alone. At any rate, Doctor knew by the late ’twenties that his
patients “secretly wish for an improvement in their sexual ap-
paratus.” But they were also promised, from the Brinkley opera-
tion, help with their prostate, eyesight and acne, too, for good
measure. And Brinkley cited limitless instances of sclf-diagnosis
from happy customers, showing that the operation was a suc-
cess in connection with influenza, youthful indiscretions, melan-
cholia, that tired feeling, hernia, dizzy spells and such obscure
afflictions as “Husband Acted Queerly,” or “Seemed To Be Float-
ing Through Space.”

In 1923, Brinkley brought out a little book, privately printed,
called Shadows and Sunshine, described in a Brinkley press re-
lease as “a distinctive addition to the literature of the ductless
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gland.” The text consisted of snappy extracts from postoperative
letters.

“This man is now happy,” it said in Shadows, . . . his wife
also.” “Complete recovery.” “Another home made happy by the
Brinkley operation.” “That little goat of yours gave me my steady
nerve back.” “Operation brought about the desired results.”
“Now . . . is a man.” And “This young man was in the Diplo-
matic Service and quite insane. Completely cured. . . .”

“It would seem,” Doctor said, “that practically every disease
that man is heir to is tabulated in this monograph. . . . T be-
lieve that with the mass of symptoms presented the average
prospective patient can locate his trouble in the pages of this
book.” In fact, he could experience any number of interesting
new symptoms just from reading the book.

And so, the busy Doctor would phone his printer down in
Junction City to set up the type for another circular about his
knife-magic. The tone was always urgent. Doctor is needed in

» «

Mexico City. . . . He may close up at Milford soon. . . . You
may have to wait until October to get that annoying Impotency
cleared up. . . . Aged men and women are looking younger

every day as the gland work progresses. The Rockefeller Insti-
tute is reported to be experimenting, too. This letter goes to
500 men a day, you are not the only one. Arrange for appointment
now. . . . Write to the State Bank in Milford, or any man,
woman or child in Geary County about Dr. Brinkley. . . . Come
to Milford for an examination on Thursday or Friday. . . .
Register with the girl in the front office, get your number and
take your turn. . . . Many come under assumed names. . . . Our
business is strictly confidential. None but you and I need ever
know. . . .

The bearded doctor with the stiletto gaze built the better
mouse trap. And then took the precaution of telling the world
about it, using the methods of Big Business itself. What adver-
tising could do for soap, Doctor figured, it could do for him.

And he was so right!
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7% From time to time Dr. Brinkley employed various press
representatives, often as many as three at once, with a man sta-
tioned at Milford, one at Topeka and a third posted at Chicago,
the free-lance specialists appearing and reappearing as needed
to orchestrate the theme. They collected and processed Brinkley
data, thinking up ideas and angles for startling announcements
and placing them with the Hearst and other publications inter-
ested in popularizing the latest developments from the labora-
tories of scicnce. The publicity men would quiz Brinkley, then
hold bull sessions in which they would run an idea up the flag-
pole to sce if anyonc saluted. They brainstormed. They initiated
crash programs. Sometimes Mrs. Brinkley would gather the staff
together and say that here was a crackerjuck of a good idea for
an article. And so the boys would write it up and try to place it,
often with brilliant success.

Priority in these informational programs has been claimed
by one H. Roy Mosnat, who said, “I was his publicity man, and
got him a lot of newspaper notice”; adding, “he is a likable cuss,
if he wants to be.” Mrs. Brinkley has confirmed Mosnat’s claim
to this distinction; for she once spoke out angrily against him as
the one “that got Dr. Brinkley into that ‘crooked” work.”

Perhaps the most picturesque character in the Brinkley
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news factory was an idiosyncratic oddity known as Dr. William
Hosea Ballou, a self-styled doctor—of science, of literature, of
law—and himself a rejuvenated man. Dr. Ballou said that he
had studied medicine, too, for a week. He insisted that he was
often consulted by the medical profession because they credited
him with “an instinct for the treatment of cases” that “was worth
a million.” Ballou said he could vouch personally for the case of
an aged millionaire who, as a result of Brinkley’s operation, had
stopped repeating his own stories. “That alone” as old Ballou
truly said, “shows marked rejuvenation.” He once rejected indig-
nantly the suggestion of a skeptical attorney that he was not
qualified to evaluate the Brinkley operation.

“I object to this gentleman,” he fumed, “saying that I am
not qualified, because I am a University man and have some
honorary degrees and decorations from foreign governments
for my services to the world and humanity, from France, from
Italy, and all but the American Government, which owes me $4.

. . I am in this book of Who’s Who in America, as one of the
most prominent of thirty-five men in the world. . . . I would
like to see a man that is more qualified than I am. . . . If you
would like to see some of my decorations I will go upstairs and
bring them down. . . .”

Ballou’s most impressive qualification for Dr. Brinkley was,
however, in a quite different field. He was actually a hack writer,
who was able to place popular science articles in the Hearst
newspapers and the commodity Brinkley was particularly inter-
ested in was publicity. Dr. Brinkley confided to his literary col-
league that he wanted to be put on the map, he wanted to be
advertised, he wanted to get in the public eye, in the limelight,
“so that,” said Ballou, “the world would know him.”

Before Doctor hooked up with old Ballou, who could go on
and on about what Arthur Keith told his British colleagues
about glands, and what Kingsley affirmed in his Comparative
Morphology of Vertebrates—before Ballou’s appearance, Dr.
Brinkley relied for much of his press agentry upon Sydney B.
Flower, a daft Chicago cultist who wrote little dollar books on
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will power and dietetic systems. Flower edited a publication
called Hypnotic Magazine, which became Suggestive Therapeu-
tics, then merged with the Journal of Magnetism and emerged
as New Thought. And in due time New Thought became Reju-
venation, using material on astrology and spirit phenomena.
Contributors included Ella Wheeler Wilcox, Arthur Brisbane and
Doctor Brinkley. Editor Flower had his glands refitted in Mil-
ford and gratefully wrote the little treatise mentioned earlier—
The Goat-Gland Transplantation, “a layman’s talk to laymen
. . . the amazing work that is being done today by Dr. J. R.
Brinkley.” (Silk cloth, gold-stamped, 96 pp., illus. $1.)

So Doctor was admitted to the stable of contributors to a
coterie magazine that was right down his alley. And Flower
threw in his personal testimony in favor of the Milford operation.
He had felt himself slipping, couldn’t remember anything, was
indifferent to beauty either in a rose or a woman. Two days after
his operation, Flower felt a change come over him. He rushed
back to Chicago and wrote two books within fifteen days.

“It would be unbecoming to stress the quality of these books,”
he said modestly, “but it is noteworthy that the effort could be
made. . . .” Resorting to third person rhetoric, he wrote, “And
now he appreciates beauty in a rose or a woman.”

He also praised Doctor Brinkley’s honesty and indifference
to money, the way he strove with “the bluntness of genius”
simply to preserve our great thinkers against decay so that we
would still retain among us men who combined Power with Wis-
dom, men like Arthur Brisbane and the Baptist preacher, Dr.
Russell H. Conwell.

Brinkley in turn gave Flower a leg up by merchandising his
Rejuvenation magazine.

“My Dear Friend,” Doctor began a letter to his sucker list,
“If you agree that you and myself were created by Omnipotence
for a purpose on this universe and that our existence here is not a
happenstance, then it is our duty singly and collectively, to leave
this World a better place than we found it. . . . I have selected
you to assist in a small way. If I was financially able I would see
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personally that you are supplied with the October issue of Re-
juvenation magazine, published at 732 Sherman Street, Chicago,
Illinois.” But one could, if he hurried, send his name, address
and ten cents, which was half price, and receive the current is-
sue containing an article by Brinkley.

“I have selected you as one of God’s creatures to help
spread this message of Hope to a suffering World, and this is
your opportunity to, in a small way, give your share.”

Thus Doctor got his advertising paid for and read, and ex-
tended his mailing list at the extremely favorable price of ten
cents a head.

It will be observed that there is a kind of nimbus about the
circular letter just cited which suggests, not that it says so
plainly and openly, that Doctor was a deeply religious man.
Brinkley did not discourage this idea. He often pointed to his
Bible. It was always near at hand, or as one might say, on dis-
play. It was well worn, as he would indicate, with a calm, reli-
gious smile. He had a Southern Methodist background. He had
traveled in the Holy Land. He often read the Beatitudes in a
solemn voice, or talked on Christian ideals, stumbling slightly
over the hard words like “casuistries,” “subtleties” and “prose-
lytes.” Others he just skipped over. When for instance, he came
to “You must expect insult and calumny,” he adapted the pas-
sage freely.

“I had rather save a soul,” he might conclude simply, “than
be President of the United States.”

These outward manifestations of an inward grace, plus cer-
tain acts of supererogation—like setting up his own church—
were to stand Brinkley in good stead later. He used religion to
advance his interests, admittedly, as he did Masonry, but he did
it, as one might say, reverently, and cleverly.

Since Brinkley was unknown to scientific medicine, and
was only briefly ever a member of a state or county medical
society or the American Medical Association, one may conjec-
ture that he sought solace and reinforcement of his position in
those socially approved institutions with which he identified
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himself so prominently as time went on—the Methodist Episco-
pal Church, the Masonic lodge, Rotary International and the
Republican party. And his generosity in support of various phi-
lanthropies was legendary. The Del Rio, Texas, high school is still
said to possess a stuffed tuna fish of Dr. Brinkley’s provenance,
proof of his prowess with rod and reel, as well as an educational
exhibit of great value, linking Nova Scotia with the Texas border
country.

Doctor understood the principle of syndication. Thus, the
wife of Doc’s first gland patient had scarcely been delivered of
her Billy than a picture of Brinkley hugging the moppet ap-
peared in the Topeka Capital, Wichita Eagle and other newspa-
pers throughout Kansas. The embarrassed father rumbled pri-
vately that the only thing he had had was lumbago. He huffed
and he puffed about suing Brinkley, but his heart wasn't really
in it. He knew that Doctor didn’t have a dime to his name.

The early 1920’s marked the beginning in the United States of
the new craft of public relations counsel. Brinkley with his Bal-
lous, Flowers and others, was quick to avail himself of the serv-
ices of various gifted members of the new profession; and who
else, but a press agent, would have had the thought, or the
nerve, to call Doctor the “Burbank of humanity”? This, of
course, was before the sales story on the goat-gland proposition
was shifted from fertility to putting new ginger into old men’s
sex life. Another successful stunt was Brinkley’s appeal to Gov-
ernor H. J. Allen of Kansas for coal to heat his hospital during
the 1919 fuel famine. Scorned, as he would have it, by the or-
ganized doctors, the “lords of medicine” who wouldn’t pay at-
tention to a country doctor, Dr. Brinkley reluctantly took his
“case” to the people, and became, like the late Dr. R. V. Pierce,
of Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery fame, “The People’s
Medical Servant.”

Dr. Brinkley began sending out prepared “mat” stories,
“all built up and arranged.” Clippings shortly flooded back into
Milford, having appeared in Indiana, Oklahoma, Texas and
downstate Illinois papers: “Goat Glands Rejuvenate Decrepit
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Kansas Village,” “Japan Makes Goat Gland Transplantation
Compulsory.” And what do you think? None other than His
Highness, the Maharajah Thakou of Morvi is coming from India
to New York for the goat-gland transplant. The Milford surgeon
has already instructed the Maharajah’s chief medical officer as
to the pre-operative treatment necessary to give the potentate
enough vitality to make the long journey. Pick-ups from the
Havana Post came in, and from the Bahamas. The Phoenix ( Ari-
zona) Gazette reported the screening locally of an animated
treatment of the Brinkley operation. “The picture . . . departs
as far as possible from scientific terms and seeks to simplify the
explanation.”

The publication of Brinkley’s Shadows and Sunshine, the
goat-gland book written “from an entirely new angle,” by the
laity for the layman, suggests a snake swallowing its tail, because
as the books went out, so did the mats, from the same source—
“Grateful Patients Write Book for Noted Kansas Gland Surgeon”
and the clippings from Kankakee and Marseilles, Illinois, from
Mechanicsburg, Ohio, and points north, east, south and west,
were duly pasted in Doctor’s press books. From their own lips,
in Shadows and Sunshine, come the patients’ tributes to the
humble Arkansas goat and the surgical skill of the country doc-
tor, in stories that read like fiction; and for the most part were.

One of the early press handouts, sent to important newspa-
pers, got only a two-per-cent coverage. But that was enough.
It brought Chancellor J. J. Tobias of the Chicago Law School to
Milford and Tobias lent himself willingly to sensational puffery,
because he was grateful, or senile, or perhaps he too liked the
limelight. The wire services used the story, and a Newspaper En-
terprise Association staffer did a piece on Doctor. By the late
‘twenties Dr. Brinkley could check in at the Waldorf-Astoria Ho-
tel in New York, notify the newspapers that he was there and
know that a press conference was an assured thing. By 1930,
when Doctor had rammed himself into Kansas politics, he didn’t
have to send out mats to country papers any more. The press
associations did the job for him.
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Whenever Doctor went anywhere—and he was always on
the move—a story leaked to the press. Brinkley would deny
that goat glands were a cure-all. They were known to be good, so
far, he would assert virtuously, for only twenty-seven diseases,
although the list was constantly being extended. Mcanwhile,
goat prices were soaring. Or the Chief Surgeon of the Brinkley-
Jones Hospital would declare that he could keep Edison invent-
ing for twenty years beyond his natural term. Did people believe
twenty years ago we would be flying today? Certainly not!
That’s the way it is with the Brinkley experiments. Doctor gave
the goat-gland work a clever lift by presenting it as admittedly
controversial. There were good men on both sides of the argu-
ment. The possibilities of goat-gland rejuvenation had to be
taken seriously, with medical opinion so evenly divided.

Or, perhaps the hot news was that the first goat-gland opera-
tion ever filmed was performed before the cameras of the Fox
movie men in the presence of a small assemblage of surgeons,
doctors, scientists . . . including Prince Mahoud Hamdi, a visit-
ing fireman—or rather surgeon—from Egypt, studying at Har-
vard University. The film would be largely censored when shown
in the movie houses all across the nation, but hospitals and acad-
emies of medicine could see it all.

Doctor announced that he was preparing for the profession
a treatise on his first six cases, each of which had resulted in the
subsequent birth of a fine, bouncing baby boy. But a short
circuit must have occurred somewhere. The news got to the
newspapers, all right, slugged in the Chicago Herald and Exam-
iner as BRINKLEY PLaNS To Make REPoRT ON EXPERIMENTS TO
AuTHORITIES. And then, before you knew it, the story was on the
Universal Service wire. But up to the time of Doctor’s death,
twenty-two years later, the scientific world never did hear any-
thing more of the report. Unless they read the Herald and Ex-
aminer.

One cannot escape the feeling that Brinkley must have had
a good time with his press relations. When he picked up $40,000
in southern California in 1922, he took the occasion to announce

72



Branch Line to the Fountain of Youth

the establishment of a hospital and sanitarium at Ensenada, in
Lower California with the especial approval of the President of
Mexico. Los Angeles capital was back of the project. A hotel
was already under lease, a carload of surgical and laboratory
equipment was rolling. The first ten of vast herds of goats being
raised under contract, were on their way to Ensenada, too. The
climate there was just right for the operation, Brinkley declared.
A million-dollar institution, like the Battle Creek “San,” like the
Mayo Clinic, was just around the corner, Doctor added, as he
emerged from the U. S. Grant Hotel in San Diego, accompanied
by Osborn, a nurse, secretary and cook.

There wasn’t even a road to Ensenada at the time. But
thereafter California knew Brinkley. And the name of the Battle
Creek Sanitarium got folded in with that of the Rockefeller In-
stitute, with Harvard University, with Princes, Maharajahs—and
the Brinkley Hospital out in the heart of the Kansas wheat belt.

John R. Brinkley had shown remarkable agility in enlarging
and enhancing his professional distinctions from the days when
he had parlaycd the diploma he received from a class “C” medi-
cal school to full recognition in half a dozen states., His ability
to pull strings, and if necessary even to make the strings, his
nimbleness in climbing the professional ladder was never more
striking than in his acquisition of a medical degree from the
Royal University of Pavia, in Italy. This notable feat came to
light when the American Medical Association received a one-
sentence letter from Dr. Brinkley returning a proof for their Di-
rectory—“Kindly change this listing to show graduation from the
University of Pavia, Italy, in July, 1925, and strike off graduation
from the Kansas City College of Medicine and Surgery in 1919.”

What is more, Doctor did have a diploma in medicine and
surgery, or a kind of complimentary degree, to back up his re-
quest. The move to scratch the Kansas City College of Medicine
and Surgery may smack of ingratitude, considering that this was
the alma mater which gave him his honorary degree of Doctor
of Public Health; but the prudence of disassociating himself
from the notorious doctor mill is unassailable.
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Brinkley had landed in Pavia, the ancient Tinicum of the
Romans, with letters of introduction from Edward Mentor Per-
due. Perdue was a self-made doctor, an old homeopath and
antivivisectionist who studied histology at home, got his animal
tissue for anatomical work at the butcher shop in Fort Scott,
Kansas. He had practiced medicine in Kansas City for twenty
years without a license. Perdue had been one of Brinkley’s
teachers at the Eclectic Medical University, and was associated
as “director of research” with “The Doctor O. A. Johnson Cancer
Remedy” concern during the anxious time when Johnson was
under indictment in connection with his cancer medicine, whose
most active ingredient was 18 per cent alcohol. Perdue had at-
tended some kind of convention in Rome, and had given Brink-
ley letters as a result of contacts there.

What must have been the emotions of this man—mountain
boy, telegrapher, runner for a venereal outfit, and now a figure
who moved with dignity, pomp and circumstance, as he entered
the ancient premises of a university founded in 1361, long famous
for its medical school, with the oldest anatomical cabinet in
Italy? Here Volta made his first electrical experiments. Here
Boethius wrote. Here were preserved some of Columbus’s ashes.
Petrarch visited here. And now—so did Dr. J. R. Brinkley.

Back in ’23, at the time when diploma-mill scandals filled
the newspapers, and Brinkley’s name had been dragged into
the sordid reports, Doctor had conceived the idea of getting a
degree from a recognized university, an institution about which
there could be no question. He had already done some shop-
ping around at the University of Rome, and the University of
Turin, but there were, it seemed, difficulties. Perhaps Pavia’s
more provincial setting worked in Brinkley’s favor. Perhaps it
was the understanding that got noised around that Dr. Brinkley
was not only a prominent surgeon but also, providentially, a rich
American who was utterly enchanted with Pavia and quite pre-
pared to make a substantial settlement on the old school. Per-
haps it was as simple as this: they had never been up against the
likes of Doctor before. At any rate, Brinkley asserted later, “I
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went to the Royal University of Pavia, Italy, took the final ex-
amination and received the degree of Doctor of Surgery in June
of 1925; returned to Italy in November of the same year and
took the nation or state examination which was necessary and
passed and became a licensed and registered physician in the
Kingdom of Italy.”

Doctor’s thesis was on his gland work. Perdue told the story
with a different twist.

“Dr. Brinkley went to Pavia and presented my letters,” he
said “and was admitted without examination and was given a de-
gree.”

With his Italian sheepskin in hand Brinkley advanced on
London, presented his new credentials, and was admitted as a
member of the British Medical Association, with the privilege of
receiving the British Medical Journal, and was licensed to prac-
tice in Great Britain and her possessions. It was a very shrewd
move, and became one of Doctor’s principal assets.

But if the mills of God grind slowly, they grind exceeding
small. Both the British and the Italians later regretted their im-
pulsiveness. Someone told them that they had been put upon.
Perhaps it was Dr. Thorek. Perhaps it was a professor at the Uni-
versity of Illinois, working behind the scenes to inform the Pa-
vians that they had goofed. Perhaps it was Doctor’s béte noire,
the American Medical Association. At any rate some influence
interposed. Dr. Thorek claimed the honor.

“Some five years ago I learned from my friend, Prof. Edo-
ardo Perroncito, the eminent parasitologist of Torino, Italy,”
Thorek recalled later, “that this man Brinkley had made false
statements to him and to several other scientists . . . and
through numerous misrepresentations, induced the University
of Pavia to issue him a degree.

“I immediately cabled and corresponded with the authorities
of the University of Pavia and showed them that they had been
duped. . .

Wheels began to turn and in 1927 Doctor was informed that
his degree had been annulled, as the Italian consul in St. Louis
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expressed it, “for the fact that he was a student of the Eclectic
Medical University of Kansas City, Missouri, an institution lack-
ing seriousness and not recognized by the Department of State
of Missouri nor by the American Medical Society.” The Univer-
sity demanded that Brinkley return their degree, but Doctor re-
fused, apparently on the theory that finders are keepers. The
British Medical Society, having had time to hear from Dr. Ar-
thur J. Cramp, Director of the American Medical Association’s
Bureau of Investigation, also cast him out and canceled his free
subscription to the British Medical Journal.

In one of his frequent courtroom appearances, Doctor testi-
fied that he never claimed that he was a Pavia alumnus after the
Italians proved to be Indian givers, but in this his memory failed
him. He made the claim constantly in his advertising. He was
broadcasting the connection over the radio three years after the
annullment. Indeed, he wrote to the American Medical Associa-
tion to insert his Italian degree in their new Directory after he
knew that he had been included out by the faculty of Pavia. His
attention was called to this. His secretary, he said, must have
written the letter under a misconception. Doctor had the mak-
ings of a very loyal Pavia alumnus.

Dr. Brinkley’s great publicity blow-off came in the autumn
of 1926 when a lurid unsigned article appeared in the New York
Evening Journal of September eleventh, under the heading,
“Preaches Fundamentalism—Practices Goat-Gland Science”;
with the subtitle, “How a Famous Surgeon Combines Old-Time
Religion and New-Fangled Operations on a Strange Medico-
Gospel Farm.” Among the illustrations was a photograph of Doc
holding “Billy,” the first goat-gland baby. Despite the goings-on
at the gland hospital, there was, just across the road, a fundamen-
talist camp meeting, presided over by Dr. Charles Draper. It,
too, was sponsored by Dr. Brinkley. The preacher, “hired at Dr.
Draper’s own price,” preached against evolution and in favor of
the literal Word.

According to the New York Evening Journal, Brinkley had
gone abroad for study and research, winning medical laurels in
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London and at Pavia. Other alums of the venerable institution
in Lombardy were mentioned: Napoleon and Michaelangelo.
Brinkley was saluted as the only American ever to be accorded
the same distinction as Dr. Napoleon and Dr. Michaelangelo.
The article is so full of hyperbole, presented so clearly as a pro-
jection of Dr. Brinkley as he would like to be seen, that there can
be no doubt that it was prepared under the cye of the gifted
practitioner himself.

“Here,” said Hygeia Magazine, looking back at the New York
Evening Journal's story about Doctor Brinkley, “the career of
Brinkley as a giant in quackery begins to develop.” People wrote
to Brinkley in increasing numbers. The flood of letters rose to
three thousand a day, a mountain of mail that gave little Milford
a second-class post office and convinced the natives that their
destiny was as promising as that of Rochester, Minnesota, home
of the Mayo Clinic. Even E. Haldeman-Julius, the publisher of
various magazines and the famous Little Blue Books, caught the
Brinkley fever, accepted Doctor’s ads and published his articles
in his Haldeman-Julius Weekly, a periodical “devoted chiefly
to debunking American life.” Haldeman-Julius later made a
public apology for his deviation.

The results of what may be called the “Brinkley effect” upon
the United States press were felt theatrically in Milford. On a
good day some five hundred people would come flocking to the
goat-gland Mecca. They crowded into the only restaurant in
town, slept in their cars and parked where they could find a spot
for one more machine. In 1928 the hospital alone grossed $150,-
000. Doctor had put in city water by then, had made Milford an
electric-light town, and said he would see to it that the rutted
highway to Junction City was paved.

With Doctor the latchstring was always out. “Come and see
us when in Milford,” he said cordially to his prospects. Milford,
he would point out, is safely out of the track of the Kansas cy-
clone belt, just twelve miles north of Junction City on the Re-
publican River; or, to pinpoint the village’s location in another
way, it was just about twelve miles above the point where the
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Republican River empties into the Smoky, the two forming the
Kaw—"an old Indian name.” When you are on Route 40, you are
only twelve miles from us. If you use the train, leave Kansas
City on Number 103 at 10:40 A.M. If you are coming from the
West, leave Denver on Number 104 for Junction City, arrive at
12:15 noon, lay-over till 3:25 when the Milford local leaves. Or
phone the hospital and we will send our machine to Junction
City and a thirty-minute drive puts you in the cozy hospital.
And then Doctor would add with a touch of humor, that if you
come by flying machine, “we have lots of wheat fields and alfalfa
fields, and you can land any place you fancy.”

John R. Brinkley not only was a doctor, if you were not too
technical about it; he even looked like one. With his retreating
hairline, personality glasses, sandy, tufted goatee and little brush
of mustache, his grave and magisterial manner, he was every
inch the wise physician, even when he was hustling about, hat-
less, in shirt sleeves—for it was often warm in Kansas—a cigarette
drooping from his lower lip. Brinkley spoke bodaciously of the
future. A new and imposing hospital was in the planning stage,
designed to look like the White House. A Brinkley Clinic, too,
was under discussion.

“It will cover a whole block,” Doctor said enthusiastically,
“will cost me a million dollars, and have shops, stores, a gymna-
sium, a monster bathing pool, beauty parlors, rooms for my clinic
and a theatre almost as big as the Orpheum in Kansas City,
where we will give the best theatrical shows and talking pic-
tures.”

Where would the money come from?

“It all comes from satisfied patients,” Doctor declared,
beaming. “I've treated many a millionaire here. They come to
me from all over the world. And after they go away they send me
more money. I could send out a cry for help . . . and get a mil-
lion dollars in one week, if I needed it. Each of these new build-
ings I am putting up is intended to be a unit in a great medical
and surgical institution that will be in operation, I hope, down
through the ages. The Brinkley name will be perpetuated here.”
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Life handed Dr. Brinkley many jolts and surprises. But it
seldom shook his equanimity. He had been trained in a rough
school and was generally prepared for all eventualities. One day
a visiting physician came into his office and found Brinkley stand-
ing behind his desk with a revolver in his hand, his finger
through the trigger guard. He whirled it round and round in the
style of the Western gunman.

“You seem to be prepared for any emergency,” remarked
Dr. R. R. Cave of Manhattan.

“Yes,” Brinkley said, “we have to be on our guard here. Just
the other day a fellow came in here to Dr. Osborn and stuck a
gun in his belly and demanded a shot of morphine. Believe me,
they won’t do that to me. Any time they stick a gun against me
one of us will have to stop right there.”

There was a touch of the vigilante in Doctor. It will be re-
called that he was once put under bond to keep the peace when
he threatened to unlimber his artillery against a Milford citi-
zen, Jesse Wilson. And the report was current in Milford that
there was a scuffle and some gunplay involving Dr. Brinkley
and his father-in-law, Dr. Jones of Memphis, who was spending
a hot and interminable summer in Milford. At any rate, Dr.
Brinkley departed immediately after the little misunderstanding
and went to Chicago for a “vacation.”

Brinkley radiated optimism and confidence about his opera-
tion. He called it the “Old Reliable” method. And it was all his,
he reflected, a secret. He would share it with no one. In such a
mood he would summon his secretary:

“My Dear Friend,” he would dictate. “A redbird and his
mate are building their nest just outside my bedroom window;
the turtle doves are nesting in the cedars south and west of the
hospital. The robins have theirs in the stately elms surrounding
the main building. The Peonies are almost in bloom, the Iris, Tu-
lips, Japanese Lilies, Jonquils and Hyacinths are out in all their
glory.

“It is spring-time in Kansas—May, the loveliest of our
months. Will you, for your health’s sake, be with us this May?”
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Without getting into clinical details about Doctor’s “rescue
work” in which he gave his clients “a new battery,” it may be
said, that his original operation was known as The Compound
Operation, or “the mother operation”; although “father” seems
perhaps the more apt word. The work, in one of Doctor’s ex-
planations, “consists of adding a new artery and nerve to the pa-
tient’s own sex glands. This artery and nerve give added nerve
and blood supply. In addition to this, I add some pure, fresh,
healthy, animal gland tissues which act as a ‘charger’ (battery
charger or fertilizer) to your glands. This animal gland tissue
gives a ‘kick’ and with the nerve and artery added, the ‘Com-
pound’ combination causes your own glands to begin function-
ing again. Regardless of how old you may be, there is good for
you in this combination.” The goat tissue “humanizes” in its
new home and “blends with and nourishes the human tissue.”
That is to say, Brinkley claimed at that time that it was a true
graft. Before Doctor implanted the goat pellets, the giblets were
paraded on a tray before the patient’s eyes, a procedure that had
much to do with the effectiveness of the Old Reliable.

The Compound Operation appeared to Brinkley in 1922 to
be “the crowning point of all my previous effort . . . a marvel of
surgical science.” It was “the best thing known for Impotency”
and on down through a long list of diseases including dementia
praecox and cases of “dysfunction of the gonadal endocrine re-
flex by affecting the sensory nervous system.” This last mouthful
was addressed to the general public. Doctor rather liked to mys-
tify with learned diagnoses. Sometimes, when the mail was es-
pecially heavy, it seemed as though Doctor was physician to a
whole nation; and sometimes, with the privilege of genius, he
gave a foolish correspondent the rough side of his tongue. To a
Minnesota woman, for instance, he wrote, “If your son is taking
a diet to cure his epilepsy it is to laugh . . .V

Did every Brinkley patient make a miraculous recovery?
“Of course not,” he wrote in 1926 in his booklet, The Compound
Operation, in which he estimated that he had operated upon
4,000 patients. But—“My batting average is high. That is what
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counts. . . . Well, what is my batting average? Oh about go
to 95%. How’s that?” He answered his own question: “Not bad.”

Doctor called the operation “ ‘Compound’ because it is Com-
pound in technique and it is compound in results . . . including
IMPOTENCY. Ah, that last one is the big factor.” Whether or not
Brinkley did perform the operation described in the millions
of pamphlets which flooded the United States mails became the
subject of a long and technical inquiry in Topeka; but by that
time it was ancient history anyway. Time had marched on. The
“mother operation” had been succeeded by improved tech-
niques. There was the two-phase, the four-phase, and the four-
phase compound. Doctor had his “budding” operation, just to
give it a name, he said; and later it was known as “surgical tech-
nique.” But all involved the installation of the animal-gland tis-
sue to cure the nutty, make fruitful the barren and rckindle the
fires of youth in the decrepit.

In some of his more urgent messages Brinkley talked to his
gland prospects like a Dutch uncle. “Many untimely graves have
been filled with people who put off until tomorrow what they
should have done today,” he scolded. “Do not get the idea . . .
you are immune. . . .” He dazzled them with medical epigrams:
“. .. an examiner can be made, but a diagnostician must be
born.” He confused them with doctor talk. Watch your prostate
for signs of hypertrophy and for a fibrous and sclerotic condition.
If there is constipation, is there not also obstipation? And how
about a check-up to see if your prostate is nodular due to the
presence of calculi? Ile admonished the prospective visitors to
Milford in a thirty-two-page pamphlet, Your Health (often
identified in later litigation as the “blue book” because of the
color of its cover), to be vigilant against “those that prey upon
the gullible”; thus acquiring virtue by praising it.

Thinking back over his early struggles, Brinkley summa-
rized surgical progress in the gland field in this way:

“The compound, that was back in the days when I was doing
work on the vas deferens, implanting the glandular tissue and
things like that. . . .” The four-phase operation: “when I was
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speaking of that I was putting in the glands, cutting out a section
of the vas and injecting medicine through the vas and bringing
down some muscle tissue. . . .” The later “surgical technique

. was the compound operation under a new name, with
slight modification.” The principle feature of each was, as Doc-
tor put it, “I took and cut a hole out of the man’s testicle and took
a chunk out and filled the hole up in the testicle with goat gland

- and sometimes put them in the abdominal muscles. There
were different locations for them.”

Each operation, with its special name, its fascinating at-
mosphere of mystery and hope, its exciting new promotion, had
the same effect upon the mass market as sound restyling has in
the automobile business. It was, in effect, “new model” merchan-
dising. Another feature which Doctor introduced into surgery was
the familiar American one-price-to-all policy.

The arithmetic of Dr. Brinkley’s booming practice may be
worked out quite easily. Fifty operations a month, as an average
figure, at $750 each, makes a gross take of $37,500. And there
were other sources of income, too, as will appear later.

“We are prospering,” Brinkley said, “because our keynote is
‘service.””

One of the most engaging aspects of Dr. Brinkley’s person-
ality was the zest with which he put his coin into circulation.
When he had it, he spent it. The germ of the future may be seen
in the fact that, as early as 1921, Doctor took his bride to New
York and bought her a Stutz Bearcat and a fur coat.

In addition to his new model surgery, Dr. Brinkley also had
other ingenious devices for separating the youth seckers from
their money. He prepared and shipped by express, collect, to
all parts of the world, a “Special Gland Emulsion” which was sold
on the mail-order plan, a month’s supply—with a rectal syringe
for administering the treatment—in return for a letter giving the
clinical picture in the patient’s own words, and a hundred bucks
—draft or money order, sorry but no checks. It was recom-
mended as being a remarkable thing, but, of course, not in the
same class with the Brinkley Operation. The home treatment
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may not sound cheap. But when one considers that two Milford
goats had to sacrifice their heritage to make enough emulsion to
last a patient a month, and that the glands were freshly macer-
ated, not cooked, steamed or froze—I mean, frozen—and that a
soft rubber catheter with a glass syringe was included, enabling
anyone to use the outfit “in the privacy of their home,” it be-
comes clear, as Dr. Brinkley insisted, that this extension of his
gland work was more of an accommodation than anything else.

In the broad picture, the Home Treatment was good pub-
licity and a traffic-builder for the Hospital. The Dispensary De-
partment handled this class of business. All the patient had to
do was to write in telling “just how you feel.” His letter would be
read without charge and his case prescribed for. “We want a
cured patient at every postoffice, as a living advertisement, and
the first one to order treatment from your town will receive
treatment at one-half the regular price, just by agreeing to tell
their neighbors and friends.”

Even more piquant than the Home Treatment was another
gimmick of a very special sort. To selected prospects Dr. Brink-
ley sent out circulars with the heading, “Why Be Half Human
and Half Goat?” When a well-rated oil man in Oklahoma wrote
to him to inquire about a set of goat glands, Doctor replied on
the stationery of the Brinkley Hospital:

“You are able to pay the full price for the boon of youth
fully restored—why not do so? Why lower yourself to the level
of the beasts of the field by having the glands of a goat trans-
planted into your body, when you may just as well have the
glands of a healthy young man implanted in you?”

The oil man told Dr. Brinkley that he had some friends who
were considering coming to Milford for the goat-gland operation.

“I will do this for you,” Dr. Brinkley wrote to his Oklahoma
correspondent. “If each of your friends come at the same time
and will pay $5,000 each for a genuine human gland operation,
I will give you the same kind human gland operation which I
perform at a minimum fee of $5,000. I have just closed with a
case in Los Angeles today for $10,000. Few surgeons can get hu-
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man glands, but I have an old-time friend in one of our large
cities that can supply me.

“Of course, these human gland operations are expensive. I
pay a big price for the glands. I must have advance notice. For
instance, if you and your friends decide to do this, you must no-
tify me that you will be ready to leave any time within the next
six weeks. Then I notify my purchasing agent and he gets busy.
He may get the glands in a few days or he may wait weeks. So,
it’s necessary for my patients to be ready to come here when I
am ready, and a cash payment of at least one-fourth must be sent
me as a deposit so that I will not go and contract for something
and be the loser.

“I guarantce the human glands pure and healthy and abso-
lutely free from disease. I also guarantee that the seller of them
will not be over 35 years of age, thus insuring strong, virile
glands.

“Furthermore, I give another, and the best of all guarantees,
that the human glands will not slough; if they do I will replace
them free of charge within sixty days after the first operation
the patient only paying our regular hospital fees.”

Brinkley explained in the letter that this was the best deal
he could make and he only made the offer because they were
old fricnds. There was a second letter in which Doctor was
still “Cordially yours, Jno. R. Brinkley, M.D.” but the general
tone was more reserved. He had learned in the meantime that
the prospective patients were bankers; “naturally close-fisted,”
J.R. observed, and unlikely to lay five grand on the line. Brink-
ley had in mind a different type for his human-gland operation:
“Men like oil men, real estate men, men that make big money
and make it without manual labor and men that like to put on
evening dress suits and enjoy life are the men who crave the bet-
ter things . . . you will meet some of your friends some day that
will be interested.”

Perhaps Dr. Brinkley’s most brilliant formulation, and the
one he was to stick with through thick and thin, was the re-
sult of his observation, as disclosed in the Life, of “a relationship
of cause and effect, between the gland operation and the reduc-

>
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tion in the size of the prostate.” He made a tentative generali-
zation. . . . The conclusion was that, as the prostate begins to
enlarge, the testes begin to reduce. Suddenly he saw a necessary
corollary to this: “that one of the first symptoms of prostate
trouble was the decline of sexual power.”

Here was something that could be brought home dramati-
cally and very personally to the majority of males past forty in the
United States, and there were some thirty-six million of them.
What a market! Doctor began to flood the mails with circulars
addressed to “the prostate man.” It was carefully planned and
worded. Every reader felt an incipient case of lumbago as he
read the literature. If his imagination was in good working order
any farmer, blacksmith, school janitor or plasterer would realize
with a shudder that he was nourishing a slowly growing neo-
plastic growth, vascular in nature, fed by his own blood. In
Doctor’s stepped-up literature, the prostate, normally a trun-
cated cone about the size of a horse chestnut, but often enlarg-
ing up to the size of a grapefruit, that troublesome “old cockle-
bur,” as Doctor familiarly called it, became a symbol of universal
evil—the source of all man’s miseries.

As he thought about his prostate work, Brinkley was moved
to exclaim of himself, “If he should do no more, he has rendered
a service to humanity that will live for centuries to come. . . .
It is to be wondered that more surgeons do not pay attention to
this principle. . . . It certainly behooves a man who has an en-
larged prostate to consider it, and we are indeed glad to hear
from such men for we are convinced we can render him a real,
genuine and lasting service.”

Dr. Brinkley did not forget the practical side: how to get to
Milford. “We are on a branch line of the Union Pacific, which
runs between Junction City, Kansas, and Belleville, Kansas. A
cordial invitation is extended to you to visit our radio station
and hospital grounds. . . .” John R. Brinkley often confessed
that he lacked the ability to describe just how he performed his
operations. But he could always tell good and plain how to reach
the hospital.

Meanwhile, it was first-come-first-served, as prospective pa-

85



The Roguish World of Doctor Brinkley

tients were urged to make fall and winter appointments early to
avoid disappointment. Self-addressed envelope enclosed. Every
Sunday afternoon, “Happy Harry” trundled the Brinkley bus
from the little station in the cornfields to the bustling village and
rolled up in front of the Hospital with ten or twelve male pas-
sengers, some older and some younger, but probably averaging
about sixty-five years. They were seeking health. They had the
right attitude; they were hopeful. But they had embarked upon a
great and confusing adventure. If perhaps they moistened their
lips, if they swallowed without knowing it, if their Adam’s apples
went up and down convulsively, one can understand their ten-
sions and apprehensions. Howard Wilson, “one of my secretaries”
and a real Brinkley booster, would be waiting inside in the herd-
room, Dr. Osborn would be busy with his charts; the Chief Sur-
geon ready in starchy white and rubber gloves. Framed in the
doorway stood Mrs. Brinkley. In a cheery voice, she greeted the
shuffling group that straggled up the front walk.
“Here come my men,” she called.



.60

It Shall Be Sent
Quickly., Dear
Mother—Colleet

7% In 1923, radio had come a far piece since the days when
the listener with a bedspring aerial “tickled” a crystal with a “cat
whisker” while straining to hear something, anything, through a
set of headphones. That was the year in which the American
Telephone and Telegraph Company offered to broadcast sedate
commercial messages at a nominal charge of one hundred dollars
for a ten-minute talk; and lo! radio advertising was born. Dr.
Brinkley, too, got in on the ground floor. He was broadcasting
even before the establishment of the Federal Radio Commission.

“You are listening to Dr. Brinkley,” he would croon into the
microphone, “speaking to you from Milford, Kansas, over station
KFKB. Radio Station KFKB operates on a frequency of 1050 kilo-
cyles. Here it is almost the first of June . . . (Squawk, squawk)
. .. turned away five people today ... (squawk). If you
would like to have literature telling about our work . . .”

It had been only two years before that Powel Crosley, Jr.,
bought the parts for a “radiophone” in a Cincinnati store for
his young son. Fascinated by the gadget, within a year Crosley
himself was broadcasting “The Song of India” from a platter—
and WLW came out of the experience. When Brinkley took a
hand in the game, radio broadcasting was still a novelty, depend-
ent upon home-built sets, put together in the attic or basement.
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Hams had antenna-raisings, and bragged to their unseen friends
in the American Radio Relay League that they got the DX (dis-
tance) despite QRM (interference), using the international
code of three-letter words. In rooms filled with apparatus, the
walls plastered with call-letter cards from South America to
Alaska, the radio amateurs of Brinkleyland reported that they
had heard Harry Lauder singing somewhere in the East, a con-
cert from KDKA, Pittsburgh; and one might with mounting ex-
citement catch, “Yes, We Have No Bananas” from far-of Sche-
nectady, New York.

In Topeka, a large audience gathered at the Y.M.C.A. to
hear messages from a ship at sea, brought by radio telephony;
and out near Gridley, Homer Hatch, a Coffey County farm lad,
after feeding and currying six head of horses every morning,
went on the air with a set made largely from discarded tele-
phone parts. Before sunup he was able to tell his folks at the
breakfast table just how cold it was in central Canada, how
warm in south Texas. And Homer could make a conversation
piece out of how a homesteader away up in the new wheat coun-
try of western Canada had greeted him with “Good morning,
WgAHO in Kansas, what’s the weather like in Gridley this morn-
ing?” School District g4 could never hold Homer after that. And
all this for less than the cost of a good buggy!

IIalf miracle and half nuisance, radio swiftly left behind
the headphones and Morse code, and became a business, al-
though many a struggling station, when the going was rough,
traded hillbilly music for canned goods. But by 1929 the pub-
lic was buying 850 million dollars’ worth of elaborate console
models with seven tubes and built-in superpower magnetic
speakers, fascinating to listen to and also highly prized as furni-
ture. ITusbands home from work fiddled with the dials and came
to know the voices of Graham McNamee, Amos and Andy, Moran
and Mack and their vaudeville jokes, Floyd Gibbons and his 127
words a minute. And there was a local Kansas intcrest. Percy
Hemus, a former Topeka boy, who used to sing and wisecrack
around his home town, was on the Dutch Masters Minstrels
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“last night,” and gave his famous “Darktown Poker Club” num-
ber. The greatest fun was fishing for distant stations. If the at-
mospheric conditions were just right, one could, before sitting
down to supper, bring in Dallas, then switch to WLW to hear
Jane Froman sing “St. Louis Woman.”

The air was considerably cluttered up with fortunetellers,
face lifters, painless dentists, tips on the horses, and a noisome
collection of hate vendors, who scraped a living out of baiting
the Jews and Wall Strcet. Secretary Herbert Hoover operated
hopefully on the theory that what was good for the advertisers
would also serve the needs of the public; “a faith,” says Lew-
ellyn White, in his The American Radio (Chicago: 1947) “to
which the courts clung long after the Secretary became skepti-
cal of it.”

From Milford, Kansas, KFKB poured forth fundamentalist
theology, calculated to catch the attention of rustic listeners,
while preaching also the secular joys of rejuvenation. Boccaccio
and Rabelais were tame compared with some of the Brinkley
radio talks on the effects obtained through the introduction of
the diced glands. To keep the audience glued to its radio be-
tween lost-manhood commercials, KFKB offered The Old Timers,
a guitar-and-banjo ensemble; Dutch, the Boy Blues Singer;
Uncle Bob Larkan and his fiddle; an accordionist; a harpist; cow-
boy singers, yodelers and crooners. The McRee Sisters did novel-
ties. Steve Love and his eleven-piece orchestra played pop mu-
sic, while a doctor of magic—not medicine—sold horoscopes. The
Ninth Cavalry band from Fort Riley and talented people from
Manhattan and Junction City also went on the air as a part of
Doc’s folksy and inexpensive programming. For more serious
fare, he broadcast the market news—daily prices of corn, wheat
and hogs.

Every night except Sunday, Dr. Brinkley gave a gland lec-
ture and explained the male change of life. “Our bodies are not
holding up as well as those of our forefathers did,” he warned;
“enlargement of the prostate is on the increase.”

“KFKB has a personality, a Soul, if you please,” said the
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station director in explaining the popularity of the Milford broad-

casts. Perhaps the soul,

or at least the character, of the station is

made clearer in the menu for a typical day:

5:30t0 6:00 A.M.
6:00to 7:00 AN
7:00 t0 7:30 AML
7:30to 8:00 a.M.
8:00to 8:30 A1
8:30to g:00 AL
9:00t0 Q:30 A.M.
9:30 to 10:00 A.M.
10:00 t0 11:00 A.M.

11:00 to 12:30

12:30 t0 1:00 P.ML.
1:00 t0 2:00 P.M.
2:00t0 2:30P.M.
2:30to 3:00 p.M.
3:00 t0  4:00 P.M.
4:00 to 4:30 P.M.
4:30t0 5:45 P.M.
5:45to 6:00 P
6:00to G:15 P
6:15to 6:30 P.ALL
6:30to0 7:00 P.M.

Since it was one

Health Lecture by announcer.

Bob Larkan and His Music Makers.
Hints to Good Health by announcer.
Bob Larkan and Ilis Music Makers.
Prof. Bert.

Old Time Entertainers.

Markets, weather, cash grain.
Medical Question Box.

Special Feature.

Steve Love and His Orchestra.
Health Talk by Dr. Brinkley.
Special Feature.

Dutch Hauserman and Cook.
Medical Question Box.

Bob Larkan and His Music Makers.
Uncle Sam and Dutch Hauserman.
Arthur Pizinger and His Orchestra.
Tell Me a Story Lady.

Prof. Bert. French Language Instruction.
Orchestra.

Dr. Brinkley.

of the most powerful stations in North

America, KFKB, Kansas First, Kansas Best—or as Dr. Brinkley
sometimes liked to interpret his call letters, “Kansas Folks Know
Best”—the Milford signal was hard to avoid anywhere between
the Mississippi Valley on the east and the mountain states on the
west. It blared out of the transmitter toward Latin America, and
was heard clearly in Saskatchewan. Doctor had a large map of
North America hung on the wall of the studio office, with pins
sticking in it to show where the listening audience was. It looked
like a forest of pins, all over the continent; and a week’s mail,
from every state in the union and fourteen foreign countries, con-
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firmed the existence of a vast, although thinly spread, listen-
ing area.

Sometimes Dr. Brinkley could be heard as early as 5 A,
C.S.T,, or as late as 11 .M. Thus the farmers of the Midwest used
to sit during the long winter evenings meditating on their in-
firmities, when Doctor’s woolly preacher’s voice would come bur-
rowing in, insinuatingly, “Don’t let your doctor two-dollar you to

death . . . come to Dr. Brinkley . . . take advantage of our
Compound Operation. . . . I can cure you the same as 1 did
Ezra Hoskins of Possum Point, Missouri. . . .” The message was

rifled at an audience of elderly men likely to be awake attending
to urgent physiological functions, with their guard down against
Brinkley’s bedroom voice. It often sounded tired. Doctor would
sigh between sentences. He carried a vast responsibility, no less
than the woes of the world, on his shoulders. Yet he spoke “with
love for all in his heart.” Being a public benefactor, living in a
state of public-privacy, always on exhibition, was hard work. “My
dear, dear friends,” Doc would drone on hypnotically, “the
smouldering fires of the most dangerous disease may be just
starting. Come,” he urged, “while still able to get about.”

Doctor was also worried about gland troubles, and pointedly
added, “no man wants to be unsexed.” If you can’t come, write. If
you write, remember to enclose two dollars, “which barely covers
the cost of postage, stenographic hire, office rent and so forth.”
Doctor knew the hidden Kansas libido, his oriflamme a goat’s
whiskers, the radio his magic soapbox from which he threw the
lightning. To the skeptical Chicago Tribune, Doctor was “the
Candy kid,” offering “the future in a glanderous romance.” The
KFKB audience heard no oratory from Dr. Brinkley, no elocu-
tionary voice dynamics, no pear-shaped vowels. Doctor was a
precursor of the conversational, chatty style. He just did what
came naturally.

Sex was never far from the studio when Dr. Brinkley sat
down before his gold-plated microphone, “which is good logic,”
conceded Variety. “Among the hillbillies that he caters to there
Is quite a lot.” Doctor was the fortunate beneficiary of the psy-
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chological principle of synesthesia; that is, a sense impression
producing an associated mental image. When the Brinkley au-
dience heard the Brinkley voice, they got a sharp visualization of
the skilled and trusted physician. He looked the part of a doctor,
as visitors could see when they peered into the studio of KFKB.
And on the air, riffling quickly through the letters before him, he
sounded like a doctor. His was the voice of the minister and the
medicine man, as he intoned, “Grectings to my friends in Kan-
sas and everywhere.”

Brinkley would ask in that crooning voice: “What is the use
of trying to do anything when there is cancer in your prostate
gland?” He did not speak with a noticeable Southern accent.
But cancer came out as “cain-cer.” It was hill-folks talk. Neither
“caincer,” nor his many “er-s” and “ahs,” his boo-boos and stum-
bles, his occasional lapses in grammar, bothered the KFKB fans.
They also used “like” as a conjunction, and the double negative.
They also had difficulty with such hard nuts as “kimmical,”
“colyum” and “frennly.”

One interesting aspect of Doc’s many-sided personality was
his jovial kidding of his customers. He knew human nature and
sensed how far he could go. His fortunes lay, he knew, with that
special public which said “Ah” in front of its own mirror and felt
its own pulse. “Plenty of them,” Doctor said, “get a notion in
their head that is hard for a doctor to get out.” On one broad-
cast, when the merchant in him had the upper hand over the
scientist, he admitted in a burst of candor that at the Brinkley
Hospital the patient was always right. And he cited the instance
of a man who insisted upon having an X ray of his head, which
proved, as Doc admitted he knew would be the case, that the
man’s head was empty. Temperamental, touchy, quick with a
gun or a lawsuit, human and contemptuous by turns, the only
constant thing about Doctor was his unpredictability. When The
Kansas City Star began to look into Dr. Brinkley’s hazy past,
Doctor slapped a five-million-dollar libel suit on the paper. Yet,
when Ralph Ellis on the old Kansas City Journal-Post went after
Doctor in some articles, the next thing he knew he received a
complimentary live goat from Milford by express.
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Brinkley was definitely the most colorful of the self-pro-
moters of early radio, among whom were to be found hysterical
evangelists, enemies of chain stores and assorted proprietors of
patent heavens. Falling hair or loose teeth could be arrested—
just write. This was the day of the Reverend Bob Shuler of Los
Angeles, who charmingly combined the more striking attributes
of Aimee Semple McPherson, Cole Blease and Huey Long. It
was the era of Tom Heflin and “Tea-leaf Kitty from fersey City,”
who wonld answer any three questions in a sealed envelope for a
dollar. But it was Brinkley who demonstrated that radio had
more pulling power than even the experts had imagined. And
it was Brinkley again, with his talk-talk about men who were
geldings and women who weren’t “icebergs,” who also demon-
strated that the newly created Federal Radio Commission was
badly needed.

On one occasion, Merck & Co., the well-known pharma-
ceutical manufacturer of Rahway, New Jersey, was, in the words
of a company spokesman, “literally swamped with orders, not
only from the regular trade but also from the laity,” for Merck’s
Sodium Borate C.P. Powder. It was a startling and inexplicable
demand. But there was, it turned out, a reason: Dr. Brinkley
was recommending it as a weight reducer.

Radio brought Dr. Brinkley into full flower, and there was
a direct relationship between the in-put of wattage that made
KFKB a howling nuisance to WGN in Chicago and the overflow-
ing bookings at the Brinkley Ilospital.

Examples could be multiplied endlessly. Mr. William Black,
a railroad engincer, had a mighty fine radio in his home up in
Kenora, Canada. When he got in from a trip on his engine, he
liked nothing better than to do a little radio fishing after supper.
So, he picked up Brinkley. “I had a trouble that came upon me
in my old age and I used to sit here and listen to Dr. Brinkley
talk over the radio and he described my ailments exactly. I got
so I used to listen to him every day, and he always told how he
could cure cases like mine, so I wrote to him. . . .”

“The first time I knew there was such a man as Brinkley
was when I heard him over the radio,” said Grant Eden, care-
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taker at the John Brown Park at Osawatomie, Kansas. “I tuned
in regularly for a month to hear him tell how safely and surely
he could cure prostate trouble, for I was suffering from that. I
sent for his literature . . . which put a flowery edge on every-
thing.”

Dr. Brinkley’s follow-up system sounded a trumpet call to
all who wrote to the station, whether they had gland trouble on
their minds or only a musical request number.

“You are the man who is sick,” Doctor would write to a cor-
respondent, “and you are the man who has the prostate gland
. . . If you go ahead to the doctors there”—in this instance, there
meant Dctroit—"*and have your prostate gland removed, you will
be just the same as a castrated man or an old steer and good
for nothing. . . . Wishing you a merry Christmas,” etc.

Many a worried stockman or rancher wrote to The Prairie
Farmer, a trusted adviser on baby chicks or the new strains of
hybrid corn, and inquired about Brinkley. Mrs. Lucile F. Miller,
for example, wrote to The Prairie Farmer about her father. He
“is talking about going out there. . . . I don’t want my dad to be
doctored by a quack . . . dad is hard to convince.” But, before
The Prairie Farmer could answer, perhaps around 5 a.M. the
next morning, there would be that voice.

Doctor used the printed word lavishly to back up the radio
appeal. “Are you a man of your own mind? Or are you a weak-
ling? . . . Men like Edison, Marconi, Burbank and Brinkley
have always thought for themselves. . . . Must you run to see
your doctor before coming to me? Who's prostate is it—your’s or
the doctor’s?” In his little classic, The Story of Paw and Maw,
dedicated to “The Prostate Man,” Doctor pointed out that we
have always had progress, and we have always had kickers, scoff-
ers and doubters, of whom Doctor cited the most celebrated,
“poor old Thomas, who did not believe until he had seen and
placed his hands in the wounds of our dear Saviour . . . kindly
continue to read this booklet. . . .”

Once a man wrote to Milford he got plenty of mail: “Novem-
ber is almost all taken now.”
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Patients often came for examination upon the reassuring
premise that they would be sent home if they did not need an
operation. Doctor often stressed that it was a matter of supreme
indifference to him whether anyone had the surgery or not.

Brinkley frequently remarked, “Only the doctors are com-
plaining about me and my work.” But at times he did have to
contend with noisy patients who were far from satisfied. John L.
Zahner, who owned one hundred and twenty acres of fertile
land near Lenexa, Kansas, described in a hearing bhefore the
Kansas State Medical Board how he arrived in Milford on the
train with some twenty-odd other men and what happencd later.
They were shooed into a kind of bull pen, shook hands with the
matron, donned a nightshirt, bathrobe and slippers that didn’t
fit, and lay in bed with their thoughts until called for their ex-
amination. Mrs. Brinkley paid Zahner an cerie midnight call, an-
nounced that he was a border-line case, from which he under-
stood that he was near the border line separating life from
death. Mrs. Brinkley had a check all filled out in the amount of
$750 for the Lenexa farmer to sign.

“She scared me,” he confessed later. “I believe I never
would have signed it had she come to me in daylight, but at that
uncanny hour of night, with the sick men all limping up and
down the halls, light flickering, examinations going on . . . I
signed it.”

Dr. Brinkley often pointed to the remarkable mortality rec-
ord of his hospital. “Other doctors may kill ’em off,” he would
say, “but I daren’t.” But on one occasion a patient did die after
receiving a minor preparatory operation, and he never got the
major operation he checked in for. The customary fee had, of
course, been paid in advance. The probate judge of the county
involved—it was Republic County, Kansas—said that a refund
was due the estate. A son visited the hospital. The staff insisted
he take off his overcoat in the hall, “and after they had looked
me over pretty thoroughly (I think to make sure I wasn’t armed),
I was conducted into the presence of Dr. Brinkley and two of
his assistants.
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“He lighted a cigarette and asked, ‘Well, what can I do for
you?”

When Doctor grasped that a rebate was the subject of the
visit, he became crisp and bored.

“There can be no adjustment,” he said flatly.

After further probing, the visitor rose. “There is just one
question which comes up in my mind.”

“What is that? Doctor queried.

“Why did they ever kill Jesse James?” the visitor said. “In-
stead of a horse and gun you have a radio station and a hospi-
tal. . .

One stubborn patient, perhaps a man who thought for him-
self, in Doctor’s phrase, resisted the pressure and spent the
whole night wrestling with the problem. The price was high, he
explained at the Medical Board hearing. He was a poor man.
Mrs. Brinkley would stop by his bed and urge some more, show
him a chart and hold out the danger of uremic poisoning which
the chart said was already setting in. Finally he told her he
would go ahcad. She got a paper which he signed and then she
said, “Your check, Mister?”

“Dr.” Oshorn operated on the John Zahner mentioned ear-
lier. That was Monday. On Saturday Zahner was given notice
that he must leave. “All the patients who had gone there with
me,” he observed, “were cleared out before Sunday. . . . They
clean house each week.” After he was back home, Zahner tried
to stop payment on his check. But Doc Brinkley had already
deposited it, and the bank told the farmer he might as well let
it go as he could be sued and the amount of the check could be
collected.

Correspondence was frequent between Brinkley and his ex-
patients. Surprisingly enough, they often got taken again. Dr.
Brinkley put up a medicine called “Caprikol,” which he recom-
mended highly for postoperative cases that were not progressing
well. E. W, Crawford, of Morrilton, Arkansas, for one, took six
bottles at $7.50 each, but groused that he was worse off than be-
fore. To another complainant Brinkley wrote, “I was in Ontario,
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moose hunting, when you were a patient in the hospital here
. .+ . your condition is your own fault. You should have come to
see us about the infection. Wishing you a merry Christmas . . .”
It was only December sixth, which seems a bit early for seasonal
greeting. But it served as a device for the busy doctor to close
out an unprofitable correspondence.

Dr. Brinkley knew intuitively that there is no moment in
life that cannot be turned to some advantage. In 1927 an only
child, a son, was born to the Brinkleys, John Richard Brinkley,
Jr.—not, it was stated emphatically, a goat-gland baby. Rather,
he came like Isaac, born to Sarah and Abraham long after they
had given up hope. The little boy was mentally above the aver-
age and dedicated by his parents to carry on as a doctor, “just
like his daddy.” Under the pet name of Johnnie, Johnny or some-
times Johnny Boy, he became an advertising feature of the Brink-
ley enterprises.

Like the classic agitator who seeks close identification with
the plain folks, Dr. Brinkley constantly called the attention of
the public to the fact that he was a good family man with a
happy, wholesome home life. Wherever the blue and gold cabin
plane alighted to drop off Brinkley—there were Mrs. Brinkley
and Johnny Boy, too. In Brinkley’s speeches, broadcasts and
printed advertising, in whatever Brinkley was up to, the wife
and child were brought in with heavy emphasis. Once when
Doctor was refused a Mexican visa, and suspected that the
State Department of the United States was “hounding” him, he
closed a lengthy telegram to Vice-President Charles Curtis with
this gem:

THE PEOPLE OF KANSAS FEEL THAT YOU ARE INTERESTED IN
FAIR PLAY AND THAT YOU WILL HAVE AN INVESTIGATION MADE
OF THIS SO THE NEWSPAPERS OF KANSAS CAN TELL THE PEOPLE
JUST WHAT IS BEING DONE AGAINST DR. J. R. BRINKLEY OF MIL-
FORD, KANSAS, HIS WIFE AND BABY STOP.

“Dr. and Mrs. Brinkley and Johnny Boy greet you and wish
you health and happiness and the best of everything,” the ads
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said. And sometimes, the Brinkley conception of one for all and
all for one was carried right into the radio station. By the time
Johnny Boy was two years old, he was on the air. As soon as he
could read, he handled medical testimonials like a veteran
member of Actors’ Equity, never stumbling over the hard words,
such as “tonsillectomy” or “hemorrhoids.” Lifted onto a table, he
would greet his little friends of radioland in his childish treble,
as he sang “Happy Birthday.” It seemed sometimes as though
the Brinkleys were engaged in a kind of radio marathon, espe-
cially on Sundays and holidays. Yet, Mrs. Brinkley must have
spent many hours in her gardens, and in the kitchen, whipping
up this and that, because in one of the surgeon’s literary works,
Dr. Brinkley’s Doctor Book, it was recorded: “If Mrs. Brinkley
lived near you, she would share with you the choicest flowers
from her yard, the nicest ‘roastin’ cars’ from her garden. She
would run over to your house on Sunday with a big pail of
homemade ice cream that she thought was specially good.”

The arrival of Johnny Boy was a source of great joy, but it
was also an added expense, as every father can understand.
Doctor began to look around for some way to supplement his in-
come, some handy source of pin money. He thought of oil and
did a little wildcatting. But the holes were all dusters. He found
the answer to his problem right in his own back yard; or rather
in the studio beside the tall towers of KFKB. It was a program
idea and it was a lulu, deeply rooted in the character of the sta-
tion and its close relationship with its fans. KFKB was known
throughout its service area as “The Sunshine Station in the Heart
of the Nation.” The sentence was suggested by a crippled child
or shut-in who thus expressed her devotion to the programs of
familiar airs and plantation melodies, of medicine and Method-
ism, which were poured into the Milford transmitter. In 1928,
Dr. Brinkley started a series of lectures dealing with the diseases
of children.

“I began to receive an enormous amount of mail from pcople
asking me about this thing and that thing and another thing. I
couldn’t answer it, and the only way it could be answered was to
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go on the radio and answer a good bulk of it, and in 1929 from
answering those letters over the radio, through the radio, pa-
tients began to come to me because of radio advertising.

“You can readily understand that no living human being
could answer three or four thousand letters a day. . . . I began
to realize that I was not doing myself any good by refusing to
answer those letters. Therefore I conceived this idea: why not
have a Medical Question Box over the radio like Doctor Evans
of the Chicago Tribune did, and other people like Senator Cope-
land, and various magazines giving questions and answers.”

There were thousands of ailing persons in the Middle West
who were dissatisfied with their own doctors’ treatments. Listen-
ing to Dr. Brinkley’s mesmeric radio voice, they wondered if he
could help them. Wondering, they wrote to him about their
cases. The rest was easy. Brinkley was especially adept at in-
flaming his listeners against the ethical doctors, and in playing
on the latent hostility against regular medicine which has old,
historic roots in the United States. Brinkley often referred in-
dignantly to the kind of physician whose chief aim in life, he
said, is “to get a patient on the operating table.”

The day’s mail, then, provided a daily radio feature, “The
Medical Question Box.” Listeners described their symptoms and
Doctor read them over the air, using some code name to mask
the identity of his correspondents. He gave a fast diagnosis and
prescribed the medicine required. Once again Dr. Brinkley re-
calls historical precedents, such as the career of Michael Schiip-
pach, an unlettered mountain doctor of Switzerland in the eight-
eenth century. Schiippach also prescribed for patients he had
never seen, after he had directed them to send him a letter and
a flask of urine. Schiippach, like Brinkley, was a strong personal-
ity, a dominant feature of the contemporary scene. He had to be
viewed, the same as the Jungfrau or Rigi. Even Goethe came to
see Schiippach, who impressed him with “the keenest presence
of mind I believe I have ever seen.” There were also parallels be-
tween Brinkley’s procedure and that of a peasant doctor of Cra-
cow who gave the absent treatment in this wise: the patient sent
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the doctor his shirt, the doc smelled it and prescribed after he
got a whiff.

Brinkley found radio doctoring easy because he was fluent,
and a good executive. ITe knew how to organize, delegate and
supervise. One stenographer, Miss Ruth Athey, was in charge of
the question-box feature. Eight girls were under her, but the
number increased rapidly. They sorted the letters, applause
mail, questions and so forth. Miss Athey would pick out as many
letters as she thought Doctor could handle in half an hour, say
twenty-five or thirty, and put them on his desk. This was done
three times a day. The rest of the mail was swept into the waste-
basket. Usually Doctor simply picked up the letters as he went
to the microphone, leafed through them and made a “snapshot”
diagnosis.

The money-making feature of the program developed in
this way. Brinkley began to receive numerous complaints from
druggists throughout the region that customers were demanding
Dr. Brinkley’s prescriptions, and they were unable to supply
them. Up to that time Doctor had been doing a mail-order busi-
ness from Milford. Ilis medicines went out from the Milford rail-
road station every day. The expressman at the Union Pacific sta-
tion in Junction City still remembers the shipments of goats
which were transshipped to Milford, the syrup of pepsin by the
barrel and vast quantities of bottles and corks. “Dr. Brinkley
could sell anything,” he says.

At this point Brinkley’s flexibility shows up impressively. He
switched to a different plan. A list of his prescriptions, coded by
number, was sent out to druggists generally. The druggists put
up the medicines and kicked back a dollar on each prescription
to Doctor. The scheme was a neat crossing of the prescription
counter and the patent-medicine department.

The radio-drugstore plan rooted quickly. Doctor was able
to organize the druggists as the National Dr. Brinkley Pharma-
ceutical Association. It helped Doctor out of a dilemma, for he
couldn’t have quit giving advice to those who wrote in to ask for
it without losing them as followers and prospective patients. The
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Pharmaceutical Association built local druggist support for Brink-
ley that would offset local doctor opposition. And it brought in a
little money, too. Three times a day Brinkley went on the air for
half an hour, describing the symptoms of just about every ill to
which human flesh is heir. A bedtime-story voice would an-
nounce what time it was in the Central-time zone and who was
going to sing again pretty soon. But “at this time, folks, friends,
and all who are weary and oppressed, Doctor John R. Brinkley
will deliver his message to humanity. . . .V

And then came Doctor.

“Here’s one from Tillie. She says she had an operation, had
some trouble ten years ago. I think the operation was unneces-
sary, and it isn’t very good sense to have an ovary removed with
the expectation of motherhood resulting therefrom. My advice to
you is to use Women’s Tonic Number 50, 67 and 61. This com-
bination will do for you what you desire if any combination will,
after three months’ persistent use.

“Sunflower State, from Dresden, Kansas. Probably he had
gallstones. No. I don’t mean that; I mean kidney stones. My ad-
vice to you is to put him on Prescription Number 8o and 50 for
men, also 64. I think that he will be a whole lot better. Also drink
a lot of water.”

So Tillie and Sunflower State went to their ncarest Brinkley
drugstore and purchased Numbers 50, 67, 61, 80, and also 64 or
whatever number they thought he said. All were common prepa-
rations of ordinary drugs, at prices ranging from three fifty to ten
dollars. Price cutters were not admitted to the association.
Friends asserted that Brinkley’s radio doctoring made more
money for him than the goat-gland proposition.

Again the pain-freighted voice of Doctor comes down
through the years.

“Now here is a letter from a dear mother—a dear little
mother who holds to her breast a babe of nine months. She
should take Number 2 and Number 16 and—yes—Number 17
and she will be helped. Brinkley’s 2, 16, and 17. If her druggist
hasn’t got them, she should write and order them from the Mil-
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ford Drug Company, Milford, Kansas, and they will be sent to
you, Mother, collect. May the Lord guard and protect you,
Mother. The postage will be prepaid.”

It is easy to imagine the listener interest aroused by “Doctor
Brinkley’s treatment for childless homes.”

“Doctors say it is vulgar for me to tell you about this,” said
the voice of the medical iconoclast over KFKB, “but we are tak-
ing a chance and we don’t think it is obscene down here.”

What the lady needed, it appeared, was Numbers 50 and
61 “and that good old standby of mine, Number 67.” Doctor pre-
dicted that after three months there would be “a great big
change taking place.”

Even more spicy was Dr. Brinkley’s advice, offered to a
woman who felt the need of a bit of planned parenthood, while
millions tuned in:

“I suggest that you have your husband sterilized and then
you will be safe from having more children providing"—and here
Dr. Brinkley introduced an earthy jest—“providing you don’t
get out in anybody else’s cow pasture and get in with some other
bull.”

Whatever the radio medical clinic may have done for the
customers, the Brinkley druggists found that it had a tonic effect
upon their business. The sales increases sounded more like fairy
tales than real-life happenings in the prosaic day-to-day opera-
tion of a retail business. Doctor had said that he was going to
take the druggist away from his sandwich bar and put him back
behind his prescription counter. Doc was, for once, as good as
his word. Many druggists, in what may be called the “Brinkley
belt,” that is, in Kansas, Nebraska, Iowa, Missouri and Oklahoma,
reported increases in prescription business up to seventy-five and
even one hundred dollars a day on the items, all new business,
labeled “Distributed by permission of Dr. Brinkley.”

Dr. Brinkley would describe minutely the symptoms of
stomach ulcers, and then say:

“If you are suffering in this manner, do not go to your doc-
tor—he may prescribe an operation that will be both costly and
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dangerous—but take my prescription Number 6o, which you
may get from any druggist selling my remedies.” Immcdiately, in
the five-state area, the pharmacists would be set at putting up
oceans of old reliable Number 60. “Be surc to send telegrams to
the Brinkley radio station, telling us of cures made by Brinkley’s
prescriptions,” Doctor urged his druggists, “and if you have no
radio in your store, be sure to get one so that the public may lis-
ten to our programs . . . and thus increase your business.”

A little figuring will show how substantially the Medical
Question Box augmented Doctor’s income. Suppose that there
were five hundred co-operating druggists; and there were.
(Wood, in the Brinkley Life gives fifteen hundred as the num-
ber.) Suppose that cach one averaged only four sales a day; a
conservative estimate. On this business each storc was obligated
to send Dr. Brinkley four dollars. Thus Brinkley would take in
about $2,000 a day, or $14.000 a week, or $728.000 a year for pre-
scribing in many instances such therapeutic agents as castor oil or
aspirin, which could be bought in any Kansas drugstore for $1.50
or less. The only expense to Doctor was whatever it cost him to
type up and mail out the prescriptions and instructions for com-
pounding them. This estimate is theoretical and perhaps on the
high side. But a rumor filtered out from banking circles handling
the Brinkley moncy that the amount of the radio prescription
business alone averaged about $10,000 a week. The money went
to the KFKB Broadcasting Association in which Doctor and eight
other businessmen in Manhattan, Junction City and Lindsborg
owned one share cach. But Dr. Minnie T. Brinkley held gg1
shares.

The radio-prescription dodge lasted thirtcen years. For a
time it appeared as though goat glands might play second fiddle
to Number 50 and so on. In an average week, about twenty—
and in good times as many as forty—goats continued to give their
all for science. About g5 per cent of the drugstore business came
from women, the Lydia Pinkham market. Males were a heavy
majority at the hospital. But the women were an influence there,
too. “The old woman made me do it,” was a frequent confession
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from a surgical case. Thus the radio broadcasting paid off twice,
in the business it produced directly, and in filling up the hospi-
tal.

The state of mind of the physicians in the KFKB listening
area can be imagined, as their patients left them in droves for the
free radio clinic. A great blowoff was in the making. The marvel
was that the scheme clicked as long as it did. Dr. Brinkley’s im-
munity from interference by the authorities, while other col-
leagues of lesser caliber in his line of work were driven out of
business or thrown into jail, was a phenomenon which angered
and frustrated the physicians and surgeons of the states which
fell under Brinkley’s sway. Where was the United States Post
Office Department? Let some two-by-four quack open a small
office somewhere and stick a little half-inch make-man tablet ad-
vertisement in the newspapers, and the postal inspectors would
fall on him like a ton of brick, issue a fraud order and close him
up.

And where were the Better Business Bureaus? Why didn’t
the Federal Trade Commission go after Brinkley? If someone
tried to sell an electric belt in interstate commerce for the re-
juvenation of old men on the prowl, the Federal Trade Commis-
sion got to him in short order. But where Dr. Brinkley was con-
cerned, the machinery of social control scemed to be stalled by
some mysterious malfunction. And so the master showman and
free spender went on from one triumph to another, sending back
from junkets to the Old World costly rugs and bric-a-brac, start-
ing a million-dollar building program in his little private boom-
town of Milford, with a hundred girls working for him, so they
said, shipping out literature and medicine by the carload.

“Brinkley is getting to be a perfectly impossible problem,”
one doctor exclaimed.

Slowly, reluctantly, the medical profession began to move
toward the unpalatable task of bringing Dr. Brinkley to book.
Doctor laughed that he got fat on opposition. “Nothing the doc-
tors can do now can hurt me,” he declared, and likened himself
once more to Jesus. He was being “persecuted for healing the
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sick,” suffering the anger of the “learned doctors.” He would say
nothing in reply. Well—not much. Just that they were lazy, in-
competent gone-to-seed diagnosticians, tonsil-and-prostate re-
movers and outrageous fee-splitters. Often and often he would
read as a warning a letter from some person who had been oper-
ated on by his home physician for some disease that made Dr.
Brinkley so indignant that he would burst out: “Any doctor who
would cut into you for that should be in the penitentiary.”

In feuding with the ethical doctors, Brinkley had little to
lose and a good deal to gain through the ignorant, the unstable
and all who could be stirred up against organized medicine.
Doctor had assets, not just money assets, although as far as that
was concerned, he was loaded. He could call also on his satis-
fied patients and testimonialists, his religious piety, the bankers
who banked his money, the insurance companies which sold him
fat policies, the automobile dealer who provided his custom-
made seven-thousand-dollar Lincoln car, the Brinkley Goats, a
little league baseball team which he sponsored and a surprising
number of the politicians who pulled the strings around the
State House. Bold, sagacious, well-connected, Brinkley became a
diamond fancier, with a taste for clear stones which would screen
about the size of hazelnuts. He acquired a coat of arms, painted
in gaudy colors, and hung it in his office with his certificates and
diplomas. Sometimes it seemed as though everybody in Kansas
was in the game with Dr. Brinkley. Or, if not everybody, enough
somebodies to keep a tidy medical empire steadily expanding,
The citizens of Milford were not inclined to bite the hand that
fed them. The politicos at the capitol building down in Topeka
had their own reasons for wishing Doctor a prosperous voyage
through life, and made him an Admiral in the Kansas Navy, with
the right to wear a natty uniform and carry a short ceremonial
sword, just to show how they felt about him.
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No Man Wants
to Be
a Capon

78 Solon M. MacNab, seventy-three, gray-haired, an In-
dianapolis strectcar motorman, needed a haircut. He strolled to
Mr. Tucker’s barbershop across the street from where he lived,
slipped into a chair. A conversational gambit opened up on the
subject of Tucker’s radio set and how the reception had bcen
last night and the night before that.

“Perfect! Absolutely perfect!” the barber said enthusiasti-
cally. “Why, I got Montreal and Minneapolis and St. Louis and
some little town ’way out in Kansas. Milford, I believe was the
name of it.”

“You did?” MacNab, the customer, exclaimed, as excited as
the barber was.

And then the barber on the next chair cut in with: “Why 1
got the same place last Tuesday at two o’clock in the morning.
Some doctor out there; he was talking about high blood pres-
sure.”

“I'll bet it was interesting,” said MacNab fervently, “be-
cause he’s that kind of a doctor; 1 know him.”

Solon M. MacNab had good reason to be excited. e was a
Brinkley alumnus. He had long been a great reader, and he sub-
scribed to a magazine or paper from Kansas called Life and Let-
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ters, edited by E. Haldeman-Julius. In it he had read an article
about Dr. Brinkley and his Milford Hospital.

“It was an ordinary-sized newspaper,” MacNab said as he
thought back to those times in the ’twenties, “and the article
covered several pages and had pictures and cuts of the first little
boy that came as a result of curing the first patient of impotency
and they called the little boy Billy. I forget his last name. He was
‘appropriately named Billy’ the article said.

“The article interested me because it said something about
enlarged prostate, and I had it, and I had poor digestion so I
couldn’t eat much more than bread or meat. Vegetables—pota-
toes, cabbage and onions and things like that I at one time liked
best, I couldn’t eat.”

After reading the story MacNab got to brooding.

“I live alone, you know, and I had a lot of time to think and I
just brooded over it and thought about it and thought and
thought about this gland grafting. I thought about it renewing
my youth. I had rather extravagant ideas, I suppose, of what it
might do. My age was sixty then. I thought of rejuvenation and
it kind of got me to red heat. So I wrote to Dr. Brinkley.”

Doctor was away relaxing at the time, moose hunting or
tuna fishing or just lazing along off Nova Scotia on his yacht.
Mac had a lively correspondence with Brinkley’s secretary,
Ray P. Martin. MacNab told what his circumstances were and
how he was saving up for his old age, and he asked if there
wasn’t some surgeon at Milford who didn’t have so much pres-
tige as the Chief Surgeon, whose services were not so valuable.
The upshot was that MacNab journeyed to Milford. Brinkley
wreaked his will upon one more unfortunate goat, and MacNab
got the hetero-transplantation—the animal-to-human gland switch
—in April, 1924. MacNab, for one, was not dissatisfied with the
results.

With these agreeable recollections of Brinkley’s surgical
novelty, what was more natural than that MacNab should sit
down and write to Doctor of the barbershop episode, thinking
only of Dr. Brinkley’s enjoyment in knowing that the KFKB sig-
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nal was coming in strong and clear in Indianapolis and that he
had an audience, even at two A.M. Thus, innocently, began a
historic correspondence which, before it came to an abrupt end,
showed Dr. Brinkley’s advertising machine at full thrust and re-
vealed some of its inner workings.

Doctor answered the motorman’s letter quickly and cordially,
and sent him, as a souvenir, a picture of Mr. William Esche-
man, “one of my old patients,” and flattered Mac with a request
for his own picture. Dr. Brinkley explained that he would like to
“use it in a similar way because many men like to have somebody
that they can write to or call or sec regarding the work I am do-
ing.

As it happencd, MacNab was well supplied with pictures.
He had a rather unattractive old shot of himself taken in 1917
when he went to work for the Indianapolis strect-railway com-
pany, a picture that had been filed with his application for em-
ployment. In this picture, a good cxample of the passport school
of photography, Mac looked thin and scedy. He also had a recent
studio portrait, taken to send to his brother in Arizona whom he
had not seen for forty years, which made him look fine, partly
because he had put on weight, and partly because the ncgative
had been heavily retouched. The pictures must have been good
or the Scot would not have paid, as he well remembered, $32.50
for a half-dozen prints. Side by side, the two pictures might be
viewed as a clinical comparison of the motorman’s appearance
before the Ozark goat bequeathed its genital glands to him, and
after.

“It was a mighty striking contrast, I can tell you,” Mac de-
clared enthusiastically.

So MacNab sent the two photographs to Brinkley with a let-
ter, expressing how kind of uplifted he felt, mentally and physi-
cally and all over, and told Doc that he could use the pictures in
any way he saw fit.

Dr. Brinkley was back to MacNab in two or three days with
a reply.

“As I opened it,” MacNab said, “by golly, a check dropped

108



No Man Wants to Be a Capon

out and when I picked up that check I felt as if I had been hit
with a club. It was for one hundred dollars and signed ‘John R.
Brinkley” and he said, “This isn’t for your testimonial or pictures.
It is just a mark of my appreciation.””

Dr. Brinkley could well afford to be appreciative and even
effusive. Ile had in his hands, with a legal release covering all
rights of privacy, an artful letter which he quite correctly sized
up as a stunning exemplar of testimonial literature. It included
these paragraphs:

“Of the prostatic torture, the morbid anxieties, and of my
escape from both, these pictures pound home the story more
closely than could any words of mine. Today, I live in a new
world: or, better, in a world I once knew that has come back to
me: a world of light, of the zest of living, of the love of books and
of vigorous exercise. What have I not to thank you for?

“Do with these pictures and with this letter as you like. It
will add yet another pleasure to these already so pleasant days,
to feel that perhaps they are helping some other poor luckless
devil to take the same road to happiness that I did almost four
years ago.”

Madison Avenue could not have done better. The letter,
with Mac’s address and the “before and after” photographs, was
soon in wide circulation, spreading the glad tidings of what the
Brinkley Compound Operation would do for a man with en-
larged prostate, high blood pressure, constipation, indigestion,
nervousness, loss of sleep and of course failure at marital duties.
MacNab began to get inquiries, which he loyally answered, “and
gradually we drifted into the matter of my being paid for this
work.” MacNab was a strange character, ignorant, but lettered,
a sort of village atheist type, perfectly willing to do a kindness
for Dr. Brinkley, who had treated him so royally. He liked the
limelight of Doctor’s massive advertising, but the correspondence
was becoming a burden. Since Mac had flat arches, an occupa-
tional disease with operators of one-man streetcars, he felt he
could use some side-line money. He thought, not unreasonably,
that he might have some aptitude for the occupation of ad writer.
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But he understood that he was not to function as a testimonialist.
A nice distinction was involved there.

“I don’t know whether it was a matter of ethics or a matter
of law, but, anyway, there was objection to paying for testimoni-
als. So I was to be paid for advertisements and did not receive
pay for testimonials.”

“It is distinctly understood that we are paying you for ad
writing and such matters and not for replying to inquiries. Should
you ever be questioned in this regard you will please bear this in
mind,” the new member of the Brinkley advertising staff was
instructed.

Dr. Brinkley was often under heavy pressure from prospec-
tive clients to give as references the names of former patients. He
said that he consistently refused to do that; “the business of our
patients with us is sacredly confidential . . . we are certainly
not going to ask our patients, who come here and pay us for our
services, to become testimonial writers, like this advertisement
you see in the newspapers about this new brand of cigarettes that
says something about ‘There is not a sneeze in a carload.’”

MacNab’s first job was to prepare a good circular to mail
out regarding the fall appointments at Milford. The September
letter always had a seasonal flavor. Doctor himself had written
one, taking the theme of autumn; the passing of the season and
of man’s life. Martin did one, using “house cleaning” time as his
point of departure. It worked fine the first time, incidentally;
flopped dismally the next year. But that’s the way it is in the
mail-order business. The first copy MacNab turned out was an
account of his experiences at the Brinkley Hospital, his arrival
there, first impressions, his momentous meeting with Dr. Brink-
ley, his operation. He took it all up by days: first day, second day,
third day, and so on. It was, by agreement between the two high
contracting parties, an “article,” not a testimonial,

“But it was something that could be mailed out to people
who were interested in Milford and what was being done there,”
the adman explained.

So the motorman found his true vocation, at thirty dollars a
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week, joining the picturesque little band of those aficionados
Brinkley assembled at one time or another as his official family:
Dr. Ballou, the self-styled world-famous scientist; Dr. E. M. Per-
due, Brinkley’s old professor, who took his medical students
down to a cancer-cure institute as a part of their instruction;
Sydney Flower, the New Thoughter; “Dr.” Osborn and two-
fisted Howard Wilson; two complaisant Methodist reverends; and
W. P. Sachs of diploma-mill fame, who turned up later in Kansas
under another name. And there were other, even more improbable
characters who were to appear providentially when needed.

After Mac turned in his first advertising copy, he batted
out a series of letters for use in answering inquiries from sick men.
The Extension Dcpartment of the Brinkley Hospital—nom de
plume for the advertising department—had a vast number of in-
quiries classified and recorded on cards. One letter might be to
those who had written for Doctor’s “blue book™; and there were
other types of letters according to the ailments listed on the
cards. The prostate cases, for instance, would have their atten-
tion directed to their condition with something on Brinkley’s be-
ing the prostate king. There was an Impotency letter, and a
Human Gland letter and special persuaders to act Now. Ray
Martin sent MacNab a sample of a post card to be mailed to
about ten thousand prospects known to be sick men. The Mil-
ford experts knew from long experience that the cards would
pull about thirty replies per thousand. “Maybe you could write
one better,” Martin suggested to Mac. The use of such materials,
the atmosphere of cool calculation, suggests the void between
Brinkley and ethical medicine. With his printed advertising, as
with his diagnoses and prescriptions over the radio, Brinkley
persuaded the ill to go to his hospital without definite knowledge
on his part of the patient’s condition other than the self-diagnosis
contained in their frightened letters.

For several months MacNab worked industriously and with
imagination for Dr. Brinkley, turning out nearly one hundred
high-powered testimonials. One of his efforts Brinkley regarded
as a masterpiece and said so. Perhaps the praise was too heady
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for the motorman-turned-writer. He asked, with great courtesy
and a quite objective estimate of his value as a salesman, for
forty dollars a week. Doctor stiffened up right away and came
back with a characteristic rejoinder that he didn’t think Mac’s
ads had done much good, but in fact had actually cost him pa-
tients.

“I had felt rather proud of my work,” MacNab admitted
sadly. “That kind of took the ginger out of me and I didn’t care
a damn, then, whether I wrote any more or not.”

But Solon must have been as odd a character in his way as
Date R. Alexander was in his—the man, remember, who ob-
jected to a newspaper saying that he sold medical diplomas for
two hundred dollars but bragged of selling them for five hundred.
In each case professional pride was involved. So Brinkley and
MacNab dissolved their connection. Yet Doctor was able to
wheedle Mac about how the letters would be coming in for a
while, and he didnt know what he was going to do about
handling them, ending with cordial wishes for MacNab’s future
enjoyment of life and “sufficient remuneration . . . to provide
the things that you need.” And Solon, being distressed at the doc-
tor’s dilemma, with all those letters and pictures out over the
country, went right ahead answering his Brinkley mail until the
“stragglers” stopped coming. And he did it free. Gratis. For noth-
ing, the generous Scot. Eight months later he was writing to a
fellow up at Fort Williams, Ontario, about how he had been
sixty-one in 1924, with high blood pressure, buying mineral oil by
the gallon, his prostate kicking up, and with total sexual dis-
ability of ten years’ standing. His symptoms, he figured, indi-
cated five diseases. Within a month after Dr. Brinkley’s minis-
trations, MacNab wrote that he was “well of all five,” and he
thought that the goat-gland operation would prove to be an
equally good investment for his Canadian correspondent.

“Now, I don’t pretend to be a doctor or to give any medical
advice,” MacNab once said modestly, “but I told them that this
rejuvenative treatment helped the whole system and it would
drive out—tend to drive out—any unhealthy condition. Now,
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that is all I said. I didn’t go and give shotgun advice, telling them
it would cure everything. I dwelled most upon my own ailments
and what it had done for me, and they could draw their own
conclusions, as to what it would do for them.”

There was an exciting sequel to the MacNab story. A couple
of years later, The Kansas City Star sent a reporter to Indian-
apolis to interview MacNab. He talked freely, disclosing his
relations with Doctor, and gave the reporter a mass of corre-
spondence and advertising material. He even permitted a steno-
graphic and notarized copy of the interview to be made. Then he
had misgivings. Prompted no doubt by his cautious Scottish na-
ture, Mac called the prostate shop in Milford by long-distance
telephone. The warning he got is obvious. So MacNab most in-
hospitably had the Kansas Citian arrested for obtaining property
under false pretenses. He charged that his visitor had told him
that he was the representative of a rival newspaper in Kansas
City which had accepted many pages of Brinkley advertising.
It was probably true, too. But Judge Paul Wetter, in municipal
court, dismissed the case and praised the Star for its journal-
istic enterprise.

E. Haldeman-Julius, out in Girard, Kansas, whose original
magazine article about the marvels of Brinkley’s surgery had
been made into one of the famous Little Blue Books, and was re-
sponsible, really, for l'affaire MacNab, publicly ate humble pie
for his mistake and withdrew the Little Blue Book, substituting
anew text which was an “exposure of quack rejuvenation.”

Dr. Brinkley deserves recognition for his leadership in the
application of mass-communications methods to the circulariza-
tion of known sick men, keeping careful, businesslike records of
his mailings and the results obtained. For the most part, at this
time—1929—it was suggested to prospective patients that they
had prostatic trouble. Through it all the principal attraction
exercised by Brinkley was a clever play upon the desire of men
to turn back the clock; and MacNab’s copy by innuendo empha-
sized this side of the proposition. But Brinkley was gradually
shifting the main sales emphasis to the pathological prostate.
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“The earlier literature,” Doctor explained as he looked back
on his career, “was built around a gland operation and the gland
operation was, we will say, the star of the literature, and then the
gland operation was minimized and the prostate work for en-
larged prostates began to become the star in the literature to
where the gland operation in the literature began to take a back
seat, if you will pardon me for such a homely illustration.”

When a radio fan wrote to KFKB simply to say that he liked
the station’s fare, a booklet was shot back at him about the
hospital, the prevalence of discase and Dr. Brinkley’s high ideals.
A letter run off on the “Dupligraph” in the hospital mailroom left
space for name, age, occupation, “Discase you suffer from.” “Use
the reverse side of this sheet,” the letter said, adding, “We can’t
hear you by Radio.” One Fountain of Youth appeal was headed,
“Drunk Every Day Yet He Lived To Be the Astonishing Age of
140 Years,” a highly scnsationalized treatment of the longevity
and geriatric exploits of Thomas “Old” Parr. What a burst of
rocketry it was: “This is the news you have been waiting for
. . . September is full . . . don’t wait too long. . . .

Doctor knew that a man would get interested in a pamphlet
like his blue book, Your Health, when he had his first experience
with a retention catheter. When the kidneys kick up, when they
fail to eliminate endogenous and exogenous products, then the
man over fifty begins on massage, soundings, irrigations, silver-
nitrate applications, heat, light, drugs, radium, electricity, appli-
ances and soon “our prostate patient,” said Doctor cheerily, “is
about ready for a toboggan slide to Glory.” The prostate gland
must come out—"and we can remove prostates just as well as the
rest of them.”

But, Doctor warned candidly, “after that they are never the
same men.” Act Now . . . you are playing with fire, Mr. Klotz

. . or do you enjoy your poor health? You can get the first two
phases of the wonderful Compound Operation, Mr. Klotz, which
reduces the blood supply to the prostate, that robber of your
gonads, including hospital charges, for $356.50. Better still, take
the complete four-phase operation, all your troubles over at the
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one time, including the goat-gland part, too, for one simple fee,
only $750. Never a failure in 5,000 cases. “My success has been
due to the prayers of my darling sainted mother and the side-
by-side fellowship of Mrs. Brinkley.” No Risk. No Pain. No Dan-
ger. You never miss a meal. We're crowded . . . not a spare
room in the building. . . . Write in advance for appointment.
Our February appointment dates are: the 2nd, gth, 16th and
23rd. Paid envelope for reply enclosed. Or, come cafeteria style
and pay only for what you select. Bed and board, $5 a day, each
treatment from $3 to $10, depending on what it is. Operations
performed according to your selection; you pay only for what
you choose. Or, if you can’t afford even that, you can have the
services of the famed Brinkley Clinic on this easy, economical
plan: write us a letter telling how you are feeling. No charge for
reading or answering the letter. You just pay for the actual drugs
used and the prescription our Specialist sends you on our Home
Treatment plan. Will you now accept?

It was real basement merchandising: cash and carry, no
phones, no charges, no returns.

Doctor scoffed at gland tablets and “such and such a pill,” at
the kindly old local druggist who gives the sufferer something for
kidney trouble. He mocked the advertising offering the discov-
eries of some famous German chemist; waxed indignant at the
old family doctor who sent Paw to a surgeon. The surgeon,
Brinkley estimated, as often as not shipped Paw back home in a
box—in about 30 per cent of the cases, Brinkley said. Nor did he
neglect to warn the younger men of their special problems.
Many, Doctor observed, go through premature change of life
through “having too many sweethearts . . . frantic when sud-
denly their love power—their potency—is snatched away.”

Men wrote to Brinkley about one of his more celebrated
litry efforts, “Send me the Story of Paw and Maw, because I can
guess what this is,” and Doctor would shake his head sadly. He
felt disappointed in them, that they had failed him, all Leing, as
he put it “willing to offer their bodies upon the Altar of Eros.”
Brinkley paid tribute to the continent men, including “maybe
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you,” who “do not care for amours, the love life is buried over
yonder under a little plot of green grass, where the flowers are
ever blooming and the stillness of night prevails and you would
never be untrue to her memory, and I admire you for this. Yet,
we are not all this way and we want to be virile, active men so
long as the flame flickers, even though it burns so dimly.”

To men of this kidney, Doctor extended his surgical hand.
“Remove the short from your batteries and note the change.”

Although Dr. Brinkley lived in an age of frankness, the
United States Post Office Department thought that his brochure
entitled Life was salacious and suggestive and barred it from the
mails. Doctor had a healthy respect for the post-office inspectors
and usually tried to keep clear of them by reiterating, “We try to
teach by radio.” But the letters he sent out through the mails
were as urgent as the final cry of the auctioneer. Once a prospect
took the bait, he was smothered with literature, plus a personal-
ized letter about every fifteen days, except July when Doctor was
on his yacht or “up here in Canada . . . finding somewhat of a
respite from the Kansas summer heat.” One man received six let-
ters in two months in 1927. Andy McBride, of Monmouth, Illi-
nois, wrote to the American Medical Association on ruled tablet
paper, in pencil, about statements made in a Brinkley booklet
that “he has found out in some way I have been having trouble
with my prostate gland. It’s a shame for a man that [is] sick to
read a booklet like that.”

The literature went out without a covering letter. “We find
that more read it than if there is a letter with it,” said a Brinkley
ad official. But a letter was mailed separately saying that their
acknowledgment was the only recompense Doctor wished for
sending them his circular. About 5 per cent answered. A week
later those not heard from got another letter, quoting prices,
calling attention to the futility of anything less than the complete
Brinkley service. Another 5 to 10 per cent answered this one.
Then in ten days the delinquents received another letter, call-
ing them to time just a little bit for not being courteous enough
to acknowledge receipt of a booklet mailed to them free of
charge. From here on the pace quickened.
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“We hit them a little harder on having done what they NEED,
not what someone wants to sell them,” Ray Martin explained.

Another letter or two would go into the mailbags, “and
then we sort of tear loose and ask them pertinently why they
send for our literature and do not reply to our letters, try to
shame them into saying something if nothing more than to stop
writing. After that they get only occasional circulars offering ad-
ditional literature or something of that sort.”

These methods worked out well for Dr. Brinkley. But there
was inevitably, an occasional contretemps, such as occurred in
the case of E. E. Cooper, of El Dorado, Kansas. Cooper had
heard Brinkley’s stuff on the radio, wrote to Doctor, made an ap-
pointment against the wishes of his wife, and set off for Milford.
He arrived on a Sunday evening, had the cash-in-advance opera-
tion on Tuesday and died two weeks later of peritonitis. His age
was forty-seven. The widow was very bitter against Brinkley.
She was particularly enraged when a letter came from Doctor
addressed to the deceased sometime after his death certificate
was filed in the office of vital statistics in Topeka. The letter
cordially invited her husband to come to Milford and inspect the
hospital.

More serious, from Dr. Brinkley’s point of view, was an
episode in which some pranksters humbugged the specialist.
One can only say of this incident, regretfully, that it was typical
of the horseplay that once went on in the Chemistry Department
at the University of Illinois. There were twelve students doing
graduate research under Professor R. C. Fuson, who found them-
selves a rather crowded but highly congenial group in one of the
laboratories. The students often worked late with a radio turned
on. Thus they were entirely conversant with Dr. Brinkley’s pro-
grams developing the theme that scxual impotence is man’s most
humiliating affliction. When Brinkley offered a free health book
for merely filling out his health questionnaire, Joe Corse realized
that Doc’s book was just what was needed to complete the lab’s
reference shelf. The questionnaire called for information on such
topics as “Involuntary urination, frequently wetting the patient’s
shoes” and “What do you think is the matter with you?” It went
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on into interrogations too intimate and scatological for rehearsal
outside of technical medical literature, ending with:

“What has been your income for the past five years?”

“How much insurance do you carry?”

A Manila envelope soon arrived at the Urbana, Illinois,
laboratory, no plain wrapper business, but emblazoned “ris 1s
THE BOOK YOU SENT FOR.” There was a photograph of the hospital
in the upper left-hand corner, and the legend “Diseases of Men,
Discases of Women.” At the back of the book was space for the
names and addresses of thirty friends of the recipient who were
suffering from—shall we say Brinkleyitis>—and who were finan-
cially able to reach for the better things in life, which included
moving up the scale, medically speaking, from the local doctor
to the prostate specialist. Snob appeal, it appeared, could be in-
jected even into surgery; or as Brinkley himself phrased it, “If
you pay Forp prices do you expect to ride in Lincoln cars? If
you have a beer pocketbook do you expect champagne to be
served?”

Naturally, with about three hundred graduate students in
the chemistry department at Illinois, Corse had to be rigorously
selective in choosing the first thirty names he shipped off to Dr.
Brinkley. Corse admitted nothing, but the prank snowballed.
Other lists were compiled and sent to Milford. A couple of chem-
ists even put Corse’s name on their lists, and a committee was
formed to try for the free portable radio set which Doctor was
offering each week to the respondent who answered the ques-
tionnaire “most promptly and most sincerely.” Just who Brinkley’s
pen pals in Urbana were is a bit hazy at this late date, but there
is reason to believe that they were Corse himself, E. J. Matson,
now a respectable Doktor at Abbott Laboratories, and possibly
others.

The boys titrated an alchemical character of their own
composition to try for Brinkley’s free radio. His name: George L.
Howard. His occupation was that of plumber. He was in his mid-
dle forties, with a wife, two children, and a satisfactory income.
He described to Doc Brinkley what sounded like the symptoms
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of paresis with prostatic overtones. The key sentence ran, “Could
indiscretions committed as a youth have anything to do with my
present condition?”

Next week, George, the plumber, won a radio.

The question arose as to whether Dr. Brinkley’s Urbana
correspondents were not using the mails to defraud, which was
certainly a refreshing reversal of roles where Doctor was con-
cerned. The boys wondered if Brinkley had any field agents, and
shivered a bit at the thought of “George Howard” receiving a
call. The postmaster and chief clerk at the Urbana post office
were not sure about the law that was applicable to the circum-
stances, but they damned well wouldn’t return the radio to the
sender.

The next problem was to explain George’s nonappearance
at the Brinkley Hospital. Serious consideration was given to
dropping Dr. Brinkley a tearful note from George’s widow. The
plumber had boarded the train, according to this story line, and
dropped dead before the next station. He had waited too long,
as Doctor so often pointed out in similar cases.

Careful thought led the group to the conclusion, however,
that insofar as Brinkley was concerned, there was a fate worse
than the death of a prospective patient. So a letter went to Doc
from George, saying that he had lost all of his savings but he sure
needed the Brinkley treatment the worst way. Could he get it
on credit? No, came the chilly answer, he could not.

Next week the Brinkley radio was won by a man who lived
on Cherry Street in Joplin, Missouri, and shortly after that Brink-
ley read to his listeners a tear-stained letter from the Joplin
widow explaining that he had waited too long: he had died on
his way to Brinkley. Two free radios in succession for “no show”
customers were too much for Doctor. He began giving away
Bibles, explaining in an injured tone, “because I don’t think
you'd cheat on me to get the Good Book.”

There is a little more mileage in the Joe Corse story. A
short time after the free radio arrived at its destination, 608 West
California Street, in Urbana, some of the chemists at the lab
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casually mentioned to Corse after lunch that a stranger had
dropped in looking for him, a kind of big bruiser from Brinkley
headquarters and he seemed to be considerably upset because he
couldn’t find a trace of any George L. Howard, plumber, who was
supposed to dribble gently on his shoetops and who was begin-
ning to suspect that his wife no longer cared. . . . The man had
some pertinent questions to put to Corse about these matters.

Professor Roger Adams, Chairman of the Chemistry De-
partment at Illinois, thought the whole affair was rather hilari-
ous, and the conspirators were pleased to feel that he was
actually rather proud of them for pulling off successfully a mod-
ern variation upon an ancient folk motif—the trickster tricked.

“We played the radio in the lab for the next two years,”
Corse says, “and when my mother came out from Los Angeles
for graduation, I gave it to her. I handed it to her, in fact, on the
train, and she didn’t notice the signs ‘Free Brinkley Radio—Ask
How’ on the sides. It played for another two or three years until
she dropped it, outlasting the Doc himself.”

120



Wide World Photos

Small, dapper, bedecked with diamonds, Dr. John R. Brinkley was a radio “medicine
man” and political speculator. “He could sell anything,” one Texan observad. But
Doctor concentrated his shots. His rejuvenation pitch produced about $12,000,001) in
a quarter century.



Doctor’s take-off point was
this diploma. a document
not recognized in forty
states even in the spacious
davs ot 1915, Five davs
after Brinklev got his Mis-
souri sheepskin, he was a
doctor in Arkansas—for
$50. When his alma mate:
phased into the Kansas City
College of Medicine and
Surgerv., Dr. Brinklev ac-
quired its diploma also.
perhaps as a form of
reinsurance.
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Dr. Brinkley and his wife in 1920, shortly after Voronoff in Paris had announced that
he had been able to rejuvenate animals, and Brinklev in Kansas had sensed the com-
mercial possibilities of goat-gland grafting.
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The Brinkley-Jones Hospital, Milford, Kansas, a two-and-a-half-storv structure known
as the “San.” From here Brinkley issued his scare literature. Here he gathered in for
the first time something more than bare “eating maonev.” Here occusred the gradual
de-emphasis of the original gland operation, just berore Doctor left Kansas in a flap.

The kids of frolicsome, non-odorous Toggenberg goats were shipped in from the hills of
Arkansas over the Union Pacific, and penned behind the San until their number came up.




International News Photos

A portrait study of J. R. Brinklev, M.D., C.M., Dr. P. H., Sc.D.; Chief Surgeon. College
of Physicians and Surgeons (strictly his own institution}, head of the Brirklev Research
Laboratories, the Training School for Nurses, and various other institutions which the

imaginative Brinkley was able to conjure up.




A facsimile, greatly re-
duced, of a “planted” storv
in the New York Evening
Journal which, more than
any other one piece of pub-
licity of the pre-radio davs,
thrust Doctor into orbit.

PREACH[S Flin " Revgion anes on Fangied D SCIEN(
l Operations on a Strange t
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Dr. Brinklev as a radio personalitv, at the microphone of his private station, KFKB, adja-
cent to his Milford Hospital. IIe is about to take up a sufferer’s letter and sav, “Greetings
to my friends in Kansas and cevervwhere.”

Wide World Photos
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A scattered sampling of Brinkley advertising. Persons who got on the “sucker list”
received a letter from the gland emporium about every fifteen davs. The prospect was
invited to send for the “Doctor Book,” read Brinklev’s biography ($1, postpaid), listen
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J R CAMPRELL. M. D. Pras L BN ML IRLAND. M D Secrensny

PRATT COUNTY MEDICAL SOCIETY

PRATT, KANSAS

Dear Doctor:* You no deubt have heard of one John R. Brinkley of Milford, Kansas.
Perhaps you have heard hir direct. If 30, nothing need be sald further, However,if
you have not heard him you have miseed sorething acd 1f you have not read his
pedigree you have missed scmething more.

The Pratt County Medical Scclety has undertaken to place this fellow's
pdelgree in the hands of every member of the State Society hoping that they in turn
Wll pass them out to their patients arnd in this way help to expose this fraud. The
articles In question wero printed in the Jan. 1hth 1928 rumber of the Joarnal of tho
A.M.A. We have their perrission to use this article and have ordersd one hundred
thousand from them. All of this takes money amd we expect to take care of a great
deal of this ourselves. Howsver, it {s quite an cxpensive undertaking and we feel
that we are Justified in asking you to contribute to the extent that you are able or
feel like doing so. You will get your share of the reprints whether you dig up or
not but 1f you can help #lth the axpense it will be appreciated greatly and we will
8e0 that the roney is rightfully used.

We expect by thic reans to help do gur bit to erystallize sprtirent
in the state to the exten! that we.can get this man's license revoked. Send your
contribution to Dr. Herbert Atkins or Dr. Warron F Rernstor{, Pratt, Kans.

Q Pratt Cou clety
a

cal So.
7=
QNG

P.8. A check for $5. will
be very satisfactory

Dr. Brinkley hired a full page in a Kansas City newspaper to reprint and
excoriate the letter above. He followed this with a libel suit against the
cditor of the Journal of the American Medical Association and a Kansas
physician who handed a Brinkley agent a reprint of the article mentioned.

Cartoon from The Kansas City Star celebrating the revocation of
Brinkley’s license to practice medicine in Kansas. The Star plaved
an important part in the build-up to the Medical Board hearings,
as well as the cancellation in the same vear — 1930 — of Doctor’s
radio wave length.
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International News Photos

Dr. Brinklev ran neck and neck with Huev Long in introducing electronics to elec-
tioneering. The “heavy artillery” was a Chevrolet truck equipped with microphones,
talking-picture sound equipment and a good-sized platform. (There was no “Ammuni-
tion Train No. 2.”) Political opponents were quick to point out the resemblance of
Doctor and his vehicle to the old-time medicine show.
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Dr. J R Brmkley

WILL SPEAK AT

Sodens’ Grove
EMPORIA, KANSAS, AT8 P. M,

. FRIDAY, AUGUST 26TH

® Dr. Brinkley will be accompanied by AMMUNI-
TION TRAIN NO. 1, equipped with loud speakers,
. and Roy Faulkaer, the Singing Cow Boy from Radio
8 Stations KFKB and XER, who will entertaiz Dr.
% Brinkley will positively appear in person and the
speaking will begin prmnptly at 8 P. M.
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the size of his vote
too, turned against
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With his “Ammunitien Train™ parked just behind home plate on the baseball diamond,
Doc spoke to the multitude like a soothsaver, the Emporia Gazette said. First a rousing
march was played on the radio-phono combination, and the device blared out Brinkley’s

campaign song,

“He’s the Man.”



Page Two

THE PINK RAG—By CHAS, H. TRAPP

“LISTEN, EVERYBODY, there’s a man YOU ought to KNOW.”...Doc’s
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“We see by the paper” that In-
~ull is trying to insullate his pass
A confiscation,

So President Hoover has hn.lly
sven that loop-holes in the R. F. C.
have been discovered and is trymg
to tie them up. More luck to him.
He knows that if he doesn't
strengrthen it and make it work to
the poar man’s advantage, Franklin
D. will, and reap the honor.

notice. m the Journal that
are twive as many widows as
tdowers.  With such a wide choice
‘tix amall wonder the widowers
don’t «tay widowers long.

Na matter how old & man is, or
how homely, there's usually a wo-

man somewhere who thinks he's
grand. Bul a woman reaches the
umnluulmg age as soon as & fow
« show up. Unless she is
u widow -and that gives her a
prestige and adds a8 few years of |
graee.

|

Then there's the increase of the
rrutle oil price -which is another

feather m Gov. Woodring's bonnet.
John Jay Hopkine says i

that Presufent  Hoover's

and lenderslnp” made him ji

man to guide us through th‘ d:rh-~
cult days ahead. |

3 xhul~ the same high quallly
that we've witnessed o fav- -we're
<011y, but we just can't. be exuber-
ant r the prespect of another 4
years hike the tast ones.

IL's all very well for Boc Brink
te b oppuved  to foreclosure on
G but what’s hie guing to DO
about 1t ?

Glances From the Side:
The gl Frien' has an aviator
an' she says he's the first man
ever had te strain her neek to
up to. Well, aviators are about
the only onca that ure looked up
1o when they o up in the air.”

Health Bulletin:  The  cold is
much hetter, thank you. But they
still laugh at us when we insist
that we've well, By comparison,

we are,

—GUILA R. BROWN.

Theme Song.
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MY PLAT FOR M
BALIEVE (rOR NOT)

“Kansans first guess that a new medicine show had come to town
were not far wrong. John Richard (Goat Gland) Brinkley,” stumps.

The magazine, "Time”, i3 20 years old. It has an cnormous cir-
culation. It has built up a big following by telling the unvarnished
truth. The following, from “Time”, will give you an idea of the gibes
thut will be thrown at Kansas in the event of Doe Brinkley's election:

Political Not Capric Candidate: In a half-d little Kansas
t ‘before aundown Jast week, B great melancholy voice was
ling sad cowboy songs thm the ochre twilight. Citizena
investigating the cause of this portent, succesaively at Liberal,
Coldwater, Salina, Herington, discovered a strange motorcade cllled
“Ammunition Train No. 1”. The sides of the motor van had been
let down to form a8 speaking platform. Generators aupplied cur-
rent for a batiery of lights and power encugh to send the cowboy
songster’s voice twanging out over & quarter-mile radius. Parked
nearby was a golden-brown, 16-cylinder Cadillac. Kansans whose
first guess was that a new medicine show had come to town were
not entirely wrong. John Richard (“Goat Gland”) Brinkley, 47,
nostrum peddier, was qlumpmx every county in the State, conduct-
ing his gubernatorial campaign.

Candidate Brinkley’s show seldom varied. First a preacher froin
his_home town of Milford [ask your pastor about that preacher.—C,
I1.T.) stepped furth to praise the aspirant’s piety and generosity.
Then other independent office-seekers spoke. Then John Brmkley
preceeded by his wife and accompanied by his son, “Johnny Boy”,
made his way to the rostrum. Lights were lowered. Only 1 bnghl
werhead illuminated the soft straw hat, the linen suit, the

luud-xpuklr and, wildly gesturing, began his speech. The B
ley platform: Free school books, cheaper automobile licenses.
Brinkley pledge: That if he gets in office the State is bound to
suve money because ho belongs to no political party. -

The American Medical Association regards Candidate Brinkley as
a dapgerots rasesl, Back in the days of head-phones, rural radio
tixtencers of Kansas and entire Corn Belt listened attentively to the
persuasive Brinkley voice over KFKB (Kansas First, Kanras Best).
Altho be has not been permittell to practice medicine in Kausas for
the past 2 years, thousands have had their illnessex diagnosed over
the air by Dr. Brinkley, who refcrred them to certain drug stores
where his prescriptions were sold.  He also conducted a rejuvenation
clinic where ho ]n‘et!ndnd to revive oldsters’ potency by the injection
the A . called, “some giblet-like mixture of glands™. The A. M.
A r claims that Candidate Brinkley has been arrested for
bootlegging, indicted in Cahfornia for medical malpractice, that the
licenze under which he was permitted to practice first in Arkansas,
then in Kansas, was gotten thru diplomas svom a defunct, unrecog-
nized achool and a notoricus “mill”. (There’s a bit more of it but
that gives you a fair idea of how Kansas will be lampooned.)

MA

died-in-the-wool
adherents are  rometimes tricky:
A letter came froin "W, R. Pope,
‘¢ Workmen's Relief Assn., Wicha-
ta, Kansas.,” giving me hell be-
cause | dared eall Doc down for
«aying ‘“‘there are thousands of
| starving persons in Kansas.”

The  Brinkley

1oc hus sinco backed up and has
said he didn’t mean that people in
Kansas were “starving to death.”
He said he meant that they were
| undernourished.

In the name of all that is decent
why don’t he say what he means?

And—

| 1f Doc ia so concerned about the
undernourished people of Kansas,
why doesn’t he, a millionaire, spend
a small part of the $93.60 he is
spending every half hour he talks
over XER for telephone tolls solely
and use it to alleviate some of the
alleged suffering ?

That “$93.60 for telephone tolls
alone” may startlc you. To get a
*'remote control” radio connection
you have to have 2 long-distance
lines. The medium rate to Chicago
(500 miles) is $1.66. Del Rio is 16
hundred miles—3 times as far as
Chicago. Figure the enormous ex-
pense! Mind you, that is for toll
service only. The radio station cost
ix 2 dollars &nd n half a minute.
Add THAT to the toll charges.

Then Doc rides an airplane ‘most
every day. The passenger-carrying
plai that barnstorm at the Tope-
ka airport tell me that they make
very little money with 8 passengers
at a dollar each on & 15-minute
ride. That’s $48 an hour. Likely
Doc can cruise in search of suckers
at 10 dollars an hour. One can put
bis airplane expense conservutively
at b hundred dollars a month.

‘5 hundred dollars is exactly the
sum the law allows him to spend
on his entire candidacy for gover-
nor. If Doc doesn't tell stories, and
he does little clse, he it going to
keep within the law and not spend
over b hundred dollars on his cn-
tire candidacy. If so, then the en-
ormous expense must come from
contributions. These contributions,
Doc himsel? says, come from peo-
ple who are sore distresscd. At
leaat, if Doc's charges are true,
Helvering geta HIS campaign coin
from men to whom he gives jobsa.

Doc’s a funny, inconsistent and
Jjittery chap.

This cartoon suggests the crudity and vivacity of Dr. Brinkley’s two serious tries for
the Kansas governorship. The third was a complete fizzle. Another lampoon showed
a decrepit old man in conversation with a goat. Said the man: “That danged Brinkley
campaign cost me $750.” (The price of the operation.) Goat: “Yeah, an’ just think
what it cost me.”



Dr. Brinkley 111 was what the owner called this swanky, ocean-going palace; so named
“for advertising purposes,” he explained. The vacht required the services of a twenty-

one-man crew, who wore “Dr. Brinkley” on their jumpers in inch-high letters. When
Doctor went on a cruise, the tab came to $1000 a day.

“Good old XER,” whence Doctor’s voice boomed northward three times a day. The
mightyv wave of the 500.000-watt station at Villa Acuna, Coahuila, Mexico, covered the
continent with such folksy tidbits as: “Fred’s shaking is so much better. ... That old
prostate hurts when it is cold up there in North Dakota.”
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Monotonous miles of sagebrush and mesquite ended at the gates of Dr. Brinklev’s
residence at Del Rio, Texas — sixteen acres of well-groomed beauty just a covote’s hawl
from the muddy Rio Grande, with the towers of XERA in plain view. Inside, the



mansion was filled with costiy furnishings und the souvenirs of an indefatigable but
not particularly well-infor med world tmvelex. The real eve-catcher was a full-length
hand-colored photograph of the surgecn in the regalia of an admiral of the Kansas Navy.



Rearing some twenty feet in the air, the “victory” statue which once stood in the front
vard of the Brinklev estate now marks the last resting place of J. R. Brinklev in Forest
Hill Cemetery, Memphis, Tennessee, beside the modest stone of his father-in-law, a
regularly licensed physician.
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Whese Bread I Eat,
His Song
I Sing

7% “Glad you came!” said Dr. John R. Brinkley, beaming
and smiling with good humor, as he welcomed a reporter to his
Milford office. “The American Medical Association has denounced
me as a chalatan and quack, but there are two sides to everything,”

As Doctor busied himself with a fresh pack of cigarettes, his
caller tried to decide which of his diamonds was the biggest, the
one featured in the stickpin in his tie, the big diamond set in a
platinum ring on a finger of his right hand, or the one on the
other hand. It was hard to be sure, but the one in the stickpin,
the reporter concluded, had it over the other two.

Doc evidently had no fear that May Abbot, well-known lady
diamond thief, or any other accomplished penny-weighters,
would turn up in Milford. An overload of diamonds is not pre-
cisely what one expects the well-dressed man to wear today, but
in earlier times, it must be remembered, members of the sporting
world often carried most of their bank roll in diamonds. You
never could tell when a hasty departure might be advisable.
Diamonds were quick collateral anywhere. Brinkley’s visitor
asked if it were true that Doctor shipped in goats from Arkansas
in lots of fifty and a hundred.

“I do,” Dr. Brinkley declared, “and it won’t be long before I
am bringing them here at the rate of one thousand a month. If I
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The Roguish World of Doctor Brinkley

had accommodations for a thousand patients, I would be per-
forming that many geat-gland transplantings a month.”

Brinkley added that he had a half-million dollars invested
in little out-of-the-way Milford, all made in thirteen years. The
reporter had already observed other indications that Dr. Brinkley
was in comfortable circumstances: the four cars in the Brink-
ley garage, housemaids flitting discreetly about the Brinkley resi-
dence. The vacation trips to Europe were a known Brinkley fix-
ture; the paid-up insurance, securities and cash tucked around
in various banks were invisible, but definitely there.

Brinkley expanded upon his situation like a one-man cham-
ber of commerce:

“I get three thousand letters a day. Our post office is of the
second class and has just moved into a new building. They are
just finishing for me a new sanitarium of brick that cost me one
hundred thousand dollars. It was built under a contract to be
finished in fifty days and the men worked night and day to get
it done. I am building an apartment house for my employees and
am building seven bungalows for my physicians and their fami-
lies.”

Dr. Brinkley was Lord of the Manor in Milford. The local
banker was a stockholder in Doctor’s radio station and testified
that it was a profitable investment. From six hundred to eight
hundred dollars a week of Brinkley’s prescription money found
its way into the little bank. Deposits had doubled since Doctor
came to town, and the population had zoomed. The banker’s wife
got in the act, too; or rather, she had her own act. She was the
Tell Me a Story Lady at KFKB, where she recounted the ad-
ventures of little Cuffy Bear. The daughter of the county sheriff
was Brinkley’s secretary. The better half of the Gospel Quartette
consisted of the wives of doctors in Brinkley’s employ. Anyone in
the countryside who could play an instrument or give a reading
could go on the air. The local editor did Doctor’s printing. The
barber shaved his patients. The hospital would place locally a
thousand-dollar order for linens. The bus was marked “so cents
to the Hospital.” Why not? It was the only reason for a stranger’s
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coming to M.lford. One Milfordite sold Brinkley his milk, an-
other laundere:d for him, others worked in the hospital as nurses
or orderlies. Ioctor promoted a new school building, brought in
electric lights and paid for the street lighting out of his own
pocket for a couple of years. An undertaker settled in Milford
because of the hospital, but he didn’t last. “No business,” Brinkley
grinned. Dioc’s heavy mailings raised the pay of the postmaster,
who kept the general store, from twenty dollars a month to one
hundred and twenty. The postmaster also ran the newsstand.
When the Kansas City Journal-Post started an exposé of the
diploma-mill scandals, in which Dr. Brinkley’s name figured
prominently, the newspaper’s Milford circulation dropped to
zero. Doctor barred the paper from the hospital. This was
scarcely necessary. No little merchant of Milford would have de-
livered the paper anyway. The carriers played on the ball team
called the Brinkley Goats, sponsored by Doc. And they won the
Rocky Mountain Championship one year, too. They were not in-
clined to bite the hand of the public-spirited surgeon who paid
for their uniforms.

The Milford druggist did a big business in Brinkley pre-
ccriptions. The mayor presided over the administration of a
“city.” All of this would have been as nothing without Dr. Brink-
ley’s rejuvenation plant, although in spite of it Milford still re-
mained the kind of burg which inspired the drummers’ quip: “I
spent a couple of weeks there one afternoon.” The expressman
at the railroad station was kept busy by the goats, bottles, medi-
cines and hospital supplies which cluttered up his platforms. The
Reverend Dr. Charles Draper, pastor of the Brinkley Institute,
who didn’t believe in evolution, but did in Brinkley, had not only
the cure of the immortal souls of Doctors John R. and Minnie
Telitha Brinkley, but presided over the Institute’s exercises,
which included the projection of moral and improving motion
pictures every Sunday and Wednesday nights.

The projection machine was Brinkley’s. He built the band-
stand for the local band, placed benches in the park—it was
really more of a wooded pasture than a park—erected a plat-
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form and put a piano on it. Milford was his goodly” kingdom set
upon a hill, or at least on a slight rise above the Republican
River. The grateful citizens would gladly have changed the
name of the Home of Gland Transplantation to Brinkley and so
prayed in district court in Junction City. But the judge refused
to make Doctor an eponym because of the confusion which would
result. Union Pacific’s designation of their station would still be
Milford, nor could local enthusiasm for Brinkley budge the Post
Office Department from its distaste for change.

The people of Milford were well aware that Doctor had put
the name of their hamlet on the front pages of the newspapers.
His big radio station boomed out the fame of the little comnunity
to the four corners of the air. With Milford it was Brinkley all the
way. “Milford was in Geary County and,” according to Flower,
“Geary County swears by Dr. Brinkley.” In a formal letter to Doc-
tor, the Business Men’s League of Milford unanimously expressed
their appreciation of his value as a community booster, and his
work—the underlining is theirs—in the hospital, the church, in
his Bible Lectures, and in his ownership of the Brinkley Goats.
An open letter also appeared in full-page space in the Topeka
Daily State Journal, headed, “What Milford, Kansas, Thinks of
Dr. ]J. R. Brinkley.” It was signed by the Milford Chamber o"
Commerce and a couple of hundred citizens, which must hav?:
been all the males in Milford old enough to carry matches and
chew Sen-Sen. They saluted Brinkley as “a high-class physician
and surgeon, and a benevolent, charitable and Christian gen-
tleman, and [we] are proud to have him, his family and institu-
tions located in Milford.” These effusions provoked Dr. Arthur J.
Cramp, Director of the Bureau of Investigation at the American
Medical Association, to make some comments of his own.

“The testimonials,” he said, “that Brinkley is sending out
from the Business Men’s League of Milford prove what I have
always maintained—namely, that no quack can succeed if he
has any sense of humor. Milford is not a town in the ordinary
sense of the term; it is a little settlement out in the country,
whose very existence practically depends on Brinkley and his
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well-advertiseed quackeries. Naturally, he owns them, body and
soul. ‘Whose bread I eat, his song I sing.””

Occasionally Milford felt a touch of apprehension, a secret
shiver, a wa.ning of possible deflation of the goat-gland bubble;
as when Doctor took a powder suddenly after the altercation
with his father-in-law. Mrs. Brinkley also was on the absent list
for a conple of months, then reappeared suddenly to announce
that the drugstore had been sold and that she would remove the
hospital equipment. It looked as though little Milford would not
make the grade as a metropolis after all. The people had belicved
in Doctor. They accepted his statement that President Wilson
had called him when Dr. Grayson had failed. They swallowed
the rniraculous cures, believed in Doctor’s moist piety, subscribed
to the official version of Brinkley’s carly struggles, packed with
details unmarred by accuracy. And they had swallowed the
goat glands whole. And now, if the hospital were moved, the
people meditated, what would they do with the hospital build-
ing—a potential white elephant—a complete set of city officials
and accommodations for more tourists and goats than the town
was likely ever to see again. There were also some unpaid bills.

So, as a matter of ordinary prudence, a midnight call was
put in to the sheriff, and he attached the hospital’s equipment.
Fortunately for all concerned, Doctor returned from where he
had been—Chicago—just as the Illinois authorities were get-
tirg ready to hold him. Doctor was home again, with a renewed
appreciation of the rustic charms of Milford. The grocer, land-
ladies with rooms to rent, the postmaster and the Brinkley Goats
were all happy to see him back. The community was his, as
Taylorville and Girard, Illinois, had once given their hearts to
Harry M. Hoxsey, the cancer wizard, and for the same reason.

When Doctor appeared upon the Milford scene, a successful
union of the two struggling churches there, the Methodist and
the Congregational, seemed about to be consummated. Dr. Brink-
ley threw his weight against the proposal and demanded that it
be abandoned at once. Doctor went at his church work with the
same ingenuity he showed in his business. He put up prizes of
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five dollars for each child who joined the Brinkliey Methodist
Sunday School, as it was now called, and the M ethodists out-
distanced the Congregationalists in a competition which struck
the Methodist bishop of Kansas as being both narrc:wly sectarian
and highly secular. “The material is on the ground for the Brink-
ley Methodist Memorial church and parsonage I am going to
build,” Doctor declared. “It will cost fifty thousand dollars and
will have chimes and a fine pipe organ.

“The church and parsonage will be connected by a colon-
nade. Here is the tablet that will be on the front of the church.”

He read it aloud: “‘Erected to God and His son, Jesus, in
appreciation of many blessings conferred upon me: J. R. Brink-
ley.””

! The rejuvenated church was to be known as “The Brinkley
Methodist Church.” Doctor explained the new name in this way:
Christ, he said, did not build the church; therefore it would not
bear Christ’s name, but would be called the Brinkley Methodist
Church. Already special services were heralding the beginning
of the building program, with a number of preachers conducting
ceremonies in connection with the new church. Their point of
view was that money was sanctified when put to religiovs uses
The issue was so exciting it took the minds of many of the
church people off the prohibition polls.

But the bishop lowered the boom on Doctor’s plan to re-
place the old frame building with the new Brinkley Methodist
Episcopal Church. There were some observers who declared
that Brinkley wished to dominate the church life of Milford in
order to secure religious sanction for his methods and conduct.
If so, Doctor achieved a stunning success. Listen to Doctor’s
pastor:

“It has been worth two years of my life in the pastorate at
Milford to know you, and love you, and feel as I do toward you.
Sometimes I have wished that I might be allowed to slip in, just
where you were, and sit down and never say a word, but just be
conscious that I was with a man of destiny, a great man—the
greatest I ever met.

“You are possessed with power, unlike anything I ever
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found in any man before, and it affects me strangely. It caused
me one Sunday to rush from your presence to the radio and say
things I never knew I said. The critics said I likened you to Jesus
of Nazareth, and said I said I felt I had come from His presence.
When you sit there on your exalted plane, you inspire me.”

Just what plane the dominie had in mind is not clear; but
Doctor was at the time on his third plane, a Lockheed Orion,
named Dr. Brinkley II1.

Brinkley’s biographer, Clement Wood, saw him in the same
soft light, as if filtered through the rose window of an ancient
cathedral. To Wood, Brinkley was one with Christ crucified,
Stephen stoned, Paul mocked, Martin Luther tried for a common
criminal, Galileo tortured, Columbus in chains, Dante exiled.
“Of their company,” Wood wrote with unaccustomed simplicity,
“is John R. Brinkley.” Some of the goat-gland surgeon’s sermons
which were interspersed among his ad messages on the four-plus
prostate (size: about that of a grapefruit) impressed his patients
with their deeply spiritual nature. A particularly eloquent ser-
mon had as its subject the woman taken in adultery. Brinkley
portrayed the hooting crowd that took her to Jesus and pushed
her forward that He might condemn her to be stoned to death,
There was the woman standing and hiding her face with her
hands and with her hair. And Dr. Brinkley told how Jesus looked
deep into the eyes and souls of the mob and said:

“He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone
at her,” and so on to the conclusion of the familiar passage; “go,
and sin no more.”

It was a touching sermon, as Brinkley preached it, and he
announced it as his own, but to some listeners it sounded famil-
iar. That night Brinkley preached again, this time on the text: “I
shall suffer many things,” and again there was something haunt-
ingly familiar about this eloquent performance, too. A woman in
Atchison, Kansas, hearing both talks, reached up to her book-
shelf, took down a copy of Giovanni Papini’s Life of Christ and
there read Brinkley’s morning sermon on pages 223 to 233; and
the evening homily which he cribbed almost verbatim from the
same work, pages 241 to 252. There were some changes. Doctor
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skipped “obsequious” on page 250 and mispronounced several
other words, but he did not mention Papini.

The next Sunday the Milford healer discussed the Beati-
tudes in a solemn voice, taking his text from the ninetieth page
of Papini: “Blessed are they that hunger and thirst after justice;
for they shall be filled.” Brinkley goofed on a couple of hard
words.

Many good working people felt that if Dr. Brinkley could
bring them such wonderful Christian messages, he must be a
great surgeon. But a few felt as Andy Whitebeck did. Andy
worked in Council Bluffs, Iowa. He had heard Brinkley talk over
the radio, telling how he could cure the ailments that often afflict
old men. Andy wrote to Doctor and got his “blue book” and
those sweet-talking letters so full of hope and promise and of the
goat-gland operation at $750. Whitebeck didn’t have that kind of
money, but he and his wife did have their little home. They had
spent a lifetime skimping and saving to pay for it. To get the
gland treatment with all the frills, Whitebeck mortgaged his
home for $550—it was all he could raise on the dwelling—and
went to Milford.

“Andy told me all about it,” recalled a friend. “He said he
and his wife talked it over and agreed that Brinkley was such a
good Christian man, he preached such lovely sermons over the
radio every Sunday; when he found out how poor Andy was and
how he could raise only $550 by mortgaging his home, he’d
surely operate on Andy for that, and maybe, like the Good Sa-
maritan in the Bible, he’'d do it for nothing.”

Andy could see it all so clearly. He knew just how it was go-
ing to happen. Dr. Brinkley, the great surgeon, would come to
his bedside and say, “Andy, go on home and give the money back
to your wife and lift the mortgage on your little home and God
bless you both.”

The little fantasy which Andy and his missus had cherished
was soon shattered. Doc got Whitebeck straightened out: no seven
hundred and fifty, no operation. Brinkley was strictly a business-
man on business days. Whitebeck just stood there, weeping like a
child. He wanted that operation so badly he could taste it. He
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wanted to go back home and back to his old job feeling like a
new man, the way the letters said he would.

“But Mrs. Brinkley told him he’d just have to raise the other
two hundred dollars,” said Joseph Fritz, who farmed four miles
northeast of Pawnee City, Nebraska, and was in the Brinkley
Hospital with Andy. “They worked on his fears, made him think
the goat glands were the only things that could save him and
make him young and strong again. Andy didn’t know where to
turn. With tears in his eyes he begged Brinkley to take his note
for the two hundred and he’d pay it, little by little, out of his
wages as he earned them. But no sir!

“Mrs. Brinkley wrote to the firm Andy worked for, and she
got a written agreement from it that it would send so much of
Andy’s wages to her each week till the two hundred dollars was
paid, and then operated on him, and sent him back to his mort-
gaged home and his wages also mortgaged for months.”

Farmer Fritz added that the surgery didn’t do Whitebeck a
mite of good. “Brinkley merely operated on his pocketbook,”
Fritz insisted.

Junction City, the county seat, was larger than Milford and
fourteen miles distant, but the city felt Dr. Brinkley’s presence
and was aware of his carrot-and-stick methods. Doctor patron-
ized Junction City’s banking and insurance facilities, employed
local attorneys when he was engaged in litigation. Junction City
benefited in an economic sense from all the goings and comings
at the Brinkley Hospital. The owner of the telephone system of
Junction City, also a Kansas state highway commissioner, had a
stake in KFKB. Prospective patients, arriving by rail, changed
cars here for the Milford branch line and often put up in Junec-
tion City for the night. Sometimes they stayed long enough to
go up and down the street inquiring about the standing of Dr.
Brinkley as a surgeon.

“Often,” said The Kansas City Star, “the people told the
truth about Brinkley and many prospective patients of Brinkley’s
turned back home when they heard it.”

Doctor countered with an effective maneuver. He sent de-
tectives into the town to call upon his critics and make them
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think twice before they opened their mouths again. Ministers,
merchants and local physicians received calls from Brinkley’s pri-
vate dicks, who went from office to office and store to store with
written-out statements of what had been said in derogation of
Dr. Brinkley.

“Here, read this,” they would say, pushing a paper under
the nose of some Junction City citizen. “It is what you have been
saying about Dr. Brinkley. We have it from persons you have
talked to.” Then they would ask the merchant or doctor to
make affidavit to the statement he had made that Brinkley was
a quack. The result was, in most cases, that those who had spoken
out about Doctor clammed up. Some citizens felt that these visits
from Brinkley’s bully boys had about them an atmosphere of
intimidation. One Junction City physician, William S. Yates,
knew what it felt like to get the back of Brinkley’s hand. Dr.
Yates found himself, along with Dr. Morris Fishbein, a defendant
in a libel suit filed in the district court of Geary County, which
asked six hundred thousand dollars in damages. All the worry
and trouble and expense of litigation were brought forcibly home
to Dr. Yates: petition and praecipes for summons. Summons is-
sued and returned to sheriff’s office. Motion of defendant made.
Original petition amended and refiled. Court sustains motion.
Answer filed. Plaintiff's motion to strike from answer amended
and filed. Subpoenas served here and there. Depositions taken
and filed. Court’s ruling on motion ordered spread on the record.
Defendant’s motion for permission to file supplemental answers
presented and argued. So it went—motion and reply and sup-
plemental answer, stipulations, arguments, continuances and
mandates from higher courts. Many a steel file in the Geary
County courthouse still bulges with the history and artifacts of
Dr. Brinkley’s litigious life, recorded on legal-size sheets, at fifty
cents a sheet, and bound up in baby blue.

The case of John R. Brinkley v. Morris Fishbein and Wil-
liam S. Yates, No. 6949, Damages, libel, never amounted to any-
thing. After Doctor had squeezed the publicity value out of it,
he let it drop on some technicality.
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But Junction City got the point.

“T have lived and practiced my profession for the past forty
years in peace and harmony,” exclaimed Dr. L. R. King. Then,
one day, strangers appeared in his office “purporting to be pro-
spective patients . . . who stopped off at our city to inquire
about the merits of this treatment before proceeding on.” One
man, who said he was “R. M. Leslie, Huntsville, Alabama,”
asked the usual questions about Brinkley. Dr. King repeated a
few statements as he remembered them from an article pub-
lished in the Journal of the American Medical Association en-
tittled “John R. Brinkley—Quack, The Commercial Possibilities of
Goat-Gland Grafting.” The next day two “follow-up men” called
on Dr. King to ask if he said what he said, “which I confirmed.”
King was a man not easily intimidated for the article was the one
on which Dr. Brinkley had sued Yates and Fishbein.

Among the men in Brinkley’s immediate entourage was Dr.
Tiberius L. Jones, the brother of Mrs. Brinkley, who had been as-
sociated with the Milford “San” since 1919 and had performed
between three and four hundred goat-gland operations himself.
He said once that they were gg per cent successful.

“And what about the other one per cent?” he was asked.

“Oh, they were just chronic kickers,” he answered.

Brinkley could count also upon faithful “Dr.” Osborn, his
deputy sawbones; and Howard Hale Wilson, male secretary and
fixer, a big goon with hands like hams, fast on his feet, and quick
of wit, too. Wilson once said, “If anybody ever gets in the way of
my boss I'll fix him like this”—making the motions of throttling.

During 1931, one “E. J. Meister” lived at the Milford Sani-
tarium and traveled around the countryside selling stock in a
new newspaper, the Junction City Independent, which was de-
signed to offer opposition to Harry E. Montgomery’s old and
long-established Junction City Daily Union. The Independent
called itself “The People’s Newspaper” and was violently pro-
Brinkley. “E. J. Meister” was an alias for William P. Sachs, the
diploma-ring king, who was exposed by the St. Louis Star in
1923. Sachs was also the man who had signed Brinkley’s forged
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credentials, showing alleged attendance at the National Univer-
sity of Arts and Sciences in St. Louis.

Sachs, or Meister, worked among the German element to
raise money for the new publishing venture, which was gen-
erally regarded as Brinkley’s. A linotype arrived on the freight
dock. Money was needed to get it to the shop and set up. Sachs
went among the Germans and Schwatzte ein Bisschen Deutsch
—passed the time of day, chewed the fat—and got the money.
He was also useful to Brinkley on the radio where he spoke in
German in behalf of the lost-manhood specialist. Sachs was a
pretty good rough-and-tumble courtroom fighter himself. When
asked what his name was he answered, “I was born nameless.”

When asked about “Sachs” and “Meister” he replied that he
could do with his name as he pleased; “that is common law.”

The Junction City Independent might in time have added
to the vivacity of life in Geary County. But the millionaire goat-
gland surgeon was not destined to become the Lord Northcliffe
or even the Arthur Capper of Kansas journalism. The Independ-
ent folded after three months. The German participants in the
enterprise lost their money, but presumably increased their read-
ing skill in English—at a fairly high cost. And they were exposed
to many interesting accounts of Dr. Brinkley as The People’s
Friend.

Beyond his circle of intimates, beyond town and country,
Doctor could rely on the Brinkley druggists for support. Just
how far Doctor could see into the future is a matter of conjec-
ture. Certainly he had a finely attuned instinct for self-preserva-
tion, a kind of personal radar or Early Warning System. The
record shows that he was superb at preparing his salida de emer-
gencia. When unpleasant eventualities occurred, Brinkley usu-
ally had his forces well disposed for defense or attack. In early
1930, The Kansas City Star was investigating Brinkley’s medical
practices and his manorial system up in Milford. The Kansas
Medical Society was preparing to ask the state licensing agency
then known as the Kansas State Board of Medical Regulation
and Examination to revoke Brinkley’s license.

There was a real possibility that the Brinkley pharmacists
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were co-liable with him. It is a principle of medical jurispru-
dence that any physician having undertaken the treatment of
any patient, shall use ordinary diligence in his treatment. Every
druggist filling Brinkley’s radio prescriptions was fully aware
that Doctor exercised no diligence whatever in advising his
unseen patients. As partners in this profitable but dubious enter-
prise, the pharmacists could be held responsible for damages in-
flicted upon the public by their co-partuner, under the legal prin-
ciple of agency. Reports on certain cases emphasized this, such
as one cited by Dr. H. W. Gilley, physician and surgeon of Ot-
tawa, Kansas.

Dr. Gilley told of attending a rural mail carrier. He found
the patient profoundly collapsed, his face ghastly pale, body
cold, pulseless, in shock. When questioned, the mailman whis-
pered, “I took some of Brinkley’s medicine.”

“Upon my demand,” said Dr. Gilley, “a bottle of Brinkley’s
liver medicine, Number 50, was produced, having the price,
$3.50, printed on the label, with directions and the name of the
dispensing druggist.

“This Number 50 is composed of a solution of hydrastis,
cascara and chionanthus, the latter a very drastic eliminator of
bile already secreted and contained in the gall bladder and
ducts. The actual cost of this should not exceed seventy-five
cents.

“The action of this combination was so drastic upon the pa-
tient as to produce enormous cholera-like gripings and actions
and vomiting, causing a tearing open of the old ulcer and violent
hemorrhage. On April sixteenth, the vomiting and intense pain
continuing, X-ray pictures were taken, showing the pyloric orifice
about one and a half inches to be nearly closed, and it will soon
be imperative to make a new opening by attaching the bowel to
the lower margin of the stomach.”

And now for the other side of the coin. The President of the
Dr. Brinkley National Pharmaceutical Association was Percy S.
Walker, a Topeka druggist, a brother-in-law of the attorney gen-
eral of the state, and also a member of the state pharmacy ex-
amining board. Dr. Brinkley was well deployed legally. His
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counsel included the law firm of Jackson, Forbes and Smith of
Topeka. Fred S. Jackson, senior member of the firm, was a
former attorney general of Kansas, former member of Congress,
and was for years active in politics. Colonel James E. Smith, of
the same firm, was a son-in-law of Governor Clyde M. Reed.
Both the medical and pharmacy boards were responsible, of
course, to the executive branch of the state government.

Some of the druggists were much troubled in spirit about
the Brinkley prescriptions. But the business they got was all
velvet. The regular doctors were a minor source of profit, com-
pared to Brinkley, and in fact many stocked and compounded
their own prescriptions. And Doctor’s big radio station was a
visible, or at least audible, symbol of his stature. Also in Brink-
ley’s corner were the Vice-President of the United States, Charles
Curtis, all the radio fans who thought Doc was both the Mayo
brothers rolled into one compact package, and the phalanx of
druggists ready to declare war on any officials who undertook to
put their best prescribing physician out of business.

A good deal of wise money was ready to say that if the
Medical Board lifted “Goat Gland” Brinkley’s license, there
would be some political goats, too, before the affair was finished.
With the wonder Doctor in the headlines and a hot political pri-
mary coming up, many statehouse veterans looked forward to the
fall elections of 1930 with dread, got buck fever and quietly lost
their desire for heavy groceries. There was a real question, too,
whether it would accomplish anything to revoke Brinkley’s medi-
cal license. He could hire other doctors to do the work, the hos-
pital would run on as usual, and, in fact, Doc himself, the mas-
ter salesman, would have more time to devote to the advertising
and selling side.

It was all too clear to the professional politicians that once
the Board teed off on the youth-gland specialist, someone was
sure to get hurt. No candidate for office enjoyed the prospect of
tackling a man who could fire back by air and shoot remarks all
over the country. Nor, on the other hand, was it pleasant to think
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of the organized physicians of Kansas and their patients showing
up at the polls on primary day in a nasty frame of mind.

But that was not the worst of it. There had been scarcely a
candidate for state office during the preceding five or six years
but had done an important part of his campaigning over the
Milford radio station, at no cost. Out of such broad-minded hospi-
tality, Dr. Brinkley had built his own political machine. The privi-
lege of using the facilities of Doctor’s nonpartisan station repre-
sented a political debt. Brinkley also reinsured his position by
making substantial campaign contributions to both the Demo-
crats and Republicans. The political guests on KFKB had also
been entertained in the Brinkley home. They had laid it on the
line that he was a great doctor and surgeon, and a good Chris-
tian. It may be said of Doctor that he did resemble Our Lord in
one respect: he certainly sat down to sup with publicans and sin-
ners. It was a case of “You tickle me and I’ll tickle you” among
the canny Doctor and Charles Curtis, Governor Reed and
James G. Strong, who sat in Congress for the district in which
Doctor lived. Circa 1927 Representative Strong tried hard to get
a commission as major in the Army Medical Corps for the man
who had been sent home in 1917 by the “benzine board.” Only
vigorous action by Colonel Fred W. O'Donnell, leading surgeon
of Junction City, blocked the appointment.

Strong’s son, George, was Brinkley’s attorney when there
were radio matters to talk over with Washington officials. Thus
the line-up. It was around the end of April, 1930, about the time
when Kansas housewives clean house, that the issue was joined.
Dr. Brinkley was forced to fight on two fronts. e had to defend
his right to practice medicine, and also to satisfy the Federal
Radio Commission that KFKB’s radio wave-length allocation
served the public necessity and convenience. Into each life some
rain must fall. For Dr. Brinkley, 1930 was a year of above-aver-
age precipitation.
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The Silent Army
of the
Disappointed

& The American Medical Association had considered
Brinkley a practitioner of medical humbug since the days of
headphones, when spellbound rural listeners first heard the per-
suasive voice from Milford, Kansas. The difficult problem, from
an investigative point of view, was getting detailed information
about what was going on at the Brinkley Hospital. The un-
fathomable gland doctor kept his own records. The recipients of
Ozark billy-goat gonads were not inclined to be loquacious about
their desire to enlarge their sex life. The break came when Brink-
ley shifted his advertising from the goat glands, a subject upon
which the victims were silent, to prostatic troubles, which the
patients would talk about. The physicians of Kansas thereupon
decided that the time had come to fix Brinkley’s wagon.

The Kansas City Star also took careful aim on the Brinkley
medical empire in a series of articles of unparalleled ferocity,
which some observers insisted was inspired not only by a high
sense of responsibility for the public welfare on the far side of
the Missouri River, but also by the fact that The Star’s own radio
station, WDATF, felt keenly the competition of Brinkley’s folksy
station. WDAF was hard put to it to match Doctor’s charm,
the lachrymose gospel quartettes, Southern melodies, Hawaiian
songs of farewell, fiddlers, fortunetellers, prayer meetings and
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nightly fountain-of-youth ballyhoo. This view of The Star’s mo-
tives was warmly supported by Dr. Brinkley himself, who always
put a purely selfish, economic interpretation upon the purposes
of any individual or institution which questioned his activities.
The Star said, on the contrary, that it had sent a reporter to Mil-
ford on a routine assignment to get a feature story about a flour-
ishing hospital in a tiny hamlet. The newsman brought back a
quite different story. He described a mass-production business,
dealing in health, that had been built up by ingenious and fraud-
ulent methods, the radio being used as a lure for a fake opera-
tion by a promotional genius who had grasped the possibilities of
broadcasting and made himself a “super quack.” The air chan-
nels must be closed to Doctor, The Star vowed, and to his would-
be imitators. The Star was willing to help.

Around the end of April, 1930, the Kansas Medical Society
filed a complaint with The Kansas State Board of Medical
Registration and Examination, enumerating the reasons why
Brinkley’s license to practice medicine in Kansas should be re-
voked. The complaint cited instances of gross immorality, addic-
tion to liquor, malpractice and unprofessional conduct, any or all
of which, if proved, were sufficient to remove Brinkley from the
Kansas scene under the Kansas Medical Practice Act. The doc-
tors, the newspapers and the courts were in agreement that
whatever Brinkley was, he was big time. As Judge Burch of the
Supreme Court of Kansas later phrased it:

“The complaint was by no means confined to challenge of
the success of the licensee’s gland operation, the claimed result
of which is that dotards having desire without capability may
cease to sorrow as do those without hope, and the complaint was
not that the licensee is a quack of the common, vulgar type. Con-
sidered as a whole, the gravamen of the complaint is that, being
an empiric without moral sense, and having acted according to
the ethical standards of an imposter, the licensee has perfected
and organized charlatanism until it is capable of preying on
human weakness, ignorance and credulity to an extent quite be-
yond the invention of the humble mountebank who has hereto-
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fore practiced his pretensions under the guise of practicing medi-
cine and surgery.”

The state medical board was not a judicial tribunal and its
hearings were not trials. It was an administrative body created
under the police power of the state. Its purpose was not punish-
ment but protection of the public health. But the case soon got
into the courts as Brinkley moved to block the proceeding on the
ground that the board had no power to hold a hearing to find out
whether the charges were true or false.

While the Kansas Medical Society was building the case
against Dr. Brinkley, the American Medical Association threw
the weight of its powerful magazine, The Journal of the Ameri-
can Medical Association, into the effort to stop him. Under the
vigorous and militant editorship of Dr. Morris Fishbein, the
Journal hammered at Doctor for “blatant quackery.” The Kansas
City Star produced the death certificates of a number of patients
who had had the goat-gland operation and subsequently died,
although Brinkley insisted they didn’t die of the operation: they
died of tetanus. The Star also published on its front page first-
person accounts of various alumni of the Milford “San” who were
alive but disenchanted.

Sometimes a rancher with $750 in travelers’ checks in his
grip—stipulated by Brinkley as prerequisite to receiving consid-
eration at the Brinkley ITospital—changed his mind about board-
ing the Milford local as a result of warnings received in Union
Station at Kansas City. Rolla M. Reeves, a Montanan, wracked
by rheumatism so bad that he could scarcely stay on his horse,
found that rheumatism was creeping up his legs. By winter he
was unable to tend his cattle. Reeves came from Chinook, where
phenomenal winds sweep suddenly down the sides of the Rocky
Mountains at fifty degrees below zero, and then bring an unex-
plained heat that melts away a foot of snow in a few hours. For
ten years the rancher and his wife had worked hard. They had
lifted the debt off their place and were a thousand dollars to the
good when rheumatism laid the husband low. All he could do was
sit beside his radio and brood.
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While twisting the dials, fishing for new stations, Reeves
heard the words “Milford, Kansas” and Brinkley came on the air
with a tale of marvelous cures. The listener heard his own symp-
toms described.

“He must be able to do what he claims,” the cattleman as-
sured his wife. “Otherwise, how could he have remained in Kan-
sas so long?”

They wrote to Milford, received a personal letter from Doc-
tor. He said that Reeves’s rheumatism was caused by prostate
trouble. A batch of literature followed, then an urgent telegram:
CoME AT oNCE. CAN TAKE CARE OF YOU. Reeves got as far as Kan-
sas City. As he hobbled on crutches toward the branch line train
for Milford, he was handed a newspaper. His eyes fell upon a
story of the death of a Brinkley patient from New Jersey. A
work-hardened thumb traced the tragic details. Reeves lifted
gray Western eyes to the station clock. His train was due to leave
in a moment.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said. “I am desperate. I must
have relief. And how do I know who you are?” he questioned the
person who handed him the newspaper. “In these big cities peo-
ple take advantage of fellows like me.”

“All aboard,” a brakeman shouted. Reeves half rose. Then he
sighted a patrolman strolling past. The Westerner appealed to
him.

“Is that true?” Reeves asked, indicating the Brinkley article.

“Is it true?” repeated the officer, slapping the newspaper.
“You bet it is true. You had better investigate some more.”

The Milford train left without Reeves.

The United States Government joined in the effort to close
up Dr. Brinkley. Post-office inspectors studied Brinkley’s letters
and literature to see if Doctor had used the mails to defraud.
And, in Washington, the radio commission prepared to hear evi-
dence bearing on the fitness of the KFKB Broadcasting Company
to hold one of the eighty-nine air channels available in the
United States.

Dr. Brinkley, meanwhile, mounted an effective counter-
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offensive. One characteristic move he made was to hire detec-
tives to interview the members of the state medical board, one
by one. The plan was to harass and intimidate them. Dr. Brink-
ley’s use of the private Politzei as an instrument of policy has al-
ready been noted, as in the instance when he wished to scare off
critics in Junction City. Doctor read letters and telegrams of en-
couragement on his daily radio appearances praising his “great
work”:

“This scrap on us by ‘Fishy Fishbein’ has caused the people
to swamp us,” Dr. Brinkley proclaimed, as he read part of a Fish-
bein editorial in order to rebut it. Between blasts, he kept right
on with his radio doctoring: “This little lady needs Number 60,”
and so on. Or perhaps it was Number 50. The static made it
hard to tell which to ask for. “Don’t rush to have your vital organs
removed,” Doctor warned in closing, “and don’t forget to say
your prayers. We all go home someday.”

Dr. Brinkley also embarked upon a campaign of paid adver-
tising, with lavish use of black and white and rotogravure space
in various newspapers in Kansas City, Topeka, Wichita and other
cities, portraying what he had done for Milford, depicting the
wholesome, close-knit family life of the Brinkleys, expressing
confidence, shouting defiance, bidding for the support of The
People. The theory: Dr. Brinkley was a success. His success vali-
dated his methods. “The building plans are going right ahead.
- . . Degrees and licenses do not confer experience and ability.
. - . The work will go on,” Doctor declared.

A call went out to the Brinkley druggists to come to Doc’s
assistance by searching for satisfied customers and persuading
them to put aside shame or fear of publicity, and testify for
Brinkley under oath. It was suggested that many would con-
sider it a privilege to stand up and be counted for Doctor.
Voucher forms for affidavits were distributed from Milford and a
goodly number of customers who felt they had been restored
after taking Number 50 or Number 60 swore that they felt better
than they used to. Many who had a scunner against some other
doctor repaired to the Milford rallying point. The placebo effect
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worked as impressively in Doc Brinkley’s propaganda as it did in
his prescriptions.

“When this great medical association starts out to ruin a
man, and tear down his character, and endeavor to destroy the
noble and great constructive work that a Christian man is doing,”
one widow wrote to the A.M.A. headquarters in Chicago, “. . . I
pray, ‘Oh, Lord, give us more such Quacks!’” And she added an
interesting observation on the power of radio: “What we know,
and see, and hear, with our own ears we know.”

The complaint of the Kansas Medical Society was served on
Brinkley in Milford by the county sheriff on April 29, 1930.
Meanwhile, the “organized doctordom” of Kansas was gathering
at the Jayhawk Hotel in Topeka for their annual meeting in a
genial atmosphere. They were to hear a stimulating address by
Dr. Morris Fishbein. And they were happy to feel that they were
getting on with the Brinkley problem at last.

“He came from Arkansas,” the doctors said. “We are now
ready to call upon Arkansas to take him back again.”

During the morning of the first day of the convention a bell-
boy created an uproar as he threaded his way through the gath-
ering, calling in a loud voice: “Call for Dr. Brinkley. . . . Call—
for Dr. Brinkley.”

The lobbies were electrified for a moment. Doctor looked at
doctor.

“Is it possible he is here”?

Then everybody laughed. Brinkley wasn’t there, they real-
ized; but some wag was.

Dr. Fishbein did not mention Dr. Brinkley in his set speech.
But he analyzed the power of the charlatan in what may stand
as a classic word portrait of the type. The charlatan, he said, was
“a man who is likely to have a pleasing personality; a smooth
tongue; able to present his case with eloquence. He will claim
educational advantages he does not possess. He will display a
large number of diplomas, usually from questionable or foreign
schools, and always he will produce a large number of testi-
monials from the professional testimonial givers, or from persons
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who like to see their names in print.” He traced the quackeries
extant in various fields, concluding: “But the charlatan of the
worst type is the renegade physician. That man destroys public
confidence in a profession. He destroys, but does not heal.”

Next day, as Dr. Fishbein was walking down the corridor to
a meeting room, a deputy sheriff of Shawnee County slipped
alongside the guest of the Kansas Medical Society and handed
him a summons. It was the first move in the libel suit brought by
Dr. Brinkley for three hundred thousand dollars actual and three
hundred thousand dollars punitive damages; a bold challenge to
regular medicine and a classic method of entering a general
denial of the charges that had been made against him. But the
issue was never tried.

“It is quite the common thing for persons exposed by the
American Medical Association to file suit,” commented Dr. Fish-
bein, noting that the Association had never yet been forced to
make a retraction or pay damages and “on only one occasion has
it even gone to court.”

In a radio address, Dr. Fishbein put the finishing touches
on his picture of the medical fakir: “Sooner or later every charla-
tan claims divine inspiration, stating that his message came to
him from on high. Constantly he exploits faith and religion in at-
tracting his followers. . . . History does not record any charla-
tan or cultist leader who, having once embarked upon this ca-
reer, voluntarily discontinued it. The aphorism seems to be once
a charlatan always a charlatan. From time to time the charlatan
changes the field in which he operates, according to the newest
field of science in which the public may have become inter-
ested.”

Dr. Brinkley employed every legal maneuver to avoid mak-
ing an answer to the medical board’s complaint charging un-
professional conduct, gross immorality and fraud. But the Kansas
Supreme Court and the Supreme Court of the United States re-
fused to halt the hearing. Kansas was thus assured a new show,
spiked with religion, sex and the exposure of a smooth-running
system of mass-production medicine.
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Meanwhile, Doctor’s radio license was in peril. He was say-
ing in mid-April that if the Federal Radio Commission attempted
to take his broadcasting license from him, he would send out a
call for help over KFKB and “thousands of satisfied patients”
would rise up in their anger and strength and move en masse
on Washington to testify before the commission that they had
been cured by Doctor of whatever ailed them. Dr. Brinkley esti-
mated that he could run several trainloads into Washington,
mentioning at first the figure of five thousand Brinkleyites. Later,
he said he would take one thousand. The Commission an-
nounced in early May that it would inquire into the character of
the KFKB broadcasts, whether indecent language and false
statements had been broadcast over the station, whether the sta-
tion had been deviating from its assigned wave length and, in
general, whether its programs were in the public interest.

As good as his threat, Doctor took to the air to appeal to his
followers to go with him to Washington, at his expense, and ap-
pear as a living petition, protesting the cancellation of his radio
license. Lending incidental but impressive emphasis to Brink-
ley’s challenge was the fact that Radio Digest magazine of Chi-
cago had just completed a nationwide radio station popularity
contest. The winner: KFKB, which received a gold cup in the
form of a costly gold microphone for winning the grand cham-
pionship with 356,827 ballots, more than four times the strength
shown by the runner-up. The Kansas City Star’s station, WDAF,
Doctor noted with relish, received in the neighborhood of ten
thousand votes.

“I want to take at least one thousand men and women to
Washington with me,” said Brinkley in his radio talks. “If you can
leave your store or office or farm or factory long enough to do
this for me, write me a letter this very afternoon and say you
will go. I must know at once how many are going so I can notify
the Pullman car company how many cars I want.

“ .. I will carry you to Washington, in Pullman cars, I will
give you a chance to see the historic city of Washington, the na~
tion’s capital, and I will bring you back again, all at my expense.
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“ .. I want all my friends to stay with me not only in fair
weather, but when the ship is on the rocks. That time is now. I
need your help. The doctors are trying to take my radio broad-
casting station from me. . . . I have been your friend for years.
I have given you fine entertainment free every day. I have been
good to you. I have told you how to keep well. Now I want you
to help me.

“If you can’t go to Washington, send me your affidavit, stat-
ing that you do not want my radio station closed to me, that
you have been entertained and profited by it, and be sure and
state that I have never talked obscenely over the air. Make that
good and strong.”

Brinkley told his hearers that after they had helped him win
his fight in Washington, he would need them in Topeka. Later,
and with less fanfare, Doc toned down his offer of an expense-
free round trip to see the White House, Washington monument
and the Radio Commission’s hearing room. It appeared that two
or three trains would not be necessary. But one Pullman car was
made ready for those who wished to pay their own fare of $120
plus meals to see the sights, put up at the Mayflower Hotel, and
prove to Doctor that they were true-blue believers.

Gray-haired women, pepper-and-salt-suited businessmen,
the Milford railroad agent, Doctor’s secretary, several reputed
“goat-gland babies” and their parents were included in the
Brinkley party which passed through Kansas City in an easterly
direction with all car windows closed tight and nobody talking.
The blinds on Dr. Brinkley’s drawing-room windows were also
drawn as the Union Pacific switched the car to the Santa Fe
Navajo in the presence of the small crowd of the curious who
have some extrasensory perception for detecting the presence of
celebrities. Guards were stationed at each end of the car. No
one was allowed to talk or mingle. Dr. E. M. Perdue, Brinkley’s
old teacher, joined the party, which also included the president
of a life insurance company in which Brinkley had recently taken
out a large paid-up policy; and two anxious directors of a build-
ing and loan association in Manhattan from which Brinkley had
borrowed funds for the expansion of his Milford plant.
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Public interest in Dr. Brinkley’s request for a renewal of his
license to broadcast on the 1050 kilocycle channel was so great
that the hearing was moved to an auditorium on the first floor of
the Interior building. There, opera chairs in a semicircle were
filled by witnesses; Doctor and his platoon of Kansas lawyers;
the supporters who came on the special car; spry donees, grate-
ful to Doctor and their four-footed friends for the kick they were
getting out of life; Dr. Arthur J. Cramp of the American Medical
Association as a silent observer; physicians and health officials
from Kansas and Missouri loaded with affidavits; and strangers
generally. The docket was called by Commissioner Ira E. Robin-
son, who commented that each of the eighty-nine channels avail-
able must be operated in the public interest “and not to increase
the private revenue of a hospital or a doctor, or to build up a pri-
vate school of medicine. . . . If we give Brinkley a license to
operate a radio station then we can give Battle Creek a wave
length, and must we give a license to Lydia Pinkham and oth-
ers?” Thus the Commissioner brought the name of a famous lady
healer into the day’s dull proceedings.

Everybody, it seemed, was to get into the act. The Milford
druggist told about the prescription business. Dr. Hugh H.
Young, distinguished urologist of The Johns Hopkins University
who deplored long-range diagnoses, read from the Brinkley clas-
sics, The Story of Paw and Maw and Life. Dr. Tiberius L. Jones,
Mrs. Brinkley’s brother, also gave a reading from Doctor’s works
which promised renewal of lapsed procreative powers. Mrs.
Brinkley at one point leaped to her feet and shouted, “May I say
a few words?”

Doctor’s attorney quickly flagged her down.

A group of Doctor’s lady fans gave their experiences. Typi-
cal of their testimony was that of Mrs. Bertha Lacey, of Wathena,
Kansas, who spoke up for Prescription Number 150:

“It is not only good, it’s wonderful.”

Ten members of her family, she said, were using this pre-
scription. All, apparently, had the same ailment.

“You just listen over the radio to what the other ladies had
said about their symptoms,” the witness testified, “and you'd be
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awful dumb if you didn’t know what was the matter with you.”

Also before the Commission was a huge bundle of petitions,
asking them not to revoke Brinkley’s license, and some fourteen
hundred affidavits in his support, obtained as a result of a ques-
tionnaire, accompanied by the notarial fee, which had been sent
to the hospital mailing list. The other side also produced some
very tart testimony from Dr. E. S. Edgerton, of Wichita, Kansas,
President of the Kansas Medical Society, who always said
“Brinkley,” pointedly avoiding the “Dr.”

A pride of old men, who leaned forward to listen intently
when Dr. Young said that goat-gland rejuvenation was “abso-
lutely impossible,” were sworn in en masse. Several cut a few
capers in the corridors at Interior, did a buck and wing, in an-
ticipation of their moment of theatre when they would take the
witness chair. But they were never called. Later, the troop
shuffled out of the building, looking sadder and older.

Commissioner Robinson interrupted again and again, hitch-
ing himself forward against the table, putting his elbows on it,
leaning over, thrusting his chin out to say with great earnestness:
“Is this radio station a mere adjunct of Brinkley’s practice and
hospital? Is he using it simply to make money? What proportion
of Brinkley’s time on the air is devoted to the main interest
[farming] of the people of Kansas?”

It was black Friday the thirteenth of June for Dr. Brinkley.
For on that date the Federal Radio Commission refused to re-
new the license of the KFKB Broadcasting Company, and the
Kansas Supreme Court refused to stop the medical board hear-
ing. Brinkley was caught in the current pattern of reform. A
clean-up of the air was in progress, including KVEP at Portland,
Oregon, which was used for personal abuse by a disappointed
politician; Norman Baker’s station at Muscatine, Iowa, which ad-
vertised Baker’s cancer cure; and the Reverend Bob Shuler’s
“hate” station in Los Angeles.

All through the hearing, Dr. Brinkley sat silently. He did
not take the stand. But the decision flustered him and he went
on the radio in a Sunday talk to make wild charges of corruption
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involving the commissioners, the American Medical Association
and even President Herbert Hoover.

“Tomorrow our attorneys will go into the District Court of
Appeals in Washington and I feel they will undo the orders
made by the radio commission, unless the same people who
reached President Hoover can reach the Court of Appeals. . . .
I suggest that every one of my friends who is listening in send a
telegram to his congressman or United States Senator, asking
him to see that I get a square deal. . . . Now, if you people
think that myself and my station has been crucified and will tell
your congressmen and senators that you sent them to Washington
to represent the folks back home . . . I may get my radio license
back. . . . Now I shall discuss some of the beatitudes of Jesus as
they came from His mouth on the Mount of Olives.”

That evening Doctor again warmed to the theme of venal-
ity in high places.

“You are listening to Dr. Brinkley, speaking over KFKB. 1
have been listening to some of the beautiful and wonderful musi-
cal numbers in our program. I have been wondering if the
Amateur Meat Cutters’ Association and little Fishy will be able
to influence the Circuit Court of Appeals of the District of Co-
lumbia as they have reached President Hoover and three mem-
bers of the radio commission. . . . I call your attention to the
fourteenth chapter of Job and the fourteenth verse, ‘If a man die,
shall he live again? ”

The United States Court of Appeals granted a stay order
until the case could be heard. The practical effect was that
KFKB could remain on the air until October thirty-first.

The following February, the court sustained the Federal
Radio Commission in denying the renewal of the license for
KFKB, “The Voice of Dr. John R. Brinkley.” Doc had to shut
down on telegraphic orders from Washington. He made his fare-
well broadcast on the twentieth, portraying the occasion as “a
blow to the doctrine of free speech.” Broadcasting to some
twenty thousand tearful followers, he told them gently not to
grieve. He would come back to them, as Clement Wood con-
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fidently noted, “greater than ever.” And in this matter Doctor
could be relied upon. By September the medical broadcaster
was talking to his Kansas friends again, via Old Mexico.

Dr. Brinkley was busy setting up roadblocks against the
medical-board hearing, pushing his suit against Dr. Fishbein,
preparing to file another suit against The Kansas City Star for
millions and millions of dollars. No United States citizen, it seems
safe to say, has ever used the machinery of our American system
of justice more freely or extracted more benefits from its safe-
guards than did the suave gland wizard of Kansas. Brinkley’s
lawyers were dashing all over the country in response to notices
that depositions would be taken—in Chicago, in the North Caro-
lina mountains—relating to Doctor’s hazy past. If Brinkley liked
living dangerously, in a professional sense, the cost was definitely
rising.

After Dr. Brinkley had exhausted all legal devices for evad-
ing the issue, The Kansas State Board of Medical Registration
and Examination opened its hearing on July 15, 1930, in a sti-
fling-hot room on the mezzanine floor of the Kansan Hotel in
Topeka, punctuated by some asperitics and a near fist fight be-
tween a Brinkley attorney and a newspaper reporter. A parade
of talkative Brinkley testimonialists ran riot, praising the food, ex-
tending the record with various irrelevancies about the friendli-
ness, bathrooms, sheets and pillow cases at the Brinkley Hospital,
while Topeka hotels and rooming houses were crowded with
others waiting to testify. Several offered lay opinions on hetero-
transplantation and lost manhood. One likened the pieces of
gland to the eyes in a potato—you don’t have to plant the whole
potato, he said, to get a good crop. Another former paticent said
that he didn’t know whether he had had the glands or not, “But I
shouldn’t wonder, for I've been wanting to chew sprouts.”

“What is your occupation?” the Attorney General asked a
witness who said he had seen an operation well performed.

“Railroad fireman.”

“Then, as a fireman, you believe the operation was a good
one, not as a surgeon?”
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“Yes, I guess so.”

The board heard testimony from patients who were in-
capacitated by infections; also urologists and specialists, includ-
ing Dr. Charles H. and Dr. William J. Mayo. One old granther,
who said he could kick six inches higher than his head, had
visited Milford at the urging of a young wife. He, too, didn’t
know whether he had had the gland operation or not. But a
month after his operation, whatever it was, his wife left him, so
he was inclined to think that perhaps he did not receive the
restorative tissue. The wife was said to have consulted a Kansas
City fortuneteller, who told her she was soon to be a rich widow,
but her husband inconsiderately continued to live. Disillusioned,
she departed.

Dr. Clinton K. Smith, Assistant Professor of Urology in the
Kansas State University, wound up the state’s case, comment-
ing that it would be a literal miracle if Brinkley joined the nerve
and artery which he purported to splice.

“Such nerves and arteries have never been joined by the
hand of man,” Dr. Smith declared. “If Brinkley does what he
says he does, he is just about equal to our creator in his ability.”

Dr. Brinkley entered the hearing room slowly, tugging at his
little goatee. Seated at his counsel table, he studied the witness,
let his eyes roam across the faces of the members of the medical
board. His right hand went up to smooth his hair. He toyed with
his beard in a twisting gesture. He scanned the ceiling. Then his
eyes fell to the floor in a deep study.

When he took the stand in his own defense, he was calm,
courteous, affable, laughed good-humoredly. At one time he re-
ferred to “this little show we are putting on here.” And it was
something of a show. The hearing room was crowded and super-
heated. Most of the standees were Doctor’'s women adherents, on
their feet hour after hour, blocking the exits, shutting off every
breath of air, but indicating where their sympathies lay by their
manner of applauding any sally favorable to Brinkley and mur-
muring when the answers seemed to go against him.

Dr. Brinkley was a good witness for himself. Under the

149



The Roguish World of Doctor Brinkley

guidance of friendly lawyers, he could describe glibly how his
operation was performed and rattle off the Latin names of
nerves, structures and blood vessels like a clever schoolboy re-
citing a well-learned lesson, so that his disciples looked at one an-
other with the wonder of it all, that one small head could hold
so much wisdom. Doctor admitted that his prostate operation
was based on a medical theory unsupported by any medical re-
search or practice except his own, and left the witness stand
somewhat cut down in size as a custodian of a surgical secret pos-
sessed by no other physician. The skillful cross-examination by
the Attorney General effectively disposed of before-the-hearing
speculation that the attorney general might make the going easy
for Doctor. When the Attorney General had finished, it looked
very much as though Brinkley had developed the famous two-
phase, the four-phase and the super-duper compound four-phase
operations merely for something to talk about.

At the end of the day Doctor had a sheaf of handouts rcady
for the press, in which he cast himself as defender of a great
principle of medical practice: “the right of physicians to adopt
and use new methods.”

At the conclusion of the July sessions a recess was taken un-
til September. Dr. Brinkley issued a bold challenge. He invited
the state medical board to go to Milford and see him perform his
specialty. The board accepted the offer. The recess was greeted
with relief by the Brinkley attorneys, who wished to round up
some more affidavits and to rebut destructive testimony relative
to Doctor’s unconventional practice, and by the Kansas politi-
cians who had no relish for the goat-gland competition in the
headlines. With the August primaries only a few days away, the
sun-kissed prairies hot as an oven at 108 degrees in the shade,
every Kansan who could read was deeply absorbed in sex-
rejuvenation as it was unfolded in a stuffy room in Topeka. The
people seemed to be far more interested in the blighted hopes of
an orchardist who had had the four-ply job in the prostate
shop, than in the more beautiful things in life, such as who were
to be the nominees for the state’s political jobs. It was a slight
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forewarning of the nasty medicine which Dr. Brinkley was soon
to compound for the politicians.

September brought the medical board to Milford, where
they found the staff smartly drawn up to welcome them to the
gland hospital. Dr. Brinkley bustled out of his residence, all
starchy and white, pulling on his rubber gloves, a surgeon’s cap
on his head. And there came a plaintive bleating down the corri-
dor of the main floor of the hospital.

“This way, gentlemen,” said an attendant. The crowd
squeezed into a small room off the hall, just inside the main en-
trance. An orderly held a small, frightened, Mercurochromed
male goat some three or four weeks old. A woman surgeon, ac-
cording to the record of the hearing, her fingers also Mercuro-
chromed, had a tray of shining instruments at hand, a nurse be-
side her with some gauze. The goat gave an agonized bleat, and
two little glands were laid on the gauze. The surgeons noted that
the aseptic precautions were not adequate. Goat Number 2 ap-
peared in a minute, and the same procedure followed.

Two operations were performed upstairs: one on a railroad
section hand, the other on a rural mail carrier. Brinkley lectured
as he worked. Soft music from the radio station floated into the
operating room from the nearby radio station. The name of the
selection being played at the moment has not been preserved.
But a great favorite that summer of 1930 was “Happy Days Are
Here Again.” Brinkley worked coolly, steadily. No one who saw
his performance under the unfriendly eyes of the organized
physicians of the state could doubt that the gland doctor had
nerve.

The “Four-Phase Compound Operation,” as performed by
Dr. Brinkley in the presence of the members of the Board of
Medical Registration and Examination, was described by its
President, Dr. J. F. Hassig, as consisting of “an incision about two
inches long in the inguinal region under a local anaesthetic, ex-
posing the spermatic cord, identifying the vas deferens, slitting
it and injecting each way through a blunt needle, about two cu-
bic centimeters of one-half per cent Mercurochrome, after which
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the vas was tied above and below the slit, and then completely
severed.

“The epididymis was partially separated from the testicle
and into the loose tissue was planted the fresh gland of a young
Toggenberg goat, and the epididymis was then sutured back to
the testicle, and the wound tightly closed with cat gut sutures.”

The medical board retired to Topeka to consider, on the
one hand, the testimony of Brinkley’s railroad fireman and simi-
lar lay witnesses drawn from the working classes, and on the
other, the evidence spread on the record by medical specialists
who pronounced success in the animal-to-human gland trans-
plantation a biological impossibility, and described the whole set
up at Milford as simply “a good thing” for John R. Brinkley.

Two days later the board revoked Dr. Brinkley’s license to
practice medicine in Kansas. It was up to the courts whether
Doctor had to stop at once or could string it out for a year or so. A
former office employee of Brinkley’s estimated that if Doc could
continue to operate his system for a year longer, it would be
worth from one-half to one million dollars to him.

Dr. Brinkley endured what had to be endured. “It was not
a trial,” he insisted, “it was a persecution.”

An unidentified admirer of Gray’s Elegy sent to the Ameri-
can Medical Association his own poetical comment upon Doctor’s
dilemma:

The health board tolls the knell . . .
The Milford herds wind slowly o’er the lea,
The unrejuvenated go their way.

When Doctor looked back over his stormy past—the inhos-
pitable states which had either refused him the right to practice
or later regretted it if they hadn’t; the revocation of his prized
diploma from the Royal University of Pavia, decreed, Brinkley
believed, by Mussolini to placate the American Medical Associa-
tion; the cancellation of his radio license to please Mr. Hoover;
and now the triumph in his home state of the “learned doctors™—
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the egocentric radio doctor saw about him a sinister, systematic,
weblike conspiracy working to thwart his high destiny.

One can speculate on why Dr. Brinkley took the considera-
ble and often unnecessary risks involved in his endless contra-
dictions and tergiversations. Possibly it was because of a kind of
contempt he felt for his clientele. Another view is that Doc took
himself pretty seriously. If he had begun to believe his own clip-
pings, he must have been somewhat in awe of himself. Perhaps,
then, he felt that his own ipse dixits validated any new twist he
chose to put on an old story. Possibly, too, he just liked to be in-
tricate in his ways. Brinkley was a temperamental and sudden
man.

In the new situation which arose after the medical board
took away his license, Doctor refrained from practice while his
suit against the board was pending. But he had plenty of other
doctors on hand. The hospital was running wide open. Brinkley
could still exercise his own fantastic gift of gab. The Federal
Communications Commission had stopped Doc in his tracks, it
would seem, by depriving him of KFKB, his means of reaching
his public. But not so: Brinkley leased a telephone line from The
American Telephone and Telegraph Company to a powerful sta-
tion on the Mexican side of the Rio Grande River, station XER.
Comfortably installed in the familiar setting of the Milford
studio, Brinkley phoned his broadcasts to Mexico, safely beyond
the jurisdiction of the United States, then sprayed them back
across the border with enough juice to blanket the wheat belt
and reach away up into the wilds of Canada. Brinkley was back
in business.

Once more the folks doing the dishes after supper on the
farms and in the small towns of the high plains could tune in to
the strains of “America,” Doc’s theme song, listen to the familiar
cowboy laments, enjoy the Bible-thumping religious flavor of
KFKB programming. Best of all, by the magic of remote con-
trol, they could still feel their symptoms kicking up when Doc
Brinkley began to whisper again.

“My dear, dear friends,” came the familiar voice, “my pa-
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tients—my supplicants. Your many, many letters—many hun-
dreds of them since yesterday—lie here before me. . . . I can
reply now to a few—just a few. . . .”

The Brinkleyites stirred restlessly and angrily when they
heard their sainted martyr describe his recent troubles as a kind
of modern “Garden of Gethsemane,” located in the Kansan
Hotel. They were deeply moved when he told them how, during
the hearing in Topeka, he went down on his knees every night at
the Jayhawk Hotel, where he was staying, seeking strength and
help from on high. Under the Brinkley spell, middle-aged farm-
ers once more became hemused by reveries of satyrs capering
over the landscape in pursuit of woodland nymphs and almost
forgot about the price of wheat and their normal sport of whal-
ing the Farm Board. Brinkley sensed the response. His sense of
mission was never stronger. Well, no cross, no crown.

After the ordeal in the hot summer of 1930, Dr. and Mrs.
Brinkley and Johnny Boy got into their airplane and flew down
to Florida for a rest and a whiff of salt air. Returning, the plane
put down at Little Rock where Brinkley had a significant con-
versation with an old medical associate.

The old physician said, “Why the hell don’t you go back up
there and get on your radio and become a candidate for gover-
nor? You can get yourself elected, then you'll be in control of the
State Medical Board. Go on home and get on the radio and tell
the people what a dirty deal you've been given.”

At the Little Rock airport, Doc was intercepted by a re-
porter who asked about Brinkley’s future plans. According to
Doctor, he was amazed to hear the words which fell from his own
lips. What was he going to do now?

“Why, I think I'll go back up to Kansas and get on my radio
and get myself elected governor.”
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7% The first indication that there might be political over-
tones to Dr. Brinkley’s career had really appeared in the spring
of 1930 when the Kansas state medical board sought to withdraw
Doctor from circulation in the medical world. As the physicians
of the state, the druggists, the newspapers and Brinkley’s radio
followers got more and more stirred up, the scrap developed po-
litical ramifications. But even the most astute observers saw
Doctor as an issue, never as a candidate for office.

Dr. Brinkley’s remark to the reporter in Little Rock had, ap-
parently, been facetious. On the way home Doctor dropped
down at Tulsa to inquire about some oil interests he had in Ok-
lahoma. There was also an overnight visit at Wichita where the
Brinkleys stopped at the Broadview Hotel. Surrounded by re-
porters, photographers, old friends and new ones, ready to catch
a rising star, the manager escorted Doctor and Mrs. Brinkley and
Johnny Boy to the governor’s suite. Perhaps that did it for Doc.
He was quite susceptible to such attentions. Perhaps the idea was
growing upon him that, if he were elected governor, it would
vindicate him in the eyes of his followers. Then, too, as governor,
he could indeed apply political pressure to get his license re-
stored.

At any rate, by the time the Brinkley party returned to Mil-
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ford, the congratulatory tclegrams and letters lay in huge piles,
and Doctor was ready to throw himself into the race for the
governorship. On September 23, 1930, Dr. Brinkley announced
that he would run as an independent candidate. It was too late
for his name to be printed on the official ballot. He had no ticket,
no organization—just Dr. Brinkley. Thus began one of the weird-
est, wildest political campaigns ever known in the volatile state
of Kansas, which had scen cverything from bloodshed to prairie
fires, populism, the dust bowl and look-both-ways Prohibition—
everything, that is, but the kind of politicking that Brinkley in-
troduced to the voters in ’30. It included such innovations as a
private plane and sashaying around in the most expensive car
ever scen in Kansas, lavish use of the radio, a sound truck, cheer
leaders to drill the write-in vote, hillbilly music and an astrologer,
a heavy infusion of KFKB religion and a goat-gland persecution
complex.

“I always feel like there’s some special power guiding what
I do,” Doctor said of his rather inadvertent candidacy. He knew
that his name would not be on the ballot. But . . .

“I get thousands of letters every day, understand? These
people who write to me are intelligent people. They are for me
and they know cnough to know how to write my name on the
ballot.” Ile proposed to “give the people a chance to vote vindi-
cation for the way I have been treated by the medical board.”

The proprietor of the goat-gland fortune assembled a large
staff and campaigned vigorously during the few weeks remain-
ing before Llection Day. With his radio slogan: “Let’s pasture
the goats on the statehouse lawn,” Dr. Brinkley became a pow-
erful focus for underdog sentiment. If he wasn’t a political pro,
he certainly was a gifted amateur and he promised plenty—
free schoolbooks, free auto tags, lower taxes, a good houseclean-
ing at the statehouse, better times for the working people, an
open door to the governor’s office, and a lake in every county.
The water evaporated from the lakes would be precipitated on
Kansas and the state would become a modern Canaan. It was a
program of uplift, happiness, clean-up, good health, lower taxes,
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higher property values and more migratory game birds. The
Brinkley platform could claim a considerable amount of political
virtuosity as a first try at the hustings. It struck a popular re-
sponse. The Milford radio hammecred on the theme CLean our,
CLEAN UP, AND KEEP KaNsas cLraN, while Doctor intoned, “Only
you and God will be in that voting booth.”

Brinkley was fortunate in his opponents, both boyish bach-
elors. The two great parties, each of which needed to put its
house in order, hit upon the happy idea of nominating an un-
exceptionable American Legionnaire; and no one could get on
the ballot as an independent candidate after the primaries were
over. The two gentlemen offered to the voters represented a dif-
ficult choice, somewhat narrower than the difference between
chocolate and vanilla. The outpouring of Brinkley votes in No-
vember represented, then, according to a veteran Kansas political
reporter, Mr. W. G. Clugston, “the great Kansas anti-party upris-
ing,” a raspberry from irritated voters in a radical state of mind.

The Republican choice for governor was Frank (Chicf)
Haucke, a former footballer who took the Ag course at Cornell
University, friendly, not too polished, a veteran and past state
commander of the American Legion, a model farm boy from
Morris County who didn’t smoke, chew, drink or gamble. The
Democrats put forward Harry H. Woodring, from little Neo-
desha, who sold popcorn, rose to be a janitor and then manager
of a bank. Woodring was the only past commander of the Kansas
American Legion who could knit, tat and do fancy needlework.
Both candidates played it safe. They followed traditional pat-
terns of campaigning, walked up and down the streets of hot,
dusty county-seat towns, greeted the merchants and the folks,
pumped the hands of the voters wherever a cluster of houses, a
store and a grain elevator made a community. They were both
unexciting. But they had something that Brinkley, with all his
brilliance, didn’t have. They had an organization and the back-
ing of the professionals.

The capric candidate carried an American Legion card in
his hip pocket, too, by virtue of his sojourn at the Army Base
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Hospital in El Paso. Where he outdid his rivals was in his ability
to put on a good show. Before Brinkley arrived at a rally, his ra-
dio entertainers gave a vaudeville entertainment. The band
played “A Stein Song.” The Reverend Somebody stepped for-
ward to praise the aspirant’s piety and generosity. And just at
dusk, Brinkley sailed in from Wichita or somewhere in his big,
blue plane, the Romancer, to be escorted to the hall by a brass
band, while the crowd cheered and rose to its feet in mighty
tribute, and the ladies fluttered their handkerchiefs in the Chau-
tauqua salute.

The Republican calculators figured at the outset that Dr.
Brinkley would poll twenty thousand to thirty thousand votes.
They made no effort to fight Doctor. But the Brinkley vote was
a ghost vote. No one really knew what it would amount to. The
estimates grew every time the good doctor went on the air and
read a fresh batch of letters from his admirers, telling him that
the people were for him “by the thousands.” In late October the
politicians were in a panic as the local workers of both parties re-
ported that the governorship was in danger. The Brinkley
strength was especially in evidence in the strip of counties con-
stituting the central zone of the state and in the cities of Wich-
ita, Hutchinson and Topeka. The estimates of the number of
voting Brinkleyites mounted to fifty thousand, then seventy-five
thousand.

The chicf hope of saving Kansas for one or the other of the
major parties lay in the election law which compelled the voters
to write Brinkley’s name in a blank space—]. R. Brinkley; not
John R., and not Mr. and not Dr., but just J. R. Brinkley. And
they had to mark a cross in a square after the name. The statute
did not concern itsclf with the intent or the wishes of the en-
franchised voters of Kansas but with their precision. How many
could do it? Dr. Brinkley, flying up and down the state in his
cabin plane, gave away thousands of sample ballots, pencils to
mark them with and sunflower stickers for automobiles. He led
mass meetings in a B-r-i-n-k-lI-e-y yell as a device to teach his fol-
lowers how to spell his name. It was the world’s largest cheering
section, state-wide in scale, being coached in orthography!
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“Now, friends,” the voice of KFKB would say, “be sure that
you don’t write on the ballot the words, Doctor Brinkley, or John
Brinkley, or even John R. Brinkley. You must write it—now you
write this down as I say it—]. R. Brinkley, and don’t put no M.D.
after it.”

Dr. Brinkley often read the election law to his listeners. Know-
ing the difficulties involved, the intelligence and care required,
he repeated his own name over and over as he spoke—always as
J- R. Brinkley—and made a kind of chant out of “J. R. Brinkley,
with X in square.”

“No doubt this voice is familiar to many of you,” Doctor be-
gan on one occasion after the people had assembled and settled
down to hear why he should be governor. “It has resounded over
the radio until the name J. R. Brinkley has become a household
word in thousands of homes all over the country. It is the crux
of a pioneering movement in Kansas for life, liberty and justice.

“The Democrats are saying the Republicans are crooked and
no good and should be thrown out of office,” Brinkley continued.
“The Republicans say the same thing about the Democrats. Why
shouldn’t you vote for me? I belong to neither party.

“You often hear about the efficacy of the two-party system be-
cause the Republicans watch the Democrats and the Democrats
watch the Republicans. Vote for me and you'll get double pro-
tection. They’ll both watch me.

“It has been said that the people who vote for Brinkley think
the moon is made of green cheese. You have been called num-
skulls. But I want to tell my opponents that the greatest hand-
writing contest that has ever been pulled off in the nation will
come to pass on Election Day. Right now there are Germans,
Russians, Lithuanians and others who have little knowledge of
the English language, staying up nights to learn how to write
the name of J. R. Brinkley.”

Brinkley read copiously from his platform, stressing free
schoolbooks, which were to be written by Kansans and printed
by Kansans, free lakes and increased rainfall, free medicine for
the poor, free clinics and old-age assistance. He interpolated
that the time had come to teach the old-line parties a lesson. The

159



The Roguish World of Doctor Brinkley

Kansas ship of state is leaking fast, the Kansas Admiral declared
at Parsons, in an appropriately nautical metaphor. He advised the
voters to “take to the lifeboats.”

Among the electionecring novelties which Dr. Brinkley in-
troduced in addition to his retinue of radio performers, were such
new wrinkles as having Milford Hospital nurses pass out lolly-
pops and balloons, in an unusual bid for the kiddies” support,
and the active participation on the hustings of Mrs. Brinkley
and Johnny Boy. The Tuesday ironing was put aside by hun-
dreds of Wichita housewives who hurried to pick up the children
at school and gather at the Wichita Forum. There the wife of the
independent candidate addressed the multitude at a special af-
ternoon meeting.

The women flocked to the auditorium not only because they
were intensely interested in the issues of the campaign, but also
to view the fifty-one-thousand dollars’ worth of jewels which
Mrs. Brinkley had exhibited previously during the campaign,
and to pondcr upon the six automobiles which she owned, ac-
cording to the records of the Motor Vehicle Commissioner’s of-
fice. Compared to his wife, Doctor appeared a poor man. But he
was, at least, execution-proof (as the first Mrs. Brinkley com-
plained bitterly in the public prints).

On one occasion, Mrs. Brinkley was attired in a trim tailleur
of navy blue tweed, and wore oxfords and a close-fitting hat.
There was something of a letdown when it was observed that
she wore only a simple choker of costume jewelry matching her
ensemble. Doctor’s wife gave an unaffected, straightforward talk
in which she expressed gracefully the hope that, should she be
mistress of the governor’s mansion in Topeka, she could “fulfill
the role of first lady in this great and wonderful state of Kansas
with sweetness and dignity.”

The Brinkley nurses in smart caps and aprons then passed
out the balloons, noisemakers and lollypops to moppets who
came up to the platform. Johnny Boy was persuaded to greet his
little friends of radioland. Lifted onto a table he sang “Happy
Birthday” just the way he had often sung it over KFKB to honor
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some fortunate Kansas child. The Tell Me a Story Lady favored
the tots with tales of Little Cuffy Bear and the other wildwood
characters she had popularized over KFKB. Many mothers were
still talking politics with those seated near them, with suppers
forgotten, when Mrs. Brinkley, bearing a large basket of chrysan-
themums, stationed herself in the south corridor of the Forum to
give a cordial farewell handshake to the men, women and chil-
dren as they queued up to leave the reception. Johnny Boy, tired
now from his exertions, reached for her other hand, so that she
was obliged to place the basket of flowers on a seat. Such oc-
casions proved to be both a social and political success and cer-
tainly tied up the kiddie vote.

That same night, cheering thousands shouted for Brinkley
as crowds milled in the streets, unable to get inside the building.
Nothing like it had been seen since the heyday of Colonel Theo-
dore Roosevelt. The regular Milford announcer introduced
Dr. Brinkley’s jazz orchestra, which played the “Kiss Me” waltz,
“The Wreck of Old g7,” “The Man of the Hour” and “We Still
Get a Thrill Thinking of You.” Again a reverend introduced Doc
Brinkley. The statesman entered from the right of the stage in a
snug-fitting, double-breasted jacket, a flaming tie in vivid con-
trast to the conservative suit, a big sunflower in the left lapel.
Oblivious, care-worn, a man of sorrows, who likened himself to
the Christians of old, J. R. Brinkley advanced solemnly to the
rostrum with a peculiar air of dignity. He inhaled deeply the
aroma of a couple of vases of flowers. The audience rose in trib-
ute. Women young and old seemed to find some emotional re-
lease in the roar that greeted the people’s hero. Some waved
their hands, others danced up and down as Brinkley paused
at the speaker’s table, and Johnny Boy ran out on stage to hand
Doc a copy of The Wichita Evening Eagle containing his father’s
picture, and to get a drink of water.

With a “seriously now” Doctor launched into his discourse,
calmly made his diagnosis of what was the matter with Kansas.
And then he was gone like a wraith, a man of mystery, lost to
the eager army of autograph hunters. Doctor was a tired man.
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He was on the radio for hours every day, and still had to travel
and face “live” audiences that same week in Kansas City, Kansas,
Newton, Hutchinson, Topeka and Junction City. The orchestra
packed up their instruments, while the voters trailed off home
to ponder Brinkley’s invitation to “try to figure out why a bushel
of the farmer’s wheat sells for fifty-five or sixty cents and after it
leaves the farmer it comes back in the shape of ten-cent loaves
of bread, and he buys it back at six dollars a bushel.”

J. R. Brinkley also told “the good people of Kansas” that,
if elected, he would rid the capitol of the “seat warmers” and re-
quested his friends not to visit him in the statehouse for a few
days after his inauguration “because the exits will be crowded
with departing job holders.” He added that he would install a
microphone in the governor’s office and another in the governor’s
mansion and would take the folks into his confidence on what was
coming up in the state’s affairs, and who was working behind the
scenes to block his program. This sounded to a good many peo-
ple as though it could be fun.

Brinkley found that it was good politics not to talk politics
on Sunday in Kansas. But Sunday was not a day of rest for the
candidate. On Sunday he swooped down out of the skies, as he
did for instance on October twenty-sixth, a fine day for flying,
to hit the pasture of “Cash” Davis, thirteen miles east of Wichita.
There he gave a Bible talk.

“I do not talk politics on Sunday, boys,” Doctor chided the
reporters present. But he did unbend enough to admit that he
had three hundred thousand votes pledged.

When a plane appeared in the western skies, hundreds of
fingers were pointed, hundreds of voices cried, “Here he comes,”
as if relieved of some great inner tension. Men squinted into the
sun. “Brinkley’s coming, Ma,” the older children chorused.
Women said “Hush.”

A handkerchief was seen waving inside the plane and the
crowd went wild. It is difficult a generation later, in this age of
the rocket and the moonwatch, to recall the tremendous theatri-
cal effect the goat-gland messiah produced as he descended from
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the heavens to tell the Easter story in a cow pasture. The multi-
tude surged forward under the plane’s wings. The people
blocked the door. Doctor opened his window, gingerly extending
his plump hand with the big diamond on it. Mothers lifted their
babes to glimpse the man with the messianic beard. Old men
reached for Doctor’s hand.

“God bless you,” they said, thrusting up their gnarled, soil-
stained paws. “I'm for you.”

And Brinkley smiled and rolled his sad, blue eyes. Some-
times he gave some innocent head of golden curls a caress with
his skilled hand. Healer, rejuvenator, spiritual leader, child
lover, often introduced as a modern Moses, come to lead Kansas
out of the depression, the candidate and physician passed men
on crutches, women with goiters, children with eruptions, all
bent on touching the hem of his garment; as though now, as in
times long past, the touch of royalty or some holy person could
make them whole again. Dr. Brinkley shouldered through the
packed mass of humanity to a rough scaffolding put up for him
by the nearby farmers and told the people the story of the Pas-
sion. They accepted it as a political allegory of the trials and
tribulations of Brinkley. The rejuvenator had been persecuted,
too, and he also had returned to save the people. Ten thousand
heard his voice. And ten thousand more never got a look at his
flying machine, the same ship, the campaign staff often pointed
out, in which Lindbergh flew to Mexico City to see his sweet-
heart. Nor did they hear his homily. They could not get near
the field, although they tried for hours.

At the end of the—shall one say, servicesP—a double quar-
tette closed the meeting with “Faith of Our Fathers,” while
Brinkley looked impassively over the sea of faces. His own was
smooth, unlined. There was no telling what Dr. Brinkley was
thinking. But this is what he said: “The men in power wanted to
do away with Jesus before the common people woke up. Are you
awake here?”

Dr. Brinkley paused impressively. He drank a glass of wa-
ter. A few minutes later, when the speaker referred to the broken
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body of the Great Healer, the water glass was, perhaps inadvert-
ently, knocked to the floor and shattered.

“I, too, have walked up the path Jesus walked to Calvary,”
the candidate said. “I have spent much time in Palestine and
Jerusalem. I stood in the Savior’s tomb. I know how Jesus felt.”

Again and again as he spoke, Dr. Brinkley bound himself
ever more intimately with the great drama of a good people’s
religion. When he concluded, there was a hush. Faces of anguish
looked up at a new and inestimably clever hero. As governor
he would provide the people with loaves and fishes—fish from
the Brinkley lakes. IIc would drive the politicians from the state-
house. IIe would heal and he would save.

Often Mrs. Brinkley stepped up to the microphone, smiled
and said very simply, “You are going to hear J. R. Brinkley. I
wish to tell you how much we appreciate your coming and we
hope to sce you all at Milford sometime.”

It was not spelled out whether the callers would be welcome
socially or professionally. Then Doctor would take over, dressed
in his conservative business suit, with his huge sunflower, the
personality glasses, the high forchead, Vandyke beard, all of
which contributed to the Brinkley atmosphere. Iis talk of in-
stalling microphones in the governor’'s office, pasturing his goats
on the statehouse lawn, throwing the rascals out, and compari-
sons of Christ’s Passion and his own troubles, went down fine with
the bib-overall sct. Brinkley himsclf was a product of that South-
ern cnvironment which produced a whole flock of professional
Friends of the People. Among them may be recalled “Pitchfork
Ben” Tillman, of South Carolina; J. Thomas (“Cotton Tom”)
Heflin of Alabama, and Ellison D. (“Cotton Ed”) Smith of
South Carolina; the Negro-cussin’ “Great White Chief,” James K.
Vardaman of Mississippi. Like James E. (“Pa”) Ferguson of
Texas, Doe understood “the boys at the forks of the creek.”

Doc Brinkley’s goats on the statehouse lawn are a reminder
that, in Georgia, Eugene Talmadge, a Phi Beta Kappa who cul-
tivated a rural cracker accent, had a barn and henhouse erected
on the grounds of the Executive Mansion, loudly explaining
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that he couldn’t sleep at night unless he heard the bellow of
stock and the cackle of chickens. Of a piece with Brinkley’s
homely proposal was something that William H. (“Alfalfa Bill")
Murray actually did. He planted chick peas on the lawn of the
Oklahoma Executive Mansion. Brinkley was not imitating any of
these artists in crowd manipulation. He was of their number by
right of his own native talents. But he may, in the difficult year of
1930, have derived some comfort from the career of Theodore
Gilmore Bilbo, “The Man,” Bilbo. Bilbo was a piney-woods Bap-
tist with jug ears and a diamond horseshoe stickpin, who cried
“persecution” when the Mississippi Senate censured him as “un-
fit.” Whereupon his public sang hymns, choked back their sobs
and elected him lieutenant governor.

Election Day in the 1930 Kansas campaign was fair, mild
and pleasant, with all party workers on the firing line, and Dr.
Brinkley, the anything-may-happen candidate for governor, la-
boring at his microphone from milking time on. Amplifiers in
stores adjacent to polling places blared, “Vote for J. R. Brinkley;
mark the cross in the square. Write in letter ], letter ‘R,” B-r-i-
n-k-l-e-y.” The loudspcakers were set up on private property and
were located far enough away from the voting booths to comply
with the election law. Meanwhile astrology was injected into
the contest during its final hours by “the people’s psychologist” of
KFKB, who told the listeners that the stars indicated a landslide
to Brinkley.

“Brinkley,” he said, “was born under the sign of Cancer—that
of Roosevelt, Wilson and other notables. The reading indicates
he is a political leader and it shows conclusively that the fourth
day of the month—today—is Brinkley’s lucky day.”

Dr. Brinkley trailed the regular candidates as thousands of
Brinkley ballots were rejected because the name was spelled
wrong or put down in the wrong place or the voter got Doctor
lined up for the wrong office. The Brinkley votes were distrib-
uted over both the vacancies in the United States Senate, the
state supreme court, several different congressional districts. The
people voted for Brinkley for all the minor state offices and
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many of the county jobs. Thousands of the ballots were marked
simply “Doc.” The Brinkley ticket had few watchers, poll clerks
and tabulators at the polls. Those that Doctor did scrape up
didn’t know the game, were often intimidated by the old hands.
Many Brinkley ballots were “lost.” It was the night of the “short
count.”

Brinkley estimated that he had received 239,000 votes if
the intent of the voter was paramount. About 50,000 were
voided. The Chicago Daily News thought that somewhere be-
tween 10,000 and 50,000 Brinkley votes were rejected by the
party workers who watched for faulty Brinkley ballots, and
grinned, “There are timcs when election officials are very careful
about things like that.” Despite all finagling, 183,278 Brinkley
votes got past the officials. Harry Woodring, the Democrat,
squeaked in ahcad of Haucke with 217,171 votes. Regardless of
how they felt personally about Doctor, the political experts ad-
mitted privately that he would have finished in first place if his
name had been on the ballot. He even polled 20,000 votes in
Oklahoma.

“Three counties in Oklahoma went for me,” Brinkley as-
serted with a touch of self-satisfaction, “when they were sup-
posed to be voting in an Oklahoma election with ‘Alfalfa Bill
Murray running.”

To the hard-core Brinkley supporters, Doctor was “the un-
official governor of Kansas.”

The Republican, Haucke, was only 257 votes behind Wood-
ring, but the Republicans were content not to contest the elec-
tion. They didn’t want the Brinkley vote counted again. Brink-
ley also failed to demand a state-wide recount. His advisers
talked him out of it, and Brinkley told W. G. Clugston that he
knew a contest would cost a hundred thousand dollars in ad-
dition to substantial sums already spent. It may be that some
political commitments were made to him which gave him con-
fidence that he could fight again under more favorable circum-
stances.

Doctor showed all the symptoms of one fatally bitten by the
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political bug. He could see himself installed in the statehouse
suite with the old-fashioned Gothic lettering over the transom
—cOVERNOR. He had felt the thrill of being popular, feted, ap-
plauded, complimented, lodged in the governor’s suite in a
Wichita hotel; yes, and being voted for. His clubs kept right on
meeting. Doctor notified his friends that he would be a candidate
in '32 if they wanted him to. Some forty thousand people, he
said, had written to him, pledging their support. Doctor hinted
at the possibility of a conspiracy to thwart him. If, for example,
he were indicted for using the mails to defraud, why Mrs. Brink-
ley would be available to become the “Ma” Ferguson of Kansas.
As Doctor put it, “You all know that she is a fighter.”

During 1931 Brinkley was very much the Kansas Com-
moner. He appeared at picnics, fairs, wiener roasts and gather-
ings like the Old Settlers’ Picnic at Green, Kansas, where he told
once more about the raw deal he had had. He played upon the
hostility of the wheatland folks to Kansas City, asked why Harry
Montgomery, publisher of the Junction City Union was tearing
down Kansas institutions—meaning the Doc Brinkley enter-
prises.

In early 1931, despite all that a legal dclaying action could
do, Brinkley knew that the jig was up so far as his right to prac-
tice medicine or run a radio station in Kansas was concerned.
The injustice which had been done him rankled and festered in
the temperamental doctor. A year later to the day, he announced
a day of humiliation and mourning which he called “People’s
Day” recalling his “expulsion” from the profitable field of ra-
dio medicine in Kansas. Doctor had already made an accommo-
dation with the Mexican government for a 75,000-watt radio sta-
tion at Villa Acuna, Coahuila, across the international bridge and
about three miles from Del Rio, Texas. It was the second-highest
powered station in the world.

The Brinkley Hospital was still in Milford. Doc broadcast
by remote control over the wire from Milford to XER. But he still
regarded himself as a Kansan, still felt an itch to “clean up the
grand old Sunflower State and give it back to the people of Kan-
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sas.” Who had had it lately deponent saith not. It was scarcely a
surprise, then, when the bewhiskered specialist announced in
January, 1932, that he was entering that year’s race for the gov-
ernorship. The Brinkley disciples flocked to the standard as of
yore. A Topeka poetess, a sort of Sweet Singer of Kansas, broke
into happy song:

They drove our friend to Mexico, but we'll
call him back from there,

Back again to dear old Kansas, to fil the
governor’s chair.

A startling hodgepodge of a newspaper, Publicity, with a
strong political bent, plunked for Brinkley. It was frequently as-
serted, and always denied by Doctor, that he had bought the
publication to advance his political fortunes. Publicity, issued
from Wichita, gave full and slanted news coverage to all of Dr.
Brinkley’s political, and indeed, medical, activities. To Public-
ity Doc was “the Lincoln of Kansas.” It serialized The Life of a
Man, and also sold the hard-covered book. Publicity also ap-
proved of naturopaths, electrotherapy, chiros, Peruna and W. W.
Cooper, the Altoona, Pennsylvania, cancer man. Later in the dec-
ade, the sheet became violently isolationist, and supported Hit-
lerian race theories.

Dr. Brinkley ran again as an independent, but this time his
name was on the ballot. He had “Topeka fever,” and used every
promotional resource to flood the state with auto stickers, tire
covers, banners. Doctor’s grasp of detail was amazing, his prepar-
ations minutely complete. He had a campaign song written by
the then Maude—“Miss Maudie” to thousands—Schreffler, a pi-
anist at KFBI, successor to old KFKB. The station was owned by
a Wichita insurance company, but Brinkley still broadcast from
it. The song was called “He’s the Man.” Admittedly corny, its
catchy tune was plugged to death over Kansas radio stations at
time rates.

Dr. Brinkley began his preparations in the spring of ’32 by
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taking the temperature of the body politic. He wrote to Harold
McGugin, a good friend in the Congress, who had helped him
out in certain contacts with Vice President Curtis:

“Now I have private detectives traveling over the state,
stopping in filling stations, cheap hotels, bakeries, and things like
that—just visiting around. . . .”

And again to his campaign manager, Brinkley touched on
the same theme: “I have contacts no one knows anything about,
and there is very little that takes place in this state that I do
not hear of.”

The gubernatorial candidate also hired Pinkerton detectives
to study the backgrounds of the politicians in the state. This de-
vice became one source of his power. Indeed, Brinkley may be
credited with an assist, at least, in breaking wide open a state
bond scandal, involving a prominent banking family, which de-
veloped after 1932.

Another activity of this busy time was the employment of
“one C.N.W.” to locate and interrogate Jim Crawford, Doctor’s
old Electro-Medical brother from the Greenville, South Carolina
days. Occupied with the song, the new sound truck, with getting
out a campaign tract entitled “Dr. Brinkley’s Position” (170,-
000 copies in print), his hand in or on everything, Doctor still
had time to consider his personal safety. He wrote to Ernest A.
Dewey, his manager:

“What I want, Dewey, is a bullet-proof vest that goes down
below the waist line and protects both front, back, and sides, and
fits up around the neck because I am not going to be any too safe
along in October and November of this year, facing some of
these crazy mobs. . . . This is to be kept an absolute secret. In
your negotiations you should never let the people you are negoti-
ating with have any idea as to who wants it or anything about
it. Should it become known that I am wearing one, the fellow
would aim his bullet toward the head or some unprotected spot.
. . . My chest is about 38 and my belly is about 40, and 1 wear a
15% collar.”

An invoice dated July 11, 1932, indicated that a size 40 vest
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was purchased from the Detective Publishing Company for $75.
Dewey assured the man who feared that his martyrdom might
become real, that the vest “is exactly like the one worn by Al
Capone, and therefore, ought to be the best available.”

The piece de résistance of Brinkley’s 1932 race was Ammu-
nition Train No. 1. It was a Chevrolet truck equipped with loud-
speakers, electrical-transcription facilities and a collapsible plat-
form for “live” speaking, somewhat like the wagon tail gate that
let down for the same purpose in the days of the old-fashioned
medicine shows. There was no Ammunition Train No. 2.

Doctor loved the truck.

“I just realized,” he said when it was still a nebulous idea,
“that I could put a talking machine on my truck and it could
stop in a lot of little towns where I would not appear in person
to make speeches and, of course, the truck would attract a crowd
and . . . I could make a speech or two from the record . . .
besides, I could make a record of my Sunday talks to boys and
girls, which would give me entré to certain Sunday schools.”

Brinkley liked the records even better, he said to his man-
ager, than “the ‘talkies,’ like you are working up now. ... I
think it the biggest idea I have had; what do you think?”

The Brinkley billboard campaign was massive. Doc carried
his own preacher around with him, a reverend who nightly laid
his petition for the Brinkley candidacy before the great white
Methodist throne. The holier-than-thou stuff was laid on with a
trowel. Before the campaign was over, the minister was censured
by his Methodist brethren for praying and speechifying for the
devil.

Brinkley’s platform stressed taxation as the chief issue, along
with economy in state affairs, public health, the development of
more industries in Kansas. There was to be a colored hospital,
segregated; and reforestation: “The natural enemies of trees in
Kansas are winds, insects and county engineers.” The word
which occurred most frequently in Doc Brinkley’s state papers
of this year was the glorious old word, “free.” About the only
proposition which could conceivably have topped Doctor’s pro-
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gram had already been thought of in Chicago by the late la-
mented James Aloysius Quinn, who proposed to heat the parks.

In the ’32 campaign Brinkley’s delivery was notably im-
proved over his previous performances. He purred, even when
he scratched. There was plenty of hokum, but he put it in a new
way. And when Doctor announced that he would speak, from
nine thousand to ten thousand people were willing to miss the
first picture show, lose out on Amos 'n’ Andy, and buck the
Kansas heat to hear him. That was more than had turned out to
welcome President Wilson or more than heard Cox in 1920,
John W. Davis in 1924, or Al Smith in 1928. Doc was no orator.
But he packed a new electronic punch. He introduced the easy
chair, the sixteen-cylinder golden-brown Cadillac with his mono-
gram on its doors. His was the medicine-show type of gathering,
with ecclesiastical trimmings. By this time the vindication theme
was a bit shopworn, and Doctor quite properly played it down.
But he sensed the power of his “free” offers, and applied them to
every phase of the state government that touched the worried
farmer or the working man who had had another pay cut.

Rough methods, in turn, were used on old reliable Doc
Brinkley. A political sheet called The Pink Rag attacked him
with innuendo and low humor, asked him to give the editor some
lessons in “martyring,” charged that he had deserted his first wife
and three small children. The Pink Rag circulated the Crawford
deposition dealing with Doctor’s experiences in the Greenville,
South Carolina, hoosegow and Crawford himself turned up in
Milford to suggest that, for a douceur of about three hundred
dollars, he would throw down the story he told in the deposition.

How could the voters tell whether or not a candidate was
the poor man’s friend? If he said so himself often enough and
loudly enough, did that make it true? William Allen White in his
editorial chair at the Emporia Gazette, meditated upon these not
entirely abstract questions, especially as they might apply to
Brinkley. Doctor had just made a speech in Emporia.

“Emporia turned out to see him sitting in his circus cage,”
White wrote, “the old patent-medicine man selling his bottles of
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political cure-all to the sick and suffering at new low prices. He
talks the good old language of the circus barker, and promises
the dawn of a new day. . . .

“Entertainment was there for everybody—solos, instrumen-
tal numbers, phonograph records, a rattling good performance of
the St. Louis Blues, a good old-fashioned prayer to start with and
a dance sponsored by the Brinkley club at the close, with pea-
nuts, popcorn and Crackerjack for the crowd.

“Dr. Brinkley’s platform may not hold much for the poor
folks, but he certainly gives them their money’s worth at his
meetings.”

White dismissed various unappetizing stories about Dr.
Brinkley’s personal life which were being passed around. They
were not to the point, anyway, The important thing, he insisted,
was that Brinkley wasn't fitted for the post. “Ie is not a political
crook,” White said. “He just doesn’t know any better.” In a “Save
Kansas” editorial that was widely reprinted, White called des-
perately upon the intelligent people to avert the disgrace which
Election Day might bring upon their proud state.

“Shall Kansans,” the Sage of Emporia wrote, “be greeted by
a jibing ba-a-a-, the cry of the billy goat, when they walk the
streets of other states?”

Brinkley’s campaign was deliberately low pressure. He just
“visited” with the Kansas folks, had little to say about Alfred M.
Landon, the Republican nominee, bore down a bit harder on
Woodring, the Democratic governor who hoped to succeed him-
self. Woodring was portrayed as not bad—just weak; his facility
at fancywork and tatting was not overlooked. When the Brinkley
motorcade swept into little Neodesha, Woodring’s home town,
Doc Brinkley applied the parable of the prodigal son to the local
boy. He went to Topeka with high ideals, said Doc sadly, “but,
like the prodigal son, he fell among evil companions—Guy Hel-
vering and The Kansas City Star, and they, inspired by the devil,
took him up onto a high hill, and told him about the golden bath-
tubs and the ladies’ tatting societies in Washington, and prom-
ised him the Vice-Presidency of the United States—all of these
things they would give him if he would but bow down to them
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and worship them.” Unlike Clrist, the young man of Neodesha
did not say, “‘Get thee behind me, Satan,” Doctor concluded:
“And now, folks, the story of your prodigal son will be as that of
the prodigal son of Holy Writ, for after election, Harry is coming
home.”

The crowd went wild, and in November, Brinkley carried
the governor’s home county.

The “Brinkley fever” passed its high point in mid-Septem-
ber. The preacher prayed as hard as ever. The ammo truck was
connected up with two radio stations. A cowboy crooner warbled
ever more sweetly about a coyote on the lone prairie. Doc Brink-
ley worked his wizardry as of old. But his show was slipping. The
excitement over the national election in a presidential year un-
doubtedly hurt him. Doctor again finished third, although he
carricd more counties than either of the other candidates. Brink-
ley split the Democratic vote, thus causing the defeat of the in-
cumbent, Woodring, and allowing a Republican, Alf Landon, to
become governor. The final score was: Alfred M. Landon, 278,-
581; Harry H. Woodring, 272,944; J. R. Brinkley, 244,607.

Although on Election Day party workers for both the Re-
publican and Democratic machines broadcast fake election re-
turns designed to induce a defeatest psychology among Brinkley
supporters, Doctor received approximately the same percentage
of the total vote as he did in the write-in campaign of "3o.

Willard Mayberry, editor of the Elkhart Tri-State News, and
later Landon’s secretary, wrote to the governor-elect, “Congratu-
lations . . . tempered by shame that our section of the state
went Brinkley. . . . Honestly, it was like trying to sweep back
the Atlantic with a broom. . . .”

Doctor’s last gasp, politically, came in 1934, when he ran for
governor again, this time in the Republican primaries. As before,
he put no ticket in the field, had no organization to speak of. It
was believed around the statehouse that Brinkley, if elected,
would be impeached. As a result, an unusual number of states-
men offered themselves for the office of licutenant-governor. At
the time Dr. Brinkley was, as he phrased it, “temporarily living
in Del Rio, Texas.” There were questions as to his ability to meet
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the residence qualification, but they were not party-inspired.
Doc attacked Landon during the hot July weeks before the
primary, but the old enthusiasm was lacking. On primary day
the temperature was 111 degrees, but Dr. Brinkley was snowed
under.

Brinkley remained to some extent a symbol of radical dis-
content in the turbulent Kansas scene. When the Townsend Plan
came along, a Kansas old-age bloc appeared with some two hun-
dred local clubs to work on candidates for Congress. Their great-
est strength was in central Kansas, the Brinkley belt, and many
old Brinkley henchmen were up to their necks in the clubs.

A year later—in 1937—the Independent Voters’ League of
Kansas announced that it would sponsor a mass meeting for the
purpose of promoting the candidacy of J. R. Brinkley for gover-
nor in the general clection of November, 1938. Sometimes Doctor
would return to Kansas from his new home in Texas to mingle
with the multitude, not quite believing that all was over between
them.

In the fall of 1937, Doc spoke in Elkhart, one of his strong-
holds in the southwestern part of the state. After Dr. Brinkley
had left town “in Oriental pomp and Byzantine splendor,” as The
Kansas City Star got the story from the Elkhart newspaper, a
traveling hawker of cheap jewelry took over the “tip”—crowd—
which had “a Brinkley hangover” and cleaned them out of $175
before they woke up. The paper said that you could tell a Brink-
leyite by the way “he goes about knocking his nice, new, shiny
watch against brick walls to start it again!” Doctor, too, went
around from time to time, testing out his political dream, hoping
that it would tick. Once he eyed the United States senatorship
of the late Morris Sheppard of Texas, but nothing came of it. Dr.
Brinkley was ready to announce for the governorship of Texas in
the spring of 1938 and had his platform all written out. However,
he pigeonholed it for some reason after W. Lee (Pappy) O’Dan-
iel entered the race. The dapper surgeon with the load of charm
couldn’t get his watch to start again.

A few fanatically loyal adherents keep faith even today with
the shadow of Doctor’'s memory. The way his supporters saw him
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is reflected in a remark made in 1958 by the widow of Doctor’s
1932 campaign manager:

“Dr. Brinkley died a broken-hearted man,” Mrs. Ernest A.
Dewey said. “The A.M.A. and The Kansas City Star saw to that.”

It is an epitaph which Doctor would have appreciated. A
different perspective on him is provided in a letter written by
“Bill” White, who had thrown the full power of his pen and in-
fluence against Brinkley in the closing weeks of the ’32 cam-
paign:

“I just went to it hog wild and plumb loco . . . and we shot
the old goat’s guts full of holes and there he lies today belly up.”

Dr. Brinkley’s appeal at the ballot box, viewed now in his-
torical perspective, thrived on the Depression. His popularity
was an expression of radical discontent with the two major par-
ties. Some citizens—as a kind of Rabelasian outburst—voted for
Doctor without fully swallowing his panaceas. His exploitation
of his “persecution” won him the sympathy vote. His counter-
attack on the medical profession rallied all the popular preju-
dices against scientific medicine as opposed to the appeal of
Brinkley’s own surgical mysteries and patent medicines. Brink-
ley used the language of the lodge, appealed to the same type
gullibles who supported Huey Long, Cole Blease and “Big Bill”
Thompson, who once campaigned in Chicago accompanied by a
rat in a cage, whom he addressed as “Fred”—the name of his
opponent.

William Allen White had a theory to explain the supporters
of the Brinkleys, Huey Longs and Big Bill Thompsons. About
20 per cent of the population is permanently gullible, any time,
in any place, White said. “In every civilization there is a moronic
underworld which cannot be civilized. It can be taught to read
and write, but not to think, and it lives upon the level of its emo-
tions and prejudices.” The Brinkley voters deluged him with
protests. They didn’t know what “moronic” meant, but they had
heard about the underworld from the movies. It meant some-
thing wicked. They weren’t wicked, they told White. They were
good Christian people.

“Dear Brinkley voters,” the Emporia editor replied, “you got
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me wrong. I didn’t mean that you were bad. I only meant that
you were dumb . . . credulous in the presence of crooks, sus-
picious in the presence of honest men.”

Brinkley read freely from clippings written by his enemies,
so it followed that he must be honest. He quoted Scripture and
sat on his truck in a “dim religious light,” so he must be a man
of rare spiritual qualities. That went down well in Kansas; so
well, in fact that his sermons were credited with stimulating a
Ku-Klux Klan revival. There were some “Brinkley crosses”
burned on the gentle limestone hills of Kansas. There was at least
one convocation of Klanswomen to mobilize the housewives for
the Milford soothsayer. And no less a figure than Dr. Gerald B.
Winrod, the Kansas Fiihrer, recommended Doctor highly in his
magazine, The Defender, to “All friends of the Brinkley-Winrod
brand of Americanism.” The people were urged by Winrod to
gather together to hear Brinkley and then at the close to pray for
their country.

Looking back on Brinkley as a phenomenon, one may ob-
serve that Doctor developed new methods of reaching the men
as they gossiped around the stove in crossroads stores. The
women heard “the sweet tones and distorted logic of the Brink-
ley voice” as they washed the dishes or churned the cream. A
concourse of habitual nonvoters rose up and cast an unaccus-
tomed ballot for the really sincere guy in the rubber-tired specta-
cles.

Shorn of his radio and medical licenses in Kansas, his dream
of recouping through political leverage gone, Doc reached the
correct conclusion that it was no longer gland time in Kansas.
Once more the surgeon reaped the benefits of long-range plan-
ning. He already had his Mexican radio station going, on which
he had broadcast by remote control during the first Kansas cam-
paign. The Mexican permit for XER had come through, good
for a period of five years. The document was signed by General
Juan Alamazan, Minister of Communications, and carried the
great seal of the Mexican State Department. The XER permit
represented a high moment in the history of free speech, Doctor
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told a cheering crowd at Wheaton, Kansas. During the rugged
autumn of ’32 he had, indeed, had the consolation of knowing
that the understanding and hospitable Mexicans, assisted no
doubt by substantial amounts of cumshaw, had allowed XER to
boost its power to 500,000 watts. That made it the world’s most
powerful broadcasting station. With its right to an input of a half-
million watts all signed, sealed and delivered, the new radio
powerhouse had enough juice to blanket any United States or
Canadian station operating on channels within fifty kilocycles of
its wave length. While they were at it, the Mexicans allotted the
late Kansas broadcaster an extra wave length. Milford’s sun was
definitely setting; Del Rio’s was on the rise, as Dr. Brinkley care-
fully arranged his mantle above his well-shod feet and turned to
“fresh woods and pastures new.”
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Goat Glands
on the
Rio Grande

7% Most striking of all Dr. John R. Brinkley’s fancy didos
was his scheme to pipe his voice by remote control to a foreign
land, get his mail in Texas, and keep his hospital humming in
Kansas. As he saw it, nothing, really, would change. The new
Mexican station, he figured, would easily inherit his enormous
audience. There would simply be, via the radio dial, a march of
the red-necks to the state where a governor could be elected on
the preposterous slogan, “Pass the Biscuits, Pappy.” The Master’s
Voice would blanket the air with the old persuasiveness, the
same intimate, homey way of putting things.

“You people will write to me your symptoms and 1 will pre-
scribe for you as we did before,” Doctor said.

He also had some surgical and medical novelties up his
sleeve which he thought would—and did—give his business a
real shot in the arm.

Back in January, 1931, Dr. Brinkley had paid an exploratory
visit to the proper authorities in Mexico City to discuss the mu-
tual advantages of a radio station concession on their side of the
muddy Rio Grande. “For ways that are dark,” Bret Harte wrote,
there’s nothing like “the heathen Chinee.” But that was before
the Mexicans discovered border radio. If the erection of a broad-
casting station was his purpose, they indicated hospitably, Brink-
ley had come to the right place to make his arrangements.
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Reports filtered back that Doctor would soon open a “very power-
ful” station at Matamoras, or perhaps it would be at Juarez. As
a matter of fact, after three weeks Dr. Brinkley returned to Kan-
sas with an option to build a 50,000-watt station anywhere along
the Mexican border. Alternatively, he said that he might pur-
chase XED at Reynosa, across the Rio Grande from Brownsville,
Texas, provided it could be heard in Kansas.

Meanwhile, the United States Government cleared its throat
and raised its voice. It was not an “official” action, but one of
friendly avuncular warning to Mexico to look out. J. Reuben
Clark, the United States ambassador, called upon General Es-
trada, the Mexican Foreign Secretary, just to fill him in on the
checkered past of the Kansas surgeon who did that operation
where he took a part of a goat and put it into a man, and also
sold liver medicine over the air to strangers with whose livers he
was not well acquainted. The record of the hearing in the case
of KFKB Broadcasting Association, Inc., v. Federal Radio Com-
mission was sent to the appropriate Mexican authorities; also the
record of the proceedings to revoke Brinkley’s right to practice
medicine in Kansas.

Mexico couldn’t have been less interested. For a long time,
the Mexicans had wanted to talk to the United States about the
desirability of a conference which would allot some international
channels to Mexico. But the United States didn’t anticipate trou-
ble from interference, saw no reason to divvy up the precious
frequencies with a small country that didn’t need high-powered
channels anyway. Radio was changing fast. Perhaps the Federal
Radio Commission wasn’t as alert as it should have been. It was
swamped by applications in its own bailiwick, involved in a
maze of litigation, struggling to keep pace with conflicting de-
mands for new allocations, more power, changes in wave lengths.
These matters were coming up at a rate of one hundred to one
hundred and fifty a week. In 1930, for example, the commission
processed nearly eight thousand applications. Current problems
concerned interchanges with Europe, new agreements with Can-
ada.

So—where does Brinkley fit in? “Wait,” as Gene Talmadge
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used to say at his Georgia fish fries when a constituent urged
him to pour on the coal, “I'm a-comin’ to that, boy.” The Secre-
taria de Communicaciones in Mexico City was delighted to have,
in the person of the stocky, bewhiskered Sefior Brinkley, a stick
to beat Washington with, and proceeded forthwith to accom-
modate Doctor without regard for intcrnational amity or the
radio chaos the permit would bring to remote gringo citics like
Atlanta or Chicago. All right, XER would blast the eardrums of
the norteamericanos—so what?

The coming of XER to Villa Acuna was a Del Rio Chamber
of Commerce job. The sharp-eyed secrctary of the outfit, A. C.
Easterling, saw a tiny ncws item in a newspaper. It had a Mil-
ford datc line and said that Brinkley would leave soon in his
private plane to inspect Mexican citics for a border radio sta-
tion. Easterling wrote to Doctor. Brinkley asked about landing
his plane. Easterling was happy to say that Del Rio did have a
“splendid” flying field; an arrow on the roof of the Roswell Hotel
pointed to it. Furthermore, the Presidente of Villa Acuna alrcady
had agreed to provide Dr. Brinkley with ten acres of land for his
station. The Del Rio Chamber of Commerce would guarantee to
get clearance on all permits and concessions. Impressed, Dr.
Brinkley came and inspected. The rest is history.

During the last frenzied weeks of KFKB’s existence, a singer
and banjo player billed as “Cousin Paul” was soliciting money
on the radio to buy a “people’s station” in Mexico for Dr. Brink-
ley at a dollar a throw. It would be dedicated to what Doctor
described as the great principle of “free specch.” A club was
organized. The faithful were invited to a picnic at Milford
(bring your own lunch). They would see good old KFKB once
more, hear Doctor denounce the moncy power of Wall Street,
and read copies of letters of protest over revocation of his radio
license.

Unfortunately, many donors sent their money to Milford al-
though they had been cautioned not to. Thus the uprising of in-
dignant people ran afoul of the Kansas “blue sky” laws, governing
questionable stock-promotion schemes. Ultimately, Brinkley had
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to return the money. Meanwhile, Doc had been carrying on a
hedging operation. Negotiations had quietly been pushed for the
sale of KFKB and contracts had been signed with an insurance
company to sell for a price of $95,000. This gave Doc the money
to start on the construction of XER. But money never was his
problem anyway. When he was ordering the gigantic radio tubes
for his new station, Doctor asked a radio-engincering firm what
they would cost. “Thirty-six thousand dollars,” the engineers said.

Brinkley reached into his pants pocket for his bank roll,
peeled off thirty-six thousand-dollar bills and handed them over,
with the admonition that the engineers should get the tubes to
him as soon as possible.

Thus Dr. Brinkley was able to announce triumphantly in
early October that he was building a 50,000-watt station at
Villa Acuna, across the Rio Grande from Del Rio, Texas. It re-
quired fourteen pages of typewriting to state all of the provisions.
The general intent was that the Villa Acuna Broadcasting Com-
pany could do anything—even start a revolution if it wanted to.
The trick was that Brinkley would simply tclephone the “lec-
ture” from the old Milford studio, or a hotel room in Del Rio. It
was, as Doctor pointed out, “merely a telephone conversation
in the United States.” Doctor planned to open the station for-
mally on October twenty-first. There would be a big fiesta on
both sides of the border, hands across the Rio Grande and all
that, special trains run in from Kansas.

But first the new station had to be operated on an experi-
mental basis. One night Doc Brinkley piled in the juice until he
had perhaps 100,000 watts or more. That was just twice the per-
mitted power of the mightiest legal transmitter this side of the
Rio Grande.

A building was erected for XER in the Spanish style and
the highway from Villa Acuna to the studio was nicely graveled
and oiled. As the station began to send out test broadcasts, there
was a hitch. Las transmisiones, done in English, by American
employees, suddenly struck the Mexican patriots as Yankee im-
perialistic propaganda; and the American ownership of the big
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transmitter was plainly contrary to the nationalistic program of
Mexico. Protests reached Governor Naario Ortiz Garza of Coa-
huila. For a while it looked as though Mexico didn’t want the
goat-gland station either. Doc Brinkley found himself mysteri-
ously barred from crossing the International Bridge to visit his
own property.

“They believed that if they kept me out of Mexico, I would
be unable to talk over my own station.”

The good doctor fooled them. When XER went on the air,
Brinkley’s familiar voice shouted a triumphant greeting to his
friends all over the Middle West. Nothing more could be done
to gag him. He was sitting in a hotel room in Del Rio, Texas,
obeying all the laws, technically, at least, and well beyond the
reach of the Coahuila gendarmes. More sweetener was applied,
and Brinkley obligingly shifted the stock ownership of the Villa
Acuna Broadcasting Company to nominal Mexican ownership,
by “bearer” certificates, which the holders privately assigned
back to Dr. Brinkley. Mrs. Esther O. de Crosby, proprietoress of
a Villa Acuna café was president of XER. The board of directors
and officers included the Mexican consul in Del Rio, the state
senator of Coahuila, and the mayor of the town. The Mexican
Department of Communications thought some more and de-
cided that XER belonged to a group composed entirely of Mexi-
cans, that its erection was strictly in compliance with the law,
that it was run legally and in accordance with all regulations in
force, and that it did not interfere with United States stations.
They noted that any person could use it for “business, scientific,
cultural or literary broadcasting.” Besides, they said, sotto voce,
the station broadcasts in English, not Spanish, so it couldn’t pos-
sibly harm the Mexican public. If XER should broadcast medical
propaganda, it would be up to the Department of Health, not
the Department of Communications, to do something about it.

“Mexican officials were apparently little interested in fusses
originating in the United States,” Doc Brinkley commented, for
he had “been shown every courtesy and consideration.”

“The Spanish-speaking races,” said the Del Rio Evening
News, “have joined the doctor’s radio audience.”
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That is, if they understood English.

It is perfectly true that the situation, satisfactory in the
main, did leave Dr. Brinkley exposed to such recurring small
emergencies as the Mexicans might create from time to time. The
native officials knew how to make things difficult when they
wanted to. Some wiseacres ventured the opinion that Doctor had
been taken. But tell it not on the streets of Villa Acuna, tell it
not in Del Rio. There the concensus was “he is too big for them—
he is the smoothest businessman we have ever seen.”

XER broadcast at 735 ke, spang in the middle of the ten-
cycle separation customary for stations operating on adjacent
wave lengths in the United States and Canada. Any modern
superheterodyne would bring in XER, right between WSB, At-
lanta, and CKAC, Montreal, only two and a half channels dis-
tant from WJR, Detroit. Even WGN in Chicago felt the inter-
ference of XER’s powerful wave. XER quickly made for Doctor
many new friends and a whole flock of enemies, whose kindest
characterization of his new venture in mass communications was
to call it a “radio behemoth.” The average comment in the
United States ran more to describing XER as “Mexico’s radio
outlaw” or a “bootlegger of the air.” These epithets were painful
to Doctor. Once more he saw cvidences of dark conspiracies as
the Journal of the American Medical Association editorialized
that United States radio was in danger of being dominated by
“the lamenting and feeble baa-baa of the castrated goat.” But
engineers looked at each other and agreed that if XER ever
deviated, it would be murder.

Dr. Brinkley was highly indignant over the diplomatic rep-
resentations which were made by the United States State De-
partment at the Mexican Ministry of Communications.

“Believing that my personal business has been interfered
with by the present administration in Washington,” Dr. Brinkley
declared, “I have asked my supporters in Kansas to withdraw
their support from President Hoover.”

Some news reports credited XER with a power of 350,000
watts. Others raised the figures to a cool half million. As a matter
of fact, a year later Brinkley did get the wattage up to 500,000.
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So, while Milford worried and sulked, Del Rio reveled in nation-
wide publicity “such as the heart of the wool and mohair belt of
Texas borderland seldom receives.” The New York Times
wanted to know more about Del Rio, the Chicago Tribune, too,
and The Kansas City Star. Sunday editors needed photos of the
300-foot towers of XER and scenes along what the Chamber of
Commerce called “the colorful and romantic Rio Grande River.”
It was all, the Del Rio Evening News said happily, “page-one
advertising.”

Del Rio was located in semi-arid Val Verde County—ines-
quite and jack-rabbit country, with a good dove season. The
town was known chiefly as a collection point for wool and the
hair of the Angora goat. The ranchers were not excited by the
advent of Dr. Brinkley. They had a feudal point of view that
land and stock were what counted. Their only possible concern
with Brinkley revolved around the speculation: Would Doctor’s
plane bother the sheep? But the Chamber of Commerce was ex-
cited by a development which would bring in a corps of doctors,
radio engineers, hospital help, and an influx of tourists, visitors
and prostate cases, all of whom could be expected to speed up
the horizontal exchange of money in the “Wool and Mohair
Capital of the United States.”

By the time XER had established an office in the Roswell
Hotel, Dr. Brinkley had begun to talk the Texas lingo like a
native son. The giant transmitter was referred to as the “Queen
of the Air” and since its purpose was, as Doctor put it with his
usual fluency, to spread sunshine between nations (leaving out
that Sunday night when XER barreled into Washington on 655
ke, off the reservation by about a hundred ke or so), it became,
naturally, “The Sunshine Station Betwcen the Nations.” But
Doctor was not yet a fully assimilated Texan. He kept his Kansas
contacts fresh and in good working order, fed material to be
printed in the Kansas-edited magazine, Publicity. Under Editor
E. J. Garner, Publicity encouraged the Brinkley clubs to con-
tinue to look to Doctor as a political savior.

“It is hard to forgive and forget,” Doc remarked, looking
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back at some of the skulduggery of the last gubernatorial elec-
tion, “but that is what I am going to try to do. That is one of the
great policies of conduct promulgated by Our Master. Of course
there is a limit . . . we should not forget what was done to the
money changers in the Temple.”

As the residents of the little border city registered all spare
bedrooms for the jubilee, the local newspaper broke out pictures
and stories of the Brinkley domestic background: “Wife and
Scion of Dr. John R. Brinkley, Kansas Specialist and Political
Power.” Doctor’s life struggles, an authorized version, were
spread all over the forward pages of the paper. Flags lined the
streets. A new hangar was built at the Del Rio flying field, and
the city cleared off some of the mesquite nearby.

Kansas visitors who arrived in Del Rio for the festivities on
a share-expense motor trip would find all their old friends from
KFKB on hand—the Old Timer; the Lonesome Cowboy; Mel
Roy, the mentalist, his Austin and his police dog; the Red Pep-
pers; Uncle Bob, the champion fiddler of Arkansas; Fenoglio,
the accordionist, plus a Mexican soprano and lots and lots of Dr.
Brinkley. Del Rio blinked. It was only twelve years since the
town had heard its first homemade radio set, the coils of copper
wire wound around oatmeal cartons, the speaker an old phono-
graph horn. It had been made by Rufus Sterling and people
drove by and parked their cars at the corner of Gibbs Strect
and Avenue E, just to listen.

“Welcome™ advertisements of greeting and felicitation to
XER and Doctor bulked out a special twenty-four-page issue of
the Del Rio Evening News. Villa Acuna interests also saluted
the “Queen of the Air,”—the Toltec Café, Mrs. Crosby’s nitery, a
customs broker.

The Princess Theatre featured the four Marx Brothers in
“Monkey Business” during XER Gala Week. But it is doubtful if
the movie comics unrolled any more frolicsome monkey business
than was hinted at in a story in the Del Rio Evening News:
“The faithful co-operation rendered by the Republic of Mexico
in connection with the preliminary concession and construction
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of radio station XER in Villa Acuna has on several occasions
drawn sincere expressions of gratitude from Dr. J. R. Brinkley.”

On the evening of the first day of “XER Gala Week,” Dr.
and Mrs. Brinkley were the honored guests of the Chamber of
Commerce (one dollar a plate, which included admission to the
dance at the San Felipe Country Club). Doc didn’t make it to
the banquet, nor was he able to begin broadcasting that night
what Gustavo Serrano, Secretary of the Mexican Department of
Communications, regarded as “scientific information.” Doctor’s
plane was forced down at Ranger, Texas. But Mrs. Brinkley
spoke briefly, and Mrs. Lillian Jones Munal, her sister, did a bal-
let dance. A tenor sang. So, with brief remarks, good music and
divertissements, nobody missed the speeches.

Ilarsh and defiant, the mighty wave of XER washed far and
wide over the western hemisphere on crisp October evenings in
1931, jamming Amos 'n’ Andy, brushing aside Charlie McCarthy.
The station sold Mexican curios, pecan candy, opals and other
national products; later branched out into magic, dream books
and fortunetelling, while Dr. Brinkley, the long-distance diag-
nostician, sang the song of the prostate gland and his skill in its
reduction. Four times a day, Doc read heart-rending letters. He
was a wholesaler. He treated one case, but it fitted a thousand.
If there was a sick person between the Mississippi River and the
Rocky Mountains who wasn't listening in to Doc, it was because
he had no radio set. And, often, Brinkley’s routine could be
caught in the eastern part of the United States.

“His signal came in cuite dependably here in Manhattan,”
Robert J. Landry, managing editor of Variety, remembers.

Typically, a Dr. Brinkley program would open up somewhat
like this: first came an announcement of the correct time and
then station identification: “XER, the Sunshine Station Between
the Nations, at Villa Acuna, Coahuila, Republic of Mexico.”

Then the announcer would say: “Ladies and gentlemen; we
have just heard that beautiful music ‘Little Star,” sung by Mexi-
co’s Nightingale, Miss Rosa Dominguez, accompanied by our
Classic Quintette, Theme Song of Doctor J. R. Brinkley, of Mil-
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ford, Kansas, helper of mankind, who addresses you at this
time each day from the Hudson Gardens—another garden, a
man and a wife distributing fruits from the tree of life. (conc
SOUNDS ) 6:47 P.M.”

And then came the magisterial voice of Dr. Brinkley:
“Greetings to my friends in Kansas and everywhere; you are
listening to Doctor J. R. Brinkley, of Milford, Kansas, speaking
to you. . . . Here I take up a letter from a gentleman in Waco,
Texas, and I hope they are hearing me because this gentleman is
President of that company up there in Waco—a corporation; he
has hemorrhoids. . . . Here is a letter from Duluth, Minnesota.
. . . This gentleman should send twenty-five cents to The Brink-
ley Hospital and ask for our ‘Blue Book,” and find out about the
prostate, and he should also read The Story of Paw and Maw!
He is now about on his last legs—this gentleman—unless—
(static); if he has his prostate removed, it would kill him be-
cause his kidneys are in bad shape and his heart is in bad
shape. . . .

And then there was a Mrs. Hines in Wichita, Kansas, with
whom Doctor was frankly annoyed because she couldn’t stick to
her diet: “. . . what she needs is the Women’s tonic and the
Constipation and Kidney Medicine, and I almost feel like spank-
ing her like I would a great big kid if she don’t go on a diet.
. . . Next letter is from Union, Missouri; he is badly constipated;
he don’t know whether his eyes need a pair of glasses or not. . . .”

Dr. Brinkley understood the patients’ desire to talk; also
that their encomiums would later prevent their spreading unfa-
vorable reports. Meanwhile, the testimonialists, like the Judas
sheep at the stockyards, led new prospects to Brinkley. An eld-
erly listener would sink into his casy chair beside his radio, a
good insurance risk. By the time he heard Doc’s pleasant “Good
night” he was a doddering old wreck.

For a couple of years, Dr. Brinkley maintained a residence
in Del Rio, occupying it on his flying visits to the city. Then came
the stunning news that the Brinkley Sanitarium would be moved
to Del Rio, with a retinue of some forty persons arriving about
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November 1, 1933—staff surgeons, nurses, fumniture, equipment
—the works, bag, baggage and drugstore.

“Tell those folks that Dr. Brinkley statcs he has a purchas-
ing agreement for Del Rio property and that his staff will occupy
it November first,” Doctor announced as he stepped from his
plane. “It becomes necessary to reduce expense in the conduct
of my business. . . .”

The news that the gland specialist and stormy petrel of
politics was to shake the dust of Kansas from his fect was greeted
with unrestrained enthusiasm by Del Rio and by the political
sachems in Kansas. The feelings of the physicians of Texas were
perhaps adequately expressed in the words of Dr. T. J. Crowe:
“We want to know what we can do to get him out.”

“I have never been a man to take my troubles to other peo-
ple,” Brinkley once said of himself. But he went into a good deal
of detail about the move to Texas. For one thing, the cost of
piping the Brinkley voice from Kansas to Mexico was about ten
thousand dollars a month. With a depression on, and the times
being what they were, Doctor thought that was too much.

“Mrs. Brinkley, Johnny Boy, and I are down here in Del
Rio, Texas, because we were too poor to longer pay the tele-
phone-line charge from Milford to Mexico, and live in Milford.”

While the Brinkleys were trying to make an honest dollar in
borderland, two doctors employed at the Milford “San” de-
camped with files, prospect lists and Doc Brinkley's secretary.
They set up on their own, offering the same scheme at a cheaper
price, first at Rosalia, Kansas, and later right under Brinkley’s
nose at Milford. To fifteen thousand of his friends, Dr. Brinkley
wrote indignantly:

“If your heart goes out in sympathy to we two mortals who
have suffered so much abuse and lost almost everything because
we have dared to do something for suffering humanity—then I
know your sense of loyalty will cause you to support Dr. and
Mrs. Brinkley and not those who have abused our confidence.”

When Dr. Brinkley spoke of having lost almost everything,
he must have been speaking impulsively, surely in a moment of
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discouragement and without counting. With his paranoic drive,
he found it unendurable that other men should reap a reward
from the magic name of Milford. In his fury, Doctor razed every
evidence of the Brinkley empire in Milford; even his own home
fell before the bulldozers. Only a small brick building stands to-
day, a part of station KFKB, amid trees, weeds, plowed land,
weed-grown sidewalks and tumbled gateposts.

Dr. Brinkley’s bitterness toward the “fellows who worked
for me taking my goat glands” spilled over into complaints
against the town, too:

“If they wanted a new preacher or a new carpet or a new
coat of paint on the church, let the Brinkleys pay for it. The
preacher’s salary had to be paid by the Brinkleys if he received
it. If any street lights were to be put in, let Brinkley put them in.
If any streets were to be paved, let Brinkley pave them. . . .
Let Brinkley support everybody and operate on everybody free.
... When I came to Milford they did not have anything. Now
Milford is a modern town, fit to live in because Doctor Brinkley
and Mrs. Brinkley have lived there.”

Perhaps there were elements of truth in all the explanations
Brinkley gave of the departure from Kansas; to which may be
added the supposition that he knew that sooner or later United
States radio law would catch up with his remote-control scheme.
In early October, 1933, the Brinkley furniture was loaded into
big vans, the equipment from the hospital, too, and a caravan of
some thirty families, together with the souvenir of Doc’s political
aspirations, Ammunition Train No. 1, went thataway—to Texas.
Dr. Brinkley and family and the cash on hand left Milford for
Del Rio by plane. Mrs. Brinkley had custody of the money. Some
$54,000 was moved to Del Rio through regular banking channels.
An item of $20,000 went into a yacht. There remained $80,000
in bills. Mrs. Brinkley carried them in the plane with her and
kept them around the house for incidental expenses. The money
was part of an estate estimated to be worth over $187,000. Her
auditor added that this did not include $100,000 worth of build-
ings. The nearly two hundred thousand dollars was just, as he
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put it, testifying at Del Rio, “what she landed here with, so to
speak.”

None of these figures included Mrs. Brinkley’s lumber com-
pany, mink coats, diamond tiara, her Anaconda Copper Com-
pany stock, and “a few other little stocks that I can’t recall”—
it's Doctor speaking—“different little pieces of real estate . . .
and she may have a little cash on hand.”

There was another item. Early in 1933 the Brinkleys became
worried about the future value of their money.

“Roosevelt was devaluing the dollar at the time,” explained
Dr. Brinkley. “Mrs. Brinkley withdrew money from the bank and
added it to her $80,000 to make it an even $100,000.

“That night we kept the cash under special guard at the Del
Rio National Bank. The next day our plane pilot took the $100,-
ooo and flew it to Canada.” . . . The money stayed in the Royal
Bank of Canada at Sault Ste. Marie until 1935 brought calmer
times, and then Mrs. Brinkley repatriated the money. So, there
was something salvaged after all out of the years of Dr. Brink-
ley’s slaving for sick folks up in Kansas; a “nut,” in carnival-
show language, for the new start in a promising location. The
actual ownership of this money later became the occasion for an
exciting game of legal cops and robbers in the District Court of
the Western District of Texas, Bankruptcy Division, to which
Doctor, with the best will in the world, was not able to con-
tribute much solid information. Some of the money, he told the
eager creditors, was “really her own.” But, “Mrs. Brinkley and I
have never counted pennies, swapped dollars, you know, or said

“This is yours and this is mine.”
‘ Gloom hung over Milford as the Brinkley motorcade rolled
toward the Rio Grande, and the wreckers applied pick and
crowbar to the town’s chief taxables, to turn them into large piles
of splintered wood, garnished with doors, window frames, wash-
basins, lighting fixtures and sinks. A community entirely de-
pendent upon the Brinkley “San” realized with resentment that
the wholesale wreckage had been planned deliberately by Brink-
ley to keep anyone from conducting another hospital there. A
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large “Brinkley for Governor” campaign poster opposite the hos-
pital site was smeared with yellow paint. Indignation probably
reached its peak on a Saturday night when citizens of the town
that once wanted to change its name to “Brinkley” took chisels
and cut the name of Brinkley off the front of Doctor’s old drug-
store.

In Del Rio, Dr. Brinkley leased a substantial portion of the
Roswell Hotel. He established his offices and reception facilities
on the mezzanine floor, where Don Howard’s office is now. There
old couples sat like frightened buzzards, regarding Doctor wist-
fully as he brushed past during his busy day. Doc was the aloof
type. He liked to be admired and revered—no one more so; but
at a safe distance, and under controlled conditions. He resem-
bled a cat in that respect. Mrs. Brinkley, as receptionist, shook
their hands and asked how they were and suggested that they
take a walk while they awaited their turn. The old-timers—from
Evening Shade, Arkansas; Beulah, North Dakota; Hamlet, In-
diana; and Cash, Arkansas—appreciated Mrs. Brinkley’s “moth-
ering” and shuffled gratefully out into the hot sunshine, moved
hesitantly along Garfield Avenue, clustering on South Main and
Loyosa Streets. With the old men, the palms, the bright sun-
shine, it could have been St. Petersburg in Florida—except for
the coffee-colored peons draped along the curbs.

It was generally understood that Dr. Brinkley did not do
the goat-gland operation after he landed in Del Rio except in
special cases. Brinkley said he didn’t do it at all. But it is re-
membered that Doctor once tethered goats on the lawn at his
home on South Loop Drive. Ilowever, at some time in the year
1933, it appears that Brinkley did abandon his original technique.
The goat, whose healthy glands Doctor had celebrated in many
a touching strophe, was now revealed in Doctor’s literature to
be diseased and unsuitable as a donor of tissues peculiarly use-
ful to old men.

“There was a lot of kidding and joking about this gland
business,” Doctor admitted. “Many patients it was found out in
their home community that they had been down to Dr. Brink-
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ley’s Hospital and got a pair of glands, lots of men’s wives were
sensitive to the gland work. . . . It isn’t necessary to transplant
glands any more, because we have commercial glandular prepa-
rations that we can buy on the market and inject to take the
place of the glandular transplantation.”

It is one of life’s little ironies that Brinkley’s early rejuvena-
tion publicity had so taken hold of the popular imagination that
he was typed until his dying day as the goat-gland man. Doctor
still devoted himself to the troublesome male gland, the prostate.
And it still cost $750 to get the prostate reduced. But now Doc-
tor had a new surgical wrinkle. It was a procedure in which
the surgeon cut the tube leading from the male sex glands, and
squirted a drop of Mercurochrome up the duct. Later there was
a still newer model operation in which Dr. Brinkley ticd the tube
off with a suture on the theory that the result would be an in-
crease in secretion of the male hormone. This operation Doctor
called his “Steinach No. 2.” Most experts were convinced that its
apparent temporary success in some cases was due to the power
of suggestion and the fact that Dr. Brinkley filled his patients with
an intravenous injection of testosterone. During the two days
following the treatment, Brinkley’s customers voided the Mer-
curochrome, deeply impressed. A man knew then that somcthing
big and scientific had happened to him. But “All of Brinkley’s
patients,” a Del Rio physician conceded recently, remembering
the old rowdy days in Del Rio, “insisted that they had more
libido after the operation.”

Doctor even made a sporting proposition out of the new
treatment. Those patients who came to the hospital at a specified
time and had their prostate reduced were divided into groups
of ten. The one who wrote the best postoperative letter, complet-
ing the sentence, “I consider Dr. Brinkley the world’s foremost
prostate specialist because . . .” would receive a certificate with
a red seal on it, “like a notary.” The XER announcer, Don Ilow-
ard, would read the letter over the air, and the lucky winner
would be given an Oldsmobile car free.

Dr. Brinkley dropped the goat-gland surgery with some-
thing like a dull thud.
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“The operation and treatment that I am now giving is no
more like the one given in Kansas than the day is liken unto
night,” he declared. And nobody but nobody was going to deal
himself in on this one. “Realizing that I had made wonderful dis-
coveries which I felt I should keep for the benefit of Mrs. Brink-
ley and Johnny Boy, I decided to discontinue the use of the other
doctors. . . . My confidence had been so grossly betrayed . . .
that I decided to never again allow any physician to know my
new discoveries.”

Who, but Brinkley, would have had the boldness to hit the
customers again after they had had his ministrations in the hotel
operating room? But for one hundred dollars Doctor gave them
his Formula Number 1020, so called because the ampules held
20 cc’s and because the medication (hydrochloric acid in water)
was in proportions of one to a thousand; hence 1-0-2-0. Formula
Number 1020 was odorless, tasteless, and came in various colors,
red, pink, and the pretty blue of methaline. It was the extra
“touch” familiar to all new car buyers—like the porcelainizing
job, the radio, the undercoating. The ampules cost Doctor 18
cents each, in quantity. Formula Number 1020 was essentially
water. Del Rio city water to which Doctor added a dash of in-
digo dye would do nicely—water and bluing at one hundred dol-
lars for six small bottles.

The Journal of the American Medical Association, reporting
on the composition of Formula Number 1020, admitted that Dr.
Brinkley was tops in his field.

“Centuries to come,” it said editorially, “may never produce
again such blatancy, such fertility of imagination or such ego.”

Eager to recoup from his Kansas reverses, Dr. Brinkley stepped
up the pace of his special offers: “Guaranteed Prostate Treat-
ment for January for only $250.00” was followed by similar “news
you have been waiting for” in February, March, April and May;
likewise June, July and August. Hurry, hurry, the letters said.
Don’t stop to write—wire. Come directly to the Roswell Hotel.
Go to the mezzanine floor and register at the Brinkley desk, with
Mrs. Brinkley or her sister, Mrs. Munal. The telephone number
was Del Rio 74.
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The most popular operation, for the masses as well as the
classes, was known as the AvERAGE MAN’s TREATMENT. It was
not necessarily given by Dr. Brinkley personally. There was also
a de luxe version called THE BusiNness MaN’s TREATMENT. This
one definitely secured the personal services of Dr. Brinkley, with
a lifetime guarantee, the privilege of writing to Doctor and get-
ting an answer, of coming back for a recheck. And you could
have your urine examined every six months rree. This operation
was a combination of medical and surgical procedures, worth
fiftcen hundred dollars, but the two together could be had by
tired businessmen, suffering from loss of pep and coated tongue,
for one grand. This model was for men who pride themselves on
owning “the finest automobiles, the finest homes, the best horses,
best diamonds, best works of art.”

There was a good deal of self-revelation in that last stanza!
As a humanitarian gesture, Brinkley also stocked the Poor FoLks’
TREATMENT, consisting of the examination and intravenous in-
jection only; no cutting included. The poor folks could board out
in town for a dollar a day. If that was too expensive, there was
still another deal: send your symptoms and two dollars for Dr.
Brinkley’s written opinion of your condition. Or, send Brinkley
three dollars for a “medicated container,” collect a twenty-four
hour urine sample and mail it to Del Rio for a complete chemical
examination. Doctor called it a “kimmical examination.” Or, send
for Clement Wood’s 332-page clothbound book about Dr. Brink-
ley’s early struggles, and later troubles for only one dollar. Send
thirty-five cents for Dr. Brinkley’s Doctor Book, and get with it a
free copy of Doc’s lecture on cancer of the prostate. Remember,
your prostate was once normal. Usually voluble and explicit,
Doctor seemed sometimes to be overwhelmed by the problems
of communication between man and man. Once he said, rather
plaintively, “I don’t know how to talk to you any plainer than I
do.”

Doc told how to get to Del Rio by all forms of existing trans-
portation, how to bring the money, and reminded his patrons to
beware of pickpockets. For those who lacked either cash or a
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checking account on which Brinkley could wire, the business of-
fice would take the family jewels at a conservative appraisal, or
slap a mortgage on the old home place. So efficient was the de-
partment of the hospital charged with credits and collections
that some patients are known to have found themselves actually
stranded in Del Rio. A part of the appeal of the Brinkley “San”
lay in the idea that going to see Brinkley was a kind of Southern
vacation. Doctor was quite a hand for the chamber-of-commerce
talk. Del Rio was located “where Summer Spends the Winter.”
There the “latchstring” was always out in good old Southern
fashion. Dr. Brinkley made a quick and successful adjustment to
the land of the purple sage and the outsize demitasse cup, where
everybody, it seemed, had a little ole oil well of his own.

“This is Dr. John R. Brinkley, of Del Rio, Texas, speaking
to you from my home and hope you are having the lovely
weather that we have in Del Rio. Just wish you people in the
frozen North could see the trees with green leaves, the roses and
other flowers in bloom. . . . We have three hundred and fifty
rosebushes and will have two lovely fountains with colored lights
through them, showing all the colors of the rainbow . . . when
you arrive in Del Rio, come directly to the Roswell Hotel.”

Tempting diversions were placed before Doctor’s prospects.
They would want to see the famous San Felipe Springs, the
Quemado Valley, where the cauliflowers grow madly. They
could see Old Mexico at no charge except the fifteen-cent bridge
fare, walk around shady Hidalgo Park with the bandstand in the
center, revel in the sights of quaint Villa Acuna, including the
two quaint steel towers of XER, backed up by a third directional
antenna offset toward the south to make sure that the radio wave
shot north.

Perhaps, Brinkley’s literature hinted, you'll find an opportu-
nity to invest your money in Del Rio and decide to stay in the
“Queen City of the Rio Grande.” In any event, there would be
an interesting time socially. On Wednesday afternoons, the
Chamber of Commerce entertained Brinkley’s patrons and their
friends. On the sixth day after your operation, you and your
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lady would be entertained by Judge and Mrs. John J. Foster in
their handsome Italian-style residence in the beautiful Hudson
Gardens section. On Tuesdays, Mrs. Foster held a ladies’ day re-
ception.

There was a somewhat enigmatic promise that the Brinkley
country home with its colored fountains and unusual landscaping
“will be something that you will long remember.” It was not
spelled out clearly whether the ligation of the vas deferens and
the IICL injections in various colors included the privilege of
seeing the inside, or only the outside, of Doctor’s estate.

Meanwhile, the Brinkley literature urgently invited you to
come—come.

Dr. Brinkley’s Hospital brought an eye-popping twenty-
thousand-dollar-a-month payroll to the little city of twelve thou-
sand people, larger receipts for the United States post office.
Brinkley’s presence was worth a thousand dollars a month at
one department store. Hotels, rooming houses, tourist camps
filled up. When big money comes to a small town, it is bound to
make a splash. Doctor needed automobiles and insurance and
banking facilities. He had risk capital to invest. He represented
more news and advertisements for the local newspaper, more
photographic work for the II. Lippe Studio. Doc’s compulsion to
go to law—"litigious paranoia” is a recognized disease—meant
work for local attorneys.

The unsung benefactions of Dr. Brinkley were said to be
numerous. Some of those which were adequately sung included
the Shriners” Crippled Children’s Home in Kansas, Father Flana-
gan’s Boys’ Town. Coming nearer home, Doctor offered to match
dollar for dollar all donations the Del Rio Rotary Club would
make to its student loan fund. At a single luncheon, when the
members raised eight hundred dollars, Doctor good-naturedly
anted up a similar amount. Both Del Rio and Villa Acuna
learned they could count on Christmas baskets and a free Christ-
mas tree from Doctor, who also provided uniforms for the Villa
Acuna police.

Society and business alike were exhilarated by the addition
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of this remarkable man who could occupy the pulpit of the Meth-
odist Episcopal Church on Layman’s Day with all the unction of
a man who had been anointed by a bishop, and dicker on Mon-
day with the management of the Hotel Roswell to put up a sign
“Brinkley Hospital” which would make it appear as though the
whole building was the hospital. For a Southerner born and bred,
Brinkley was, they vowed, enough to beat the Yankees. Every-
body soon knew the Brinkleys and Johnny Boy, with his body-
guard and confidant, Joe E. OToole, and the Brinkley chow dog,
Rex.

As XER, the radio “Queen” of the gun and gallop country,
gradually increased its input of wattage, its transmitter had
power enough, wrote Robert J. Casey, of The Chicago Daily
News, “to light the street lights in Calgary.” Dr. Brinkley had
made a real discovery in radio. He learned that beyond the pri-
mary listening area of XER, there was a vast, although thinly
spread, audience of chump listeners. American radio, by con-
trast, catered to a concentrated, primary audience. A United
States station located, say, in Texas, did not expect to pull busi-
ness from the state of Washington. But Doc’s big Mex station was
out to grab the bucks from a far-flung rube audience which
would like to help the Reverend Dr. Sam Morris bring back Pro-
hibition, get thirty-five to fifty miles on a gallon of gas, buy some
stock in a gold mine. XER ferreted out the people who were
eager to send in a dollar to what one humorist called “Dollar Rio,
Texas” for a diploma to hang their walls, people who wanted
the secrets of handwriting made plain to them, or needed hot tips
on how to hold the affections of their sweethearts.

The border station with the big muscles was distinctly come-
on. It attracted a raffish mob of advertisers who purchased the
time Dr. Brinkley did not need. All the tricks of the side show
and midway were on display over XER, and on a national scale.
The Golden Circle Coffee Co. of Kansas City operated an end-
less-chain sales plan. A mentalist, who had come down from
KFKB, known in the trade as a “spooker,” had a book for a buck.
He was succeeded by Koran, an old-time carnival crystal-gazer,
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who headed an occult mystic circle known as the Mayan Order.
Koran wore sideburns, favored a goatee and printed his litera-
ture in brown ink on beige paper. XER also offered an East In-
dian yogi, who dealt with spiritualistic phenomena. There was a
hymnbook and family register deal, with a picture of the Last
Supper thrown in. Peruna worked the box-top angle, and Sinose
was, of course, for sinus. Sound effects of cheeping heralded an
interminable commercial for Carter’s Champion Chicks. And ev-
ery so often a Mexican voice said something about Mexico, just
to keep up appearances.

A fruity bass sang gospel songs, and Evangelist Eugene F.
Smith recited religious poetry as a build-up for his book about
the Second Coming—"“a month from now may be too late.” Ster-
ling Insurance spiced the evening hours with “I Wish That I
Could Shimmy Like My Sister Kate” and sold penny-a-day burial
insurance. The underlying idea was to write to a Del Rio post-
office-box number and send your dollar.

The evening broadcast of Dr. Brinkley was preceded by a
novelty as unique in its way as Doctor’s own performance. It was
the half-hour program of a blondined uplifter called Rose Dawn,
who did horoscopes, pitched perfume, sold a book on how to
make your personality flower. Rose Dawn would also pray for a
listener for one dollar. A real pro, she watched her ratings like
a hawk. Once a woman wanted to sce the prayer shrine where
the work was done. Rose was almost caught flat. But she was re-
sourceful and quick, took the listener to the local Baptist Church
and said, in substance, “This is where.”

Rose Dawn worked out an astrological plot for Dr. Brinkley
every month, which indicated that the pcople might yet send
their medical servant to the White Ilouse. Brinkley accepted the
fantasies of the Patroness of the Order of Maya solemnly as
modern instances of the prophetic gifts of old. Rose was a famil-
iar and unforgettable figure as she rolled through the streets of
Del Rio in an orchid-colored automobile with cerise upholstery,
green wheels and green steering wheel.

XER featured a parson who explained that he was against
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the Jews because they owned the booze. “The Singing Cowboy”
thumped, twanged and sang “The Song of Sam Bass™:

“Sam Bass he came from Indianapolis
Or maybe it was Fort Wayne . . ”

On Sundays and holidays Doctor provided a religious or inspira-
tional program. His weekday broadcasts were more secular.

“Can men be reactivated?” a dulcet feminine voice asked
significantly. Then a virile male chimed in, “Write to the Brink-
ley Hospitals for Dr. Brinkley’s Book.” This duo was followed by
a torch singer called “The Girl Friend.” And then it was gland
time. Dr. Brinkley would explain that he could not be entirely
comprehensive over the air on the subject of prostatitis. But he,
too, had a book, and go per cent of all males, it seemed, had the
enlarged organ which, if cancerous, ate out the bone marrow and
led to an agonizing end. The book classified thirty-eight symptoms
associated with the derelictions of this “robber gland.” Doctor
could pulverize with the scare stuff. Before having your prostate
removed, he suggested, go to your local undertaker. Ask him the
death rate from prostate operations. Then look at the tombstones
in the graveyard. Cancer of the prostate is on the increase.

A North American Radio Conference was held at the City of
Mexico in July, 1933, for the reallocation of wave lengths. Brink-
ley was an obvious target. The Conference was a brilliant fail-
ure. Charley Curtis, the former Vice President of the United
States, rushed off to Mexico as Brinkley’s fixer. There, possibly
under the misapprehension that Mr. Curtis was still in office,
President Rodriguez gave him a formal audience and he was
feted by the Foreign Minister. At the conference, the Mexicans
decided to stick with Curtis, Brinkley and the goat glands.

But early in the following year the Mexicans did an about-
face. The Mexican Department of Communications got worried
about whether Dr. Brinkley was really a doctor, whether he was
properly registered in Mexico, whether he was complying with
Mexican law governing medical advertisements, whether he had a
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special permit to broadcast by remote control in English. Daily
fines were assessed against XER, amounting eventually to six
hundred thousand pesos; more, according to Brinkley, than the
station was worth.

After Dr. Brinkley had ignored the fines and two court or-
ders, the license of the big, friendly station which claimed 27 per
cent of the listening audience in the United States, was revoked.
Mexican soldiers in Villa Acuna refused to obey orders from the
central government to confiscate the station—perhaps Dr. Brink-
ley had bought them their uniforms—but federal troops moved
in from Monclova and the situation tensed. Brinkley at last com-
plied with the order to close down. He said he did it to spare
Villa Acuna the ravages of war.

“The Mexican people will suffer,” Doctor mourned, as the
station was sealed up and guarded by the Mexican soldiery.

Dr. Brinkley laid this “interference” to underhanded work
by WGN, Chicago, the Chicago Tribune, and the chairman of the
American radio commission. Doctor’s difficulties with the Federal
Radio Commission were transferred to the newly constituted Fed-
eral Communications Commission by the Communications Act of
1934. But the troubles remained the same.

Brinkley was inconvenienced, but not silenced, while the
XER affair was being adjusted. His voice was soon heard on
XEPN at Piedras Negras, across the River from Eagle Pass, and
from stations in Kansas, Missouri, Colorado, South Dakota and
Iowa.

One fine morning Dr. Brinkley smiled, crossed his legs and
leaned back in his chair at the breakfast table with his half-
emptied coffee cup in his hand. A dreamy, happy look crossed
his face as he allowed how, if Mexico definitely forced him to
shut up shop, he might put out to sea in his own radio houseboat
to carry on his educational work. He had recently bought a 150-
foot yacht, one of the most luxurious in the United States. It was
the Shadow K, formerly owned by Carl G. Fisher. It was now in
drydock at Miami, Florida, for refitting and christening as Dr.
Brinkley I1. The radio transmitter could get its punch from the
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yacht’s engines and the resourceful Doctor could undoubtedly
find plenty of countries which would sell him an air wave. He
could shoot into the United States from Lake Huron or the Gulf
of Mexico or some nice vacation spot in the Caribbean.

This widely reported démarche was never carried out. The
fall of 1935 brought the news that mighty XER was back again
with the new call letters of XERA, under the ownership of a new
corporation, the Cia Mexicana Radiofusoria Frontieriza, S.A.;
“Something like that,” Doctor said. “I can’t pronounce it.” The
company was equipped with a full set of Mexican officers and
managed by two knowledgeable gentlemen, Ramon Vasques
and Walter Wilson, brother of Dr. Brinkley’s muscular Howard
Wilson. The station’s rated wattage was 500,000 but a third
tower set to the south as a directional antenna, gave the effect of
a million watts beamed to the north. The big, brash station snug-
gled in between KOA, Denver, and WWL, New Orleans. The
fines levied against XER were never paid, and Doctor got a pass-
port. There had been a change of government in Mexico.

Or, as Doctor said, leaning back, “We were able to contact
parties interested in our obtaining justice.”

It was a veritable “merricle” and Dr. Brinkley must have got
a honk out of it. Once more the Thunderer came muscling in on
the air lanes, playing hob with reception, causing fading, trem-
bling, squawking on American stations raided by XERA. There
was plenty of excitement in the early hours on the American
broadcast band, with the rupture cures, electric bow ties, grave-
stone bargains and divine healers, selling blessed and anointed
cloths to apply to the place where it hurt—anointed in the mail-
room! The spooks were back, advising people to leave their hus-
bands or wives, take music lessons, sell their businesses, buy oil
leases. The letters from “Anxious” and “Puzzled” were subcon-
tracted out for answers at five cents each. Doctor, of course, re-
sumed his talkathon, with such power that when he got off his
line about “Stop letting your doctor two-dollar you to death”
(“That is a new one,” he said), it was commonly reported that
this deathless message jumped out of the telephone receivers.
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Increasingly, when airplanes were still unusual, Dr. Brink-
ley’s plane was a familiar sight in the skies of Texas, flying con-
tinuous missions of mercy and prudence—to pick up a well-
heeled patient for the Brinkley Hospital. And often and often,
when any silver shape appeared overhead, say, at Lubbock, a
saucy daughter would cock an eye skyward and say, “Pa, that’s
Dr. Brinkley coming for you!”
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. « « But You Can’t
Take the Country
Out of the Boy

7% It has been indicated that Dr. and/or Mrs. Minnie T.
Brinkley was or were pretty well fixed when they arrived in
Del Rio. Between October 15, 1933, and January 1, 1938—four
and a quarter years—Doc Brinkley entertained somewhere in
the neighborhood of sixteen thousand patients in Del Rio. The
gross income from the hospital alone—leaving out the contribu-
tion to earnings of Formula Number 1020, the constipation, liver
and athlete’s foot medicines, or any other source of income—has
been estimated at something like twelve million dollars. Some
weeks it was said to run as high as fifty-five thousand. Obviously
the opinion of any outside observer who had not seen Dr. Brink-
ley’s books could be in error by a few million either way. Even if
Doctor had kept books—which he didn’t—it is doubtful if they
would have been enlightening. Dr. Brinkley ridiculed the'idea
that he had ever made more than one hundred and twenty thou-
sand or one hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars a month,
which works out, taking the more conservative of his two figures,
at eight million for his Del Rio, or middle, period.

Dr. Brinkley was not usually chatty about his financial af-
fairs. But he did say on one public occasion that his income in
1936 was either a half million dollars or a million, he didn’t re-
member which. The next year things picked up. The gross was
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one million, one hundred thousand. Doctor refcrred to it as
“eleven hundred thousand.” It sounded better that way.

“I have a nice practice,” Dr. Brinkley admitted when
pressed.

Just to get these figures in scale, the average income of a
general practitioner in regular medicine at the time was between
$3,000 and $3,500 a year. A specialist made from $6,500 to $7,000.
One of Dr. Brinkley’s most engaging traits was his undisguised
delight in his material success. He was loaded, and he frankly
enjoyed being Westchester-rich. Doctor had heavy expenses, of
course—payrolls, annual retainers for a battery of lawyers, travel
expense for the airplane and regal vacations on the yacht. It
required $100,000 a year to keep the Mexican radio permit
alive. Brinkley, who knew no Spanish, had to maintain a man in
Mexico City to keep the contacts working, not only with dollars
but with tact and sympathy; which meant paying some attention
to national cultural interests, such as learning about bulls and
the finer points of bull fighting.

But even after allowing liberally for all sorts of unusual and
unlikely expenses, Dr. Brinkley was able to live like a maharajah
and still put aside a few dollars against a rainy day. Along the
way, Doctor accumulated about a dozen Cadillacs. He never
could remember the exact number.

“As to how many automobiles it is I have now, I will have to
go to counting up,” he explained. He also had three fine yachts,
a Lockheed Electra plane, a ranch in Texas, a goat farm in Ok-
lahoma, an estate of sixty-five hundred acres at La Porte, North
Carolina, in his native Jackson County, once the property of the
parents of his first wife.

In colorful Old Mexico, as Doctor might have phrased it,
he owned a farm, at Muzquiz. There were two citrus groves,
Number 1 and Number 2, in the fast-developing Lower Rio
Grande Valley. Among his other Texas interests were oil wells,
an advertising agency and a fernery. In Arizona, Doctor took a
flier in a gold mine, and at home in Del Rio he owned a substan-
tial interest in a finance and loan company. To take care of his
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cash flow, Doctor maintained twenty bank accounts in ten banks
located in five states and one foreign country. Brinkley’s resi-
dence had two safes in it. Their purpose? “For the purpose of
putting valuable papers and things in them,” Doctor said laconi-
cally.

At various times Dr. Brinkley operated two other radio sta-
tions in addition to the “home” station of XER. One was XEPN
at Piedras Negras, Coahuila, with the station office at Eagle Pass.
The other, XEAW, was at Reynosa, Tamandepas, across the
River from McAllen. Both were powerful stations, souped up in
the Rio Grande manner, cutting in on wave lengths used by
United States and Canadian stations. Each demonstrated the
truth of what Doctor often pointed out: “Radio waves pay no at-
tention to lines on the map.”

XEAW advertised a Brinkley Branch Ilospital at San Juan,
near McAllen, for treatment of rectal diseases, situated in an
orange and grapefruit grove, surrounded by a hedge of athol,
with leaves like peacock feathers. The nights were delightful,
the winters like June in the North. Roses bloomed the year
around, fortunes were made in truck gardening, and rectal clin-
ics. Get this straight, the circulars said: San Juan for rectal
troubles. Del Rio for the old prostate.

“Dr. and Mrs. Brinkley and Johnny Boy,” the ads said, “in-
vite you to come to this lovely land of annual flowers, perpetual
sunshine, grapefruit and oranges.” And bring your colitis with
you.

XEPN was closed by the Mexican authorities for alleged
violation of the sanitary code, and eventually the station burned.
Ownership of XEAW passed to Carr Collins, well-known Dallas
insurance man and politico. Collins was the proprietor of Crazy
Water Crystals which, with the good help of XEAW, enjoyed a
great vogue among those afflicted with constipation, bad com-
plexion and excess acidity. Crazy Water Crystals, “effective after
all other treatments have failed,” proved upon analysis to be or-
dinary Glauber’s salt: a horse physic.

John R. Brinkley, the poor little rich boy, might well have
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said, in an expansive mood, “God has given us the prostate; let
us enjoy it.” He certainly enjoyed being a diamond fancier. N. T.
(Nevada Ned) Oliver, the old Indian medicine doctor, used to
parade his wagon with a banner which proclaimed THE GREATEST
DISPLAY OF DIAMONDS EVER SEEN IN THE WORLD AT NEVADA
Nep’s 816 INDIAN VILLAGE TONIGHT. The gag was that Oliver’s
blackface comedian stepped out of a chest in a fancy suit made
of thousands of playing cards—diamonds. Such a banner might
have been raised over Dr. Brinkley’s balding head and it would
not have been a joke. His stones could be seen and roughly
evaluated, at home or abroad, on the yacht or in court: for every-
where that Brinkley went the gems were sure to go. And they
were the real McCoy, about one hundred thousand dollars’
worth of sparklers, Millard Cope, a Texas newsman, once esti-
mated. The radio orator would have been the winner in any dia-
mond sweepstakes, even over glittering Hope Hampton or the
ghost of “Diamond Jim” Brady.

On his left hand, Dr. Brinkley wore a ring with a stone
which weighed 12.92 carats. It was about the size of a quarter.
His right-hand finger ring was set with an 11-carat diamond. On
his lapel twinkled two diamond-studded lodge pins. When he
shot his cuffs, the links flashed like navigational blinker lights.
Doctor sported a tiepin that was a masterpiece of gent’s jewelry,
set with a huge pear-shaped diamond about six carats in weight,
surrounded with an inch-high arch of good-sized stones. To keep
his tie in place, Brinkley chose a bar clasp two inches or more
long and three fourths of an inch wide, bearing more diamonds
set in a row. He wore it just above the top of his vest. From his
heavy watch chain a Shriners’ emblem dangled and blazed.

Aside from the diamond pyrotechnics, and the times when
he marched around in more than Oriental splendor in his uni-
form of a Kansas Admiral, Dr. Brinkley appeared to be a little
man with a red, gray or white goatee—depending upon what
year it was—and possibly a bit too carefully dressed. He looked
like a small-city banker who had turned out for a state associa-
tion meeting. The boy who had known bitter poverty in the
North Carolina mountains, who had wrapped gunny bags around
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his feet in place of shoes, was something of a show-off. “You can
take the boy out of the country,” as the saying went, “but you
can’t take the country out of the boy.” Doctor wanted to dazzle
people. He wanted power and place. Touchy, often crude, yet
magnetic, despite his mountain ways which he never put behind
him, Brinkley was attractive to men and to women. He was a
Jekyll-and-Hyde personality.

In a public place, such as a courtroom, Dr. Brinkley would
sit quietly chewing on a toothpick and combing his beard. He
carried in his vest pocket a combination tooth and ear pick. It
was gold. He used it to pick his teeth, explore his ear and nose,
and then viewed the results according to one observer, “with a
tender, solicitous expression.” Something of his appearance in
these triumphant Del Rio years may come through from the in-
structions sent to an art firm in Knoxville, Tennessce, for hand
coloring a twenty-by-twenty photograph: “Hair to be light brown,
gray at temples, beard and mustache gray and a little reddish
brown. Blue eyes, fair complexion, dark brown horn frames on
glasses. Stickpin, large diamond. Shrine pin, white gold. Dia-
mond Rotary pin, blue and gold, large diamond in center.

Post card views of Dr. Brinkley, his wife, his small son, the
studio and antennae of XER, his private plane, the Brinkley es-
tate (with an inset of a log cabin), were on sale at all curio
shops and tourist trading posts in Del Rio. To what extent Doc-
tor regarded them as helpful to his business, and to what extent
they were simply the expression of a colossal conceit, remains
a question to which there is no certain and completely satisfying
answer. He was blatant, and he was appealing. He was smart.
He was devious. Yet he could be naive, as when he said, depre-
catingly, “I imagine there are many men who are probably
greater than I am.”

The durable doctor’s prospects for getting some fun out of
his money looked good in the later ’thirties. Certain situations
were clearing up. For one thing, Dr. Brinkley quietly dropped
his libel suit against The Kansas City Star and an action for
slander against Dr. Fishbein.

“He never expected to try them,” commented the Emporia
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Gazette. “He realized that their charges were easily susceptible
of proof.”

Another suit of similar character, for six hundred thousand
dollars against the Amarillo Globe-News and its publisher, Gene
Howe, who had called the Del Rio medico “the world’s greatest
bunk artist,” was dismissed. The Mexicans were tractable for a
change. The throughput of the hospital was at full capacity. The
move on the part of the Texas State Medical Board against
Brinkley’s license had petered out. All the physicians of Texas
could do, lamented Dr. T. J. Crowe, Secretary of the State Board
speaking of Brinkley, Baker and their colleagues in the border
radio jungle, was to beat the tails of the serpents. Their heads
were over the Rio Grande.

In the days when a steam yacht was a satisfying status sym-
bol, Dr. Brinkley became an ardent yachtsman and admiral of a
fleet of three ships. He started out modestly with The Amazon,
115 feet long, cruising her on the Great Lakes. Working up from
there, Doctor’s second yacht, a 2500-horsepower diesel which he
called Dr. Brinkley I1—for advertising purposes, he said—had
eight staterooms, glassed-in quarter-deck, and required a crew of
fourteen men, including stewards, chefs and wireless operator.
In the Dr. Brinkley 11, over half a million dollars was done up in
150 feet.

Every June, Dr. Brinkley knocked off work and cruised for
three months or so, with his wife and young son, a governess,
sometimes accompanied by a daughter of his earlier marriage
and by various other relatives; also Dr. Osborn and G. A. Mac-
Donald, Brinkley’s plane pilot. Joe E. O'Toole was captain of
the yacht, with MacDonald often taking the helm. Brinkley
found that under these congenial circumstances, as the Dr. Brink-
ley II knifed lazily through northern waters, he could recharge
his own batteries, and think up some new “extras” for the hos-
pital. The cruises were enlivened by such side events as Doctor’s
shooting a buck on the island of Anticosta, off Labrador, landing
a 6go-pound tuna off Nova Scotia, or the yacht’s running aground
at Chebogue Point when making for Yarmouth in a dense fog.
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Everybody took to the lifeboats while a police cutter sped to the
rescue.

On festive occasions, Dr. Brinkley draped his increasingly
heavy figure in the admiral’s uniform which he was entitled to
wear under an honorary commission which Governor Walter
Huxman had issued to Doc and certain other water-minded citi-
zens of land-locked Kansas. Doctor was inordinately proud of
his maritime splendor and once autographed a picture of him-
self in his admiral’s outfit to a pal, ]J. Travelstead, editor of the
Del Rio newspaper, “To Warrior Travelstead, from Fighting Ad-
miral Brinkley.” For casual dress Doc affected the yachtsman’s
blue coat and white pants. When visitors came aboard he would
assure them that the ship had a well-stocked cellar, lift his glass
in the nautical fashion and say, “Glad to have you aboard, sir.”

When he berthed his floating palace in the Potomac, at the
foot of O Street, Washington, “to renew old acquaintances,” Doc-
tor would naturally make a few political comments: As to the
Roosevelt administration, “they’ve spent too much.” Although he
was The People’s candidate when he ran for office in Kansas, Dr.
Brinkley was not sympathetic with Senator Huey Long’s Share-
the-Wealth plan. “I'm just like any other rich man,” he explained.
Of his own political future, Brinkley said in 1935, “I'm not a can-
didate—I don’t want to be President,” adding impulsively, “I'm
not presidential timber.”

Doctor relished recalling his humble beginnings in Jackson
County, North Carolina. He told anecdotes of the mountain life,
and showed a picture of a log cabin—the one which was on sale
in Del Rio and represented his putative birthplace. Dr. Brink-
ley said that money had never gone to his head.

“You probably noticed how easy I was to meet,” he once
pointed out. “We're simple people; just as easy as an old shoe.
Even in an admiral’s uniform I don’t get all swelled up.”

Brinkley wasn’t egotistical in the ordinary sense of the word.
He was simply awed and immensely pleased with himself,
completely open about it. If he is a fake, Ernie Pyle once wrote
after an interview on the Dr. Brinkley II, “I wish he would give
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me some lessons in fooling the public. I could do with a yacht or
two myself, even Dr. Brinkley’s other one, the little 115-footer.”

The high point in Dr. Brinkley’s seafaring career was the
acquisition of his third and last yacht, the Dr. Brinkley 111, after
disposing of her predecessor to “the President of Venezuela.”

“The one I have now is a mighty nice yacht,” he said of
number three. “Yes sir!”

Boat Number 3 was considerably larger than Number 2, re-
quiring the services of a twenty-one man crew, all with “Dr.
Brinkley” on their jumpers in letters one inch high. A frequent
caller in Nova Scotia waters, Dr. Brinkley proudly nosed his new
yacht into the harbor at Liverpool, Nova Scotia, to her berth at
the Irving oil dock, while harbor craft saluted and the water-
front whistles and sirens blared a welcome. The Dr. Brinkley 111
was formerly the Caroline, once owned by Joe Schenck, the
movie magnate. Doctor told the Liverpool Advance that Douglas
Fairbanks and Lady Ashley spent their honeymoon on her.

“Thrice welcome, Dr. and Mrs. Brinkley,” said the Advance;
“you are more welcome than the flowers in May.” Doctor later
priced the yacht to which the Duke of Windsor took his bride
for their Mediterranean honeymoon, but the tag read one mil-
lion dollars and Doctor shook his head. Lindbergh, Joe Schenck,
Douglas Fairbanks, Edward and Wallis—Dr. Brinkley’s contacts
with the denizens of the great world were tenuous, indirect, us-
ually connected with some deal, but precious to him, neverthe-
less. They were fully utilized from a publicity point of view.

Nothing demonstrated Doctor’s flair for the unusual more
than his luxurious residence and its sixtcen acres of lush greenery
in the driest part of Texas. The mansion, known as “Palm Drive
in Hudson Gardens” stood hardly a coyote’s howl from the
muddy Rio Grande. Two pairs of towering iron gates ornately
spelled out in letters the name of “Dr. Brinkley” and provided in-
gress and egress to and from the curving drive that led to the
front entrance of the house. One gate was always locked. The
other was guarded by two huskies and three biting geese. Dr.
Brinkley tried various color schemes on the house, with acces-
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sories in related colors. When it was pink, the family cars were
fire-engine red. Later its stuccoed walls, the drives and walks,
were all brilliant apple-green, and so were all the block-long
automobiles in the Brinkley garage, including Johnny Boy’s—
green to match his mother’s after she turned in her red Cadillac.
These decorative periods came and went on a trial-and-error
basis. There was a red, white and blue phase; the house—white
stucco; paths—blue; front door—red, with a small ivory stork
over it. Swimming pool, built sight unseen on orders radioed
from the yacht (cost: $22,500)—parti-colored. The closely sheared
lawns of Bermuda grass remained green, which was perhaps the
most remarkable feature of the Brinkley showcase, considering
the climate.

Dr. Brinkley could move at will by land, air or water. So
far as high-powered motor cars were concerned, Doctor might
easily have qualified as a fleet operator. The “flagship” car was a
long, low, rakish Cadillac with a custom-built body on which the
name “Dr. Brinkley” appeared in thirteen places, from hubcap
to trunk. The owner of the vehicle was also identified by a gold-
plated radiator cap. Doctor could ride and advertise at the same
time.

In this lush, man-made paradise, mid pergolas, pools and
palms, Dr. Brinkley could fondle his huge Galapagos tortoises,
mingle with his flock of pet penguins (who didn’t seem to like
Texas weather), sniff his roses, or gaze across the river at the
comforting sight of the topless towers of XERA, boldly etched
against the skyline. Musing upon the brevity and vanity of this
life, Doctor would point out to interested visitors a twenty-foot
bronze winged victory in the “front yard,” which he had picked
out to mark his grave, and the marble group of the Three Graces
which was to perform a similar mortuary function for Mrs. Brink-
ley’s grave at some future date. Also done in the round was the
Roman she-wolf of the Romulus and Remus legend, a statue
eight feet long, in which the twins were having their classic way
with the patient she-wolf.

At night, Dr. Brinkley’s hacienda was an even more memor-
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able show place. For one thing, it was prettier then. Neon lights
flashed and played over the home place set amid the sage, over
the eight-thousand-bush rose garden, over the tiled lily pool,
the two fountains (five thousand dollars each), throwing water
thirty feet in the air, each column shot through with changing
multicolored lights. If a caller didn’t catch the name on the gates,
it was still possible to tell who lived there. Splashed across the
base of the fountains in fluorescent lighting was “Dr. Brinkley.”
Inscribed at intervals in the gold and blue tile walks encircling
the swimming pool, and in three places on the pool itself, was
the inevitable “Dr. Brinkley.”

Unfortunately, there was not to be found among the per-
golas and penguins a restoration of Dr. Brinkley’s natal cabin.
This was not due to an oversight.

“One of the regrets of my life,” Doctor said, “is that I cannot
bring the little log cabin that was my mother’s home down here
with me and re-erect it on my premises. I do have the old iron
kettle in which we cooked beans sitting on a table in my parlor.”

The interior of the imposing residence looked like a furni-
ture shop. That is, it was done in the eclectic style, crowded, a
little bit of everything, all expensive, each piece or item with its
“story”—where it came from, what it cost. The rosewood piano
had belonged to Norma Talmadge. The bit of Chinese tapestry
was six hundred years old and had been given to Doctor on his
world tour by a member of the Chinese royalty. The album of
pressed flowers came from the Holy Land, as did the Bible
bound in wood. It was inscribed in Dr. Brinkley’s own hand,
“This Bible was bought by me in Bethlehem,” with the date. Dr.
Brinkley made a hobby of collecting things. In one room he ex-
hibited a collection of perfumes valued at more than five thousand
dollars. He was just as likely to return from a world cruise with a
collection of cameras as of turtles or flamingoes; of Chinese cos-
tumes, freak dogs or shotguns.

“If you forget to get anything anywhere,” Mrs. Brinkley once
said, “you can always pick it up in Suez.”

The décor was what a newly popular movie star of the
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‘twenties or ’thirties might have put together. The walls of the
dining room were almost covered with photographs of Doctor in
the first five of the seven stages of man, including his yachts,
planes and other luxuries. There was a five-foot enlargement of
the estate, with insets of Dr. Brinkley and the missus. At each
place around the dining table, a name was carved—"Dr. Brink-
ley.” The name was also embroidered on every napkin. Doc’s
fishing trophies were displayed in this room, the Gold Cup
awarded to KFKB, a set of English bone china with the Brinkley
home place reproduced in the middle of each plate. Here, too,
was displayed the gold service on which the Brinkleys dined ev-
ery Sunday evening.

The living room was a man’s room—walnut-paneled walls
and ceiling, heavy candelabra. The room’s focus was the narrow
table where Dr. Brinkley sat when he broadcast from his fire-
side. It was incised: “Dr. Brinkley.” At one end of the room a
flight of stairs led upward. At the other stood an electric pipe
organ (eleven thousand dollars) on which Captain O'Toole
played. Over the organ was draped a gold tinsel cloth, a sort of
throw, suggesting the elephant’s cloth at the circus, ornamented
with the words, “Dr. Brinkley.” The organ bench was similarly
identified. From a single vantage point a visitor could see six
photographs of Dr. Brinkley, including the top eye catcher of
them all, illuminated with the soft glow of its own indirect
lighting. It was five feet tall, hand-colored, showing Doctor full
figure in his naval uniform, with gorgeous epaulets, the tunic
laced with gold braid, bicorne hat and ceremonial sword. There
was one picture on display which was not a photograph of
Dr. Brinkley, or his family or his possessions. Yet it scarcely rep-
resentcd a change of subject. It was a shot of Rose Dawn and
her husband, Koran, with a long, gushy inscription to the Brink-
leys, “inspirers of thousands.”

A separate wing of the residence was set aside for young
Brinkley and his companion, once the nursery, later called his
“bachelor’s quarters.”

“He’s extremely interested in medicine, and he’s going to be
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a doctor,” Mrs. Brinkley explained. “But not an advertising doc-
tor. Lots of our family have been doctors, but not advertising
doctors. It’s too much grief and struggle. Why, the A.M.A. are
battling you all the time, and I certainly don’t want Johnny
Boy to grow up into that.”

Perhaps Dr. Brinkley’s year of greatest happiness and sense
of fulfillment was 1937. In that spring, he was busy with his oil
leases. He opened an office in Luling, Texas, as headquarters for
his deals in Caldwell County where intensive development work
was going on. Doctor was drilling in the Number 1 Trammel in
the Branyon-Luling trend and was in the chalk at twenty-one
hundred feet. He also had taken two large blocks on the Guada-
lupe County side of the San Marcos River in the Wakefield. He
had achieved a satisfying sense of identity with the Del Rio com-
munity. His charities had proved to be bread thrown on the
waters: the candy and fruit at Christmastime for every child in
Del Rio, the typewriters and desks he gave the high school for
its commercial department, the stuffed tuna fish referred to in an
earlier chapter. He established a fund of twenty-five thousand
dollars for a public library building provided the town met two
conditions; first, that they should raise a similar sum; and second
that the building should be named “Dr. Brinkley Library.” Doc-
tor often showed the film of his fishing exploits off the Nova
Scotia coast without charge. He liked the Texas sunshine and the
people and the social situation where they segregated “Mexican
children from white children,” in Doctor’s own phrase. In one
instance Brinkley’s warmth toward Del Rio overflowed into a
full-page advertisement in the Del Rio Evening News, describ-
ing his home and art treasures, pointing out the substantial
amount of employment he gave to Del Rio working people, un-
der the heading: “Dr. and Mrs. John R. Brinkley and Johnnie
Are Friends of Del Rio.”

In return, Del Rio did not skimp on its recognition of its
most celebrated new citizen. To those he appealed to, Doctor
was, as an old-timer with vivid Brinkley memories recently
phrased it, “a little Jesus Christ.” Brinkley was elected to the
board of directors of the Chamber of Commerce. He was elected
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President of the Rotary Club in recognition of his infusion of new
blood into the city’s economy, of his generosity in donating time
over XEAW and XERA for Rotary Club purposes, and his con-
tribution of radio talent when the ladies’ day luncheon was
moved across the river to the patio of La Macarena, a restaurant
in Villa Acuna, six blocks from the bridge and one left. Del Rio
gladly sold Doctor’s post cards, listened to his radio programs
and ate his grapefruit.

With the fervor of the converted, Doctor’s enthusiasm for
the border country showed clearly that he had become accli-
mated. Del Rio had, Brinkley said, “an imaginary arch of Wel-
come on all roads leading into this Valley of roses, resting on the
pillows of Peace and Love.” There was, as a matter of fact, at the
city limits, a sign of welcome which was not imaginary. It said,
“This is God’s Country—don’t drive like hell through it.”

There were dissident elements in the local Rotary Club,
and considerably more in the state and national Rotary organi-
zation, which doubted that the famous rejuvenation specialist
was Rotary material, let alone presidential timber. But the Brink-
ley tide was running too strong for them in ’37. Doctor did
splashy things. He pepped up the local scene, and won the
crowd. Doctor’s election went through and as a consequence Del
Rio Rotary was for a time in the doghouse with the national
officers.

If the Rotary Club was divided in its opinion of Doctor,
there was no doubt that Doc was whole hog for Rotary, as he
stepped to the lectern and declared:

“I was born a Rotarian, because its ideals have ever been
my ideals. . . . I will not betrray your confidence . . . we live
in perilous times . . . all who read and think must have fore-
bodings . . . I thank you again . . . I will carry your flag. . . .”

The spirit of Rotary, Brinkley said, was “shot to the core
with the sunshine of love” and “nothing thrums the strings of my
heart more” than the Rotarians of the forty-seventh district, “all
bound together by chains of fragrant blooms and golden sun-
rays.

¢ Doctor paid tribute to the “greathearted but poor people”
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whom he knew in the mountains of western North Carolina. His
Kansas friends made his heart beat a little faster when he clasped
their hands in his. He had seen the great buildings of the East,
the towering mountains of the West. But he had met no finer
people, in North Carolina, in Topeka, in New York or among
the peaks of the Rockies, than the Rotarians of the Rio Grande
valley. “Rotary,” he said, “binds us with ribbons of satin and silk.
It holds us with carved links of burnished gold.” The speaker
described his remarks as simple “horse-sense philosophy”; and
added a caution against the welfare state and the infringement
of private initiative. Ile closed with a surprising statement:

“I had rather know that you were true and honest and up-
right . . . than to know that your check was worth a million
dollars on the bank.”

This was a new Brinkley.

Later, visiting Rotarians were introduced by cities: San An-
gelo, Crystal City, Villa Acuna, Piedras Negras and so forth. Mrs.
Earl Miller, the Del Rio club’s Rotary Ann, offered two piano se-
lections, “Juba Dance” and “Turkey in the Straw.”

In late April, the Brinkleys pulled off the largest spring festi-
val and lawn party ever staged in southwest Texas; “Hospitality
on a heroic scale,” the Del Rio Evening News called it. Both “Dr.
Brinkley” gates were thrown open promptly at five thirty on a
Sunday afternoon. Guests registered in a book at the “In” gate,
retaining their numbered invitation for identification purposes.
They were requested not to cut or pick the flowers or dig up the
shrubs and to keep off the grass. Ladies received Japanese para-
sols as favors at the gate. Door prizes were announced over the
loudspeakers.

The wife of the Secretary of the Chamber of Commerce
read a poem written for the occasion, and a fortuneteller read the
cards in a booth. Music was provided by the Gunter Ilotel or-
chestra from San Antonio, and the pupils of a local dancing class
performed “Japanese Cherry Blossoms.” Dr. Brinkley grected his
guests over the P.A. system at eight p.m., Mrs. Brinkley and
Johnny Boy at nine p.M. Special set pieces of fireworks were ex-
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ploded after each of the Brinkleys’ remarks. The grand finale
came with a sign which spelled out “Good Night,” a kind of
gracious “Guests, Go Home.” Meanwhile, twenty girls in Jap-
anese pajamas had served 1,380 guests, who ate 12 hams, 192
chickens, 2 cases of eggs, 70 pounds of canapes, 250 gallons of
punch, 4o gallons of fruit cocktail, 35 gallons of chicken salad, 9
cases of celery, 15 crates of oranges and 6 gallons of grecn olives;
and an icehouse full of lettuce, apples and green peppers. Butch-
ers from local meat shops carved, while bombs burst overhead
to display figures of dogs, cats, airplanes, ducks and soldiers on
horseback, floating off on the breeze and gradually getting larger,
more elaborate and louder.

A month later, Dr. and Mrs. Brinkley, their son and his tutor,
sailed for Europe on the Queen Mary, Doctor as a delegate to
the international convention of Rotary Clubs at Nice.

During 1937, Dr. Brinkley assumed more and more the
character of a public figure in his radio talks over XERA. He
spoke as a philosopher, a thinker, a moral leader and elder
statesman rather than as a narrow technician with scalpel and
syringe. He often adverted gratefully to the “rugged individual-
ism which charactcrized my environment and my upbringing in
the tree-sheltered mountains of western North Carolina.” One
radio talk was called “Tribute to Mother.” There were little
homilies on eventide and the beauties of nature, hard work, true
success, the dreamer, the preciousness of a good name. Dr.
Brinkley said that he had been asked if he felt at home in Texas.
He answered the hypothetical question in “Home in Texas.” He
was, he said, at home with good people everywhere, and espe-
cially in Texas where “men are men, women lovely queens.” He
sat in his rocking chair, sometimes when he had a minute, the
stars hanging low over the roof and “the mocking birds sing so
sweet, that it feels just like heaven was moving in.” Doctor
twined the flags of Temperance and Americanism and held them
high. But Robert E. Lee and Mother usually tied for the honors.

In his farewell address before leaving for Europe, Doctor
said, “I am going to enjoy the splendor of the Queen Mary,
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pride of the passenger ships that travel the Atlantic’s trackless
paths.” In his flower-filled suite he would meditate on the little
180-ton Mayflower, the Alps and old Roman cities. He would
see the blue Mediterranean and think upon the Caesars. At the
tomb of Napoleon he would reflect upon the vanities of a life of
pomp and circumstance. But never, never, would he forget his
radio audience:

“I have an affection for all of you out there in radioland

. and I am going to come back when the gold of the sun is
in the autumn leaves. . . .”

The Brinkley party returned to the states aboard the Nor-
mandie in a suite consisting of living room, dining room, and two
staterooms, not “little bitty staterooms”—the tutor, Lowell Brown,
speaking—“where you had to crawl up one over the other to get
in bed. They were nice-sized rooms. You didn’t climb up. They
had twin beds in them.”

There was one slight mischance to mar the smooth and
otherwise delightful crossing on the Normandie. Dr. Morris Fish-
bein and his family were also first-class passengers. As ship-
board acquaintances began to ripen, Dr. Fishbein found it nec-
essary to direct his son to keep out of the swimming pool when
young Brinkley was around it.

“I think Dr. Brinkley’s son and Dr. Fishbein’s boy played
together for two or three days,” said the Brinkley tutor, “until
they knew whose sons they were. In fact, I visited with Dr. Fish-
bein’s daughter and played ping-pong with her a few times,
and we drove a golf ball into a blanket hanging on the ship
there, and along about the second or third day I visited with her
I casually remarked to her if she knew who my boss was and
she said no, and I told her and she was interested in asking what
kind of man Dr. Brinkley was.”

There were several near encounters between Dr. Brinkley
and Dr. Fishbein. On one occasion, Dr. Brinkley, walking on
deck, paused expectantly in front of Dr. Fishbein as he sat in
his deck chair. Dr. Fishbein dropped his eyes to his book. Again
there was a face-to-face meeting on the day the Normandie
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docked in New York; and another at the Waldorf-Astoria IHotel
where Dr. Brinkley occupied an elaborate suite. It occurred at
the reception desk. Dr. Fishbein turned and walked away from
the man he had described as a blatant quack. Brinkley’s career
was a subject which he was soon to take up again. A few months
later an article entitled “Modern Medical Charlatans,” written
by Dr. Fishbein, appeared in Hygeia, the health magazine of the
American Medical Association. In the context of a historical ac-
count of quackery, the article went over Dr. Brinkley’s life and
works in a brief, pungent and highly uncomplimentary manner,
including references to the incidents occurring on the west-
bound voyage of the Normandie.

Dr. Brinkley was not pleased when he read: “In John R.
Brinkley, quackery reaches its apotheosis,” and some additional
remarks about “shaking shekels from the pockets of credulous
Americans.” In fact, Doctor considered that said Morris Fishbein
did publish and print what he had to say in an unlawful manner,
wickedly, maliciously, without cause or excuse. His manner was
defamatory, in Dr. Brinkley’s view, and his design was to injure
Doctor’s good name, to injure him financially and to impeach his
virtue. Therefore . . . but this is anticipating.

In Europe, Dr. Brinkley had sensed the threat of war.
From the fall of 1937 on, his Sunday-night talks were devoted to
international politics, with a strong isolationist slant. Don’t let
American boys be slaughtered “in protection of foreign invest-
ments,” he said. The clock has struck. The hour is late. Watch
out for entangling alliances, meaning with Great Britain. Arise,
Christian patriots. Doctor spoke admiringly of General George
Van Horne Moseley, thought the Dies Committee too soft on the
Reds. In Kansas, Publicity saluted Doc’s “wonderful campaign
against war” and urged its readers to “send a few dollars to the
anti-war fund in Del Rio.” Write to your Congressman. Write to
Brinkley. Subscribe to Publicity. The picture of the hypothetical
Brinkley log cabin began to appear in Publicity.

And then the editor let the cat out of the bag. Dr. Brinkley
“would be a real choice for the Republican party to nominate
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for President in 1940.” Rose Dawn began to talk up Doctor’s
presidential chances in between plugs for her book on person-
ality development. Mrs. Brinkley leaked the information that
her husband had received “five hundred thousand unsolicited
letters urging him to run in 1940.”

This was all Doctor’s doing, of course. Like Bernarr Mac-
fadden, he really dreamed of the presidency. For the moment, he
was The Most Happy Fella.
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High
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7% Dr. Morris Fishbein stepped out of the Medical Arts
Building in Dallas one noontime with his friend Dr. Edward H.
Cary. Suddenly a stranger walked up to him and touched his
body with a paper. The man was a bailiff, the paper a lcgal sum-
mons to appear in the United States District Court of the West-
ern District of Texas, at Del Rio, and defend himself, to wit:
against a charge of libel based upon two articles which appeared
in Hygeia in January and February, 1938. The articles, already
referred to, placed John R. Brinkley in a high position among
contemporary operatives in the profitable but twilit ficld of
conning the public. For this unwanted distinction, Dr. Brinkley
was asking compensation of $250,000.

Dr. Brinkley’s income in 1939 was down to “about $810,000,”
he said, a drop of a quarter of a million dollars, which he at-
tributed to the going over he received in the Hygeia articles. It
was generally recognized, however, that the money angle was not
paramount with the man who worz a fortune in jewelry on his
person. He would be the happiest man in the country, observers
felt, if he got a one-cent verdict—vindication, as his friends
called it. A court victory over Dr. Fishbein would be equivalent
to a win over the American Medical Association, the sweetest
thing in the world to the old antagonist of what Brinkley termed
“jealous doctordom.”
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This time Dr. Brinkley was not bluffing. He meant to carry
the fight to the enemy. The case of John R. Brinkley v. Morris
Fishbein, which had its moments of tension and of levity, was
tried in a small, oblong courtroom in the Del Rio federal build-
ing before a mixed company, including the civics class of the Del
Rio High School, which came to see what made our judicial sys-
tem tick. One Del Rio humorist suggested that the vocational
class in agriculture should have come, too—referring, of course,
to Doctor’s goat-gland background, which was explored quite
thoroughly during the trial. Every seat in the room was filled by
a crowd that gathered an hour before each day’s session began.
No standees were permitted by Judge Robert ]J. McMillan, who
ran a taut ship. Would-be spectators lined up outside the door, as
the patrons used to do in front of a popular movie house. About
eight out of ten of them were women. During the trial the civics
class may or may not have been enlightened as to our legal sys-
tem, but they unquestionably got a good grounding in certain
phases of human physiology.

The courtroom was adorned with charts, graphs, pictures
and blackboard diagrams of the usually censored parts of the
male anatomy. They were far more explicit than any men’s room
murals ever seen at the San Antonio Airport or in the Del Rio
railroad station.

This scrap represented Dr. Brinkley’s boldest challenge to
organized medicine. It was a supreme effort, a kind of Pickett’s
charge, made in full knowledge of the records accumulated in
earlier proceedings in Kansas and Washington, D. C., the deposi-
tions and transcripts of testimony lined up like artillery, ready to
be fired in a stout defense. One of the peculiarities of a libel suit
is that the plaintiff may quickly become, in effect, the defend-
ant, as the real defendant probes into the complainant’s career
and reputation in an effort to demonstrate that whatever was
written was the truth. As the court remarked during the second
day of the trial, “A man that comes into a libel suit practically
puts his entire life in issue.”

With his usual dash and impetuosity, Dr. Brinkley had
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moved toward a showdown. The question arises as to why Dr.
Brinkley brought suit on Hygeia’s remarks about him. Usually
smooth, disciplined, sustained by a sense that any publicity was
good publicity for his business, Brinkley was, in this instance,
baited to retaliation by such statements as:

. . . All sorts of efforts had been made to remove him from
the air, but without success.

. . . He performed “peculiar operations” in his Del Rio Hos-
pital.

. . . He demanded his pay in advance, and obtained it by
high-pressure methods.

.« . “You send him your dollar, and you get your pill.”

. . . The United States Post Office ought to act against Dr.
Brinkley because of his use of the mails.

. . . On shipboard neither Doctor nor his wife engaged in
conversation with the other passengers because he wouldn't take
a chance on what would happen when his identity was revealed.

. . . Still “the money rolls in, which proves that the wages of
sin is not always death.”

The defense pleaded that the statements made about Brink-
ley were the truth; that the opinions advanced were based on
fact and were reasonable, honest and expressed without malice,
representing fair comment upon a matter of public interest, “for
justifiable ends,” within the meaning of the Texas statute. The
articles were, therefore, privileged. The defense was able to get
the whole text in evidence, rather than the selected portions
complained of. Dr. Fishbein looked upon the whole matter as
routine.

“Pve faced thirty-five million dollars’ worth of libel suits and
have never settled or compromised one,” he said cheerfully. He
added that he had no personal feeling against Dr. Brinkley. “My
job is to write . . . for the protection of public health . . . my
exposition of various quacks is like dissecting away a malignant
tumor from a normal body, and off the body of science,” he ex-
plained. “I conceive of people who make unwarranted and ex-
travagant claims as to results as a menace to public health.”
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Asked on the witness stand what his point of view was on Brink-
ley, the Chicago editor answered, “It is negative.”

Outwardly, Del Rio was much more excited by the fifty-
three hundredths of an inch of rain that fell during the trial than
in the proceedings going on in the federal courtroom. Inwardly,
though, Del Rioans were hoping for a victory for Dr. Brinkley.
The big story, it was said on the street corners, was not a con-
troversy between the noted Chicagoan whose medical writings
were known to millions of Americans, and the Texan whose goat-
gland operations and radio broadcasts had put him in the public
eye. The big issue involved in the court battle was whether the
American Medical Association should be the guiding factor in
medical circles or whether Dr. Brinkley was to take off on a new
course, rocketing toward heaven knows what spectacular new or-
bit. Intertwined in the outcome, said his friends, might be politi-
cal ambitions. Quien subeP—what next? in the language of the
border country. But it was generally agreed that if the jury of a
dozen West Texans gave Brinkley the triumph he sought, it
would represcnt a great setback for the code of medical ethics
maintained by the nationwide organization of physicians and,
conversely, would turn loose the greatest publicity barrage the
country had seen yet for whatever goal Dr. Brinkley had in
mind.

“I am the man who originated the goat-gland operation,”
asserted the dignified, blond Brinkley as he took the stand,
stroking his whiskers with a diamond-studded hand, before a
jury composed of men, mostly ranchers. It was a jury which
could appreciate the proclivities of a billy goat as well as any
group in the world. Brinkley had two substantial advantages: He
was fighting on home territory. And he could invoke the David
and Goliath image. On one side of the table sat five lawyers,
their client and a claim agent. On the other sat two lawyers, and
the little figure of the man who said he had been damaged, hu-
miliated, made to feel ashamed, knowing that his fellow citizens
were flocking to Effie Kelley’s newsstand to get Hygeia, talking
the matter over in street conversations, in the barbershops. Bill
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Turner, for example, in the electric-light office, would remark
that the article “was awful stuff.” Herman Lippe, the photog-
rapher, knew that Hygeia “was talking bad about Dr. Brink-
ley.” A Del Rio businessman, in the ice business, stopped at the
Gunter Hotel in San Antonio “and that is where I seen this arti-
cle, this magazine, and read it; it was laying on the dresser in the
hotel room just about in the position I have it in my hand
right now. . . .V

Dr. Brinkley sat and fidgeted, got up and drew himself a
drink of ice water, gazed appraisingly at the oil pumper, the
merchant, the preacher, who were going to stand up for him and
testify about their operations when their time came to shine.
Once more, as it had so often done before in a tight squeak, the
underdog psychology was working for Brinkley. Except for a
scoffing minority, Del Rio had been solidly for Dr. Brinkley since
the days when it had decided, in the words of a member of the
Chamber of Commerce that “He was going to set up shop some-
where, and we could use the money he’d bring.” The county seat
of Val Verde County had, indeed, experienced from Doctor’s
presence the rejuvenating effect it had hoped for. The waitress
who served Dr. Fishbein his breakfast pointed out to him that he
was, in a sense, a guest of Dr. Brinkley, since Doctor was a sub-
stantial stockholder in the hotel; and that the grapefruit he was
eating “came from the Brinkley orchard.” A large number of lo-
cal people shared Dr. Brinkley’s view that he was being perse-
cuted by the mammoth American Medical Association for shabby
reasons connected with jealousy and economic competition.
Some went so far as to compare Doctor with Pasteur, who also
experienced difficulties in getting his pioneering work recog-
nized by the medical pygmies of his time.

“Dr. Brinkley is just too smart for the rest of them and they
can’t stand to see him take in a million dollars a year,” was an-
other expression of local opinion in support of the wealthy spe-
cialist. In fact, a Del Rio banker loaned Brinkley his own good
name without collateral by publishing an open letter “before
the outcome of your trial is known.” Dr. and Mrs. Brinkley, the
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banker said, were “benefactors” of humanity, and “good, clean
Christian folks” . . . the same as always to us “regardless of the
outcome. . . .V

The drama opened with pre-trial statements from the attor-
neys on both sides as to what they hoped to prove. Three days
were taken up by expert testimony, the urologists on the Fish-
bein side testifying that the goat-gland idea was ridiculous. A
foreign substance would not join the nervous system or connect
with the blood stream, and so could not live as a transplant. The
other side said the operation was a wonderful success. One very
important point of evidence concerned whether or not the judge
would allow Dr. Brinkley to put an old man on the stand to
swear Doctor had rejuvenated him; and would the judge then
allow the defense to put dissatisfied patients on the witness stand
who would swear that Brinkley had charged them a big fee,
cut them all to pieces and ruined their health? After an investi-
gation of the law, Mr. Wilbur L. Matthews of the defense team
decided that the testimony of patients would not be admissible
because of the rule of evidence that a lay person could not
diagnose his own case and express a competent medical opinion.
Therefore, the defense did not round up any disgruntled Brink-
ley customers to use as rebuttal witnesses.

The Brinkley side thought otherwise. It has always been a
cardinal point with advertising doctors to place great reliance
upon lay testimony, and when the witnesses rose in court to be
sworn and instructed, Brinkley had some twenty old men on the
line. One did a couple of snappy stcps of the Highland fling,

“They were the friskiest bunch of old roosters you ever saw
in your life,” Mr. Clinton Brown, chief counsel for Dr. Fishbein,
said, “so we knew what to expect.”

Sure enough, the first of the Brinkley patients was called.
He crossed the courtroom with a jaunty stride. He was a card.
As he turned to sit down, he cut a pigeonwing.

“We let him get started,” Brown said, “and then I objected.”

After a colloquy with lawyers of both sides, the Court ruled
out the testimony. The oldster crept out into the hall to tell the
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others and all the old men “went down the steps together, some
with heads bowed, and all walking as if they were going to a
funeral.” Del Rioans friendly to Dr. Brinkley predicted that un-
less Doctor could get his satisfied customers back on the stand
to contradict the scientific testimony of the A.M.A. doctors, the
millionaire surgeon would probably lose his case.

One thing was sure, the Brinkley side provided the color
during the trial. Doctor was driven to court each morning in a
long, custom-built Cadillac. Its finish was fire-engine red. Ad-
mirers of Doctor met him as the car drew up to the curb, and
noted how the name, “Dr. Brinkley,” was visible on it in thirteen
places. As Brinkley walked toward the federal building, his
wealth was reflected in his well-cut suit and diamond acces-
sories. Dr. Fishbein remarked that he had never seen a man wear
a tiepin and tie-clasp as close together as Brinkley wore them.
Rose Dawn also pulled up promptly every morning in her or-
chid-colored Chrysler, an easily identifiable figure among the
Brinkley cohorts.

Dr. Brinkley spent two days on the stand. Brown took him
through all his past life: his medical preparation; his degrees; the
affair in Greenville, South Carolina; the suit his first wife brought
against him in Circuit Court, Cook County, Hlinois, charging
him with kidnaping; the Kansas license cases. Brown then put
Brinkley’s reputation under the microscope: his income, the op-
position to his activities aroused in the press and in government
agencies. Brown labored to put on Doctor responsibility for
Clement Wood's The Life of a Man, which the attorney de-
scribed as a “propaganda come-on . . . interesting reading . . .
if you have a strong stomach,” and gave Doctor a particularly
rough time over the chapter heading: “The Most Learned Doc-
tor in America.” The Brinkley prescription business was fully de-
veloped, especially as to Formula Number 1020—the jigger of
hydrochloric acid that came in assorted colors.

In this connection, a lawyer asked Dr. Brinkley if the solu-
tion of hydrochloric acid he injected was “by weight or by vol-
ume.” Brinkley looked out of the window. His mind was work-
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ing, studying the question. It had caught him short, and he was
trying to figure out what to say. He turned back, after what
seemed like hours.

“I wouldn’t rightly know that,” he said. “I don’t try to know
all the details of what is in this stuff.”

Two things scemed to hit home with the jury: One was the
injection of colored water, as described in the deposition of
Brinkley’s partner in the South Carolina enterprise; and Doc-
tor’s admission, in effect, that the goat-gland advertising was de-
ceptive. The literature stated that the gland operation was a true
graft. On the stand, Brinkley admitted that it was not. So the
advertisements were false.

During the trial Dr. Brinkley kept his big radio station go-
ing full blast, offering cash prizes every night to contestants who
best completed the sentence, “I consider Dr. Brinkley the
world’s foremost prostate surgeon because . . .” Dr. Brinkley
also got off a shot at Dr. Fishbein on the Mexican radio, saying,
“If Dr. Fishbein goes to heaven, I want to go the other way.”

Clint Brown, knowing that the jury must have heard the of-
fer over the radio every night for the preceding ten nights, closed
his speech to the jury in this way:

“I want to win that five-hundred-dollar prize Dr. Brinkley is
offering on the radio, but I'll make a little change in the sen-
tence. The sentence I offer in the contest is this: Dr. Brinkley is
the foremost money-making surgeon in the world, because he
had sense enough to know the weaknesses of human nature and
gall enough to make a million dollars a year out of it.”

The judge gave his charge and the federal jury filed out of
the courtroom. They returned, after deliberating for five hours,
to give a verdict in favor of the editor of Hygeia. Dr. Brinkley
had not been libeled, and so was not entitled to damages, the
jury decided. Dr. Brinkley’s friends were incensed, termed the
trial unfair. But Doctor was not in Del Rio to discuss the out-
come with them. His Lockheed Electra monoplane had been in
readiness in Brinkley Hangar. Doctor was driven to the plane in
the red coupé and was winging his way to Little Rock as his at-
torneys prepared to appeal the verdict.
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In reviewing the transcript of the record, the United States
Circuit Court of Appeals in New Orleans, said, “. . . the evi-
dence . . . tends to show the truth of the statements of fact
complained of . . .” and added, “All learned professions have
their standards of ethics. A lawyer who advertises and gives ad-
vice by mail without seeing his client would certainly be consid-
ered a shyster. There is no doubt whatever that plaintiff by his
methods violated accepted standards of medical ethics.

“We think above stated facts are sufficient to support a rea-
sonable and honest opinion that plaintiff should be considered a
charlatan and quack in the ordinary, well-understood meaning
of those words. We conclude this was a matter of public concern
and the articles were published for general information. There-
fore, the publication is privileged.”

A petition by Dr. Brinkley for a further review was denied
by the Supreme Court of the United States. The loss of his case
left Brinkley legally determined to be a charlatan. It was a heavy
blow. But Brinkley was tough. He could dish it out, and he could
take it. He lost, so he shrugged it off. That was the way the ball
bounced; that was the way the cookie crumbled. Increasingly,
Brinkley was the prisoner of his own past. And yet he could man-
euver superbly. For example, the next year, in 1940, The Satur-
day Evening Post published a piece on Brinkley written by Mr.
J. C. Furnas. In reviewing the lights and shadows of the agile
physician’s past, Mr. Furnas was somewhat less than reverent,
and there was some anxiety in the offices of the Post that the
sensitive Brinkley might take the Curtis Publishing Company to
court on another exploration of the possibilities in the law of
libel.

But, not at all; what Doc did was to go on the air and read
selected passages from the article. His reasoning was impeccable.
The Brinkley audience had heard of The Saturday Evening
Post, but they didn’t read it. Doctor talked the piece up, ex-
tracted a succes d'estime out of the big magazine’s prestige,
while deleting Mr. Furnas’s rougher passages. Each day, to Doc
Brinkley, brought new opportunities. Each knock was a potential
boost.
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Like Brinkley, Dr. Fishbein was not in court when the ver-
dict in John R. Brinkley v. Morris Fishbein was rendered. The
news caught up with him in Kansas City as he was rushed by
taxicab to the Union station where he boarded a train for Chi-
cago.

“We've cured that fellow from bringing any more suits,” Dr.
Fishbein predicted. “If we could beat him down there among his
friends, we can beat him anywhere. . . . The victory is not mine
but a triumph for Hygeia. . . . The people of Texas are to be
congratulated on having a jury which recognized its responsi-
bility for the protection of the public health. The decision is a
great victory for honest, scientific medicine, for the standards of
education and conduct established by the American Medical
Association.

“Perhaps it will encourage the legislature of Arkansas and
the governmental officials responsible for the radio in Mexico to
realize that they, too, have a public obligation.”

Dr. Fishbein’s reference to Arkansas was prompted by the
fact that the Brinkley Hospital was by that time situated at Little
Rock. At the time Brinkley had his final tussle with Dr. Fish-
bein, his home and business office were still in Del Rio. His
radio station, still in Villa Acuna, still boomed out glad tidings
for worried but hopeful males: “For a limited time I will person-
ally give to one patient in every ten a modern 1938 Oldsmobile.”
But the hospital had since moved, and Dr. Brinkley was com-
muting every week, up to Little Rock on Monday, back to Del
Rio on Thursday to broadcast “live” over XERA and to make
transcriptions for the following week.

Dr. Brinkley’s enthusiasm for the charms of Del Rio had
cooled considerably and for reasons almost identical with those
which caused his idyl with Milford to end in discord—hurt feel-
ings and recriminations. Success had again brought forth an imi-
tator. Another doctor had duplicated the Brinkley specialty and
the Brinkley system—heavy advertising over the radio, the same
treatments and—most unkindest cut of all—at a cut price. Dr.
Brinkley sulked and fumed, and in the end turned sour on Del
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Rio because the community wouldn’t boycott the price-cutter
and run him out of town.

The object of Dr. Brinkley’s wrath was a surgeon with an
ethical background, James R. Middlebrook, M.D., who had
moved to Del Rio from Alpine, Texas, and who had extended
professional courtesies to Brinkley when the latter was a new-
comer to Del Rio. Dr. Middlebrook had allowed Dr. Brinkley to
use his laboratory and do a couple of operations out at his hospi-
tal where, Middlebrook often recalled, he remembered seeing
the goat glands brought in on ice. The host remarked at the time,
“Doctor, you've got a pretty good racket there,” and proceeded
to take a hand in the game. Not only did he do the Brinkley
prostate operation, including the squirt of Mercurochrome, but
he even had his own extension department selling a “Special
Prostate Package for Home Treatment,” which was advertised as
being normally a $7.50 seller, but offered at a special introduc-
tory price of $5; “when, in fact”, complained the Federal Trade
Commission, “$5 is the regular price.” With his own radio, a home
kit, an operation at $130, the free use of the same genial sun
which shone upon Dr. Brinkley, Middlebrook soon had his pa-
tients shuffling along Digowity and North Main Streets, sunning
themselves on the porch of the Middlebrook Hotel. Dr. Brinkley
made snide remarks on his radio about a “One-eyed Skunk,” re-
ferring presumably to a physical disability of his rival; and Mrs.
Brinkley called the other doctor’s lady “poor Mrs. Middlebrook.”
Mysterious night phone calls were reccived at the Middlebrook
residence and the Middlebrook car was tampered with on three
occasions. There was room in Del Rio for only one advertising
doctor.

It was Dr. Brinkley’s view that patients appreciated medi-
cal services more when the charges were high and once, while
seated in his dentist’s chair, he gave a lecture on his philosophy
of charging enough. If the patrons want the service, he insisted,
they will pay for it. And Brinkley knew how to make them want
it.

“Some people like to be overcharged,” Doctor insisted. But
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there is reason to believe that he himself was not one of those
persons. Prosser Martin, the nation’s most widely recognized
cowboy outfitter and dealer in fancy saddles and leather goods,
once made a traveling bag for Doctor. It was a fancy job. A
Masonic-lodge emblem was hand-tooled on one side. Doctor’s
radio station call letters were outlined in silver wire on the other.
When the bag was ready, Dr. Brinkley asked the cost.

“Well, Doctor,” Martin told him, “you charge $750 for an
operation. I'm just going to operate on you for one operation.”

Dr. Brinkley settled up without comment, but bought his
luggage elsewhere thereafter.

The Middlebrook Hospital and Clinic was dedicated to the
proposition that there was a worth-while prostate market which
would turn away from Brinkley’s de luxe price scale if given a
choice. Dr. Brinkley got the hotel register system suspended in
Del Rio because Middlebrook used to come around and inspect
the registers and then get in touch with the Brinkley patients.

“It is reported that there are some doctors in Del Rio having
strangers met with a proposition that they are able to do my
operation,” Dr. Brinkley warned. “So that you will not be disap-
pointed, there is no doctor in Del Rio that had ever seen me
perform my operation and none of them know anything about it.”

Contact men boarded the Southern Pacific trains east and
west of Del Rio to spot elderly passengers headed for Del Rio
and switch them from Brinkley to Middlebrook, and vice versa.
Once a rider for Brinkley, operating as far away as Houston,
introduced himself to a passenger, shook hands, and started in on
his sales talk, only to discover that he was working on a well-
known Del Rio citizen. Both medics had a “fighting boss,” which
in Texas parlance means a gent who in the old days used what-
ever tactics the situation called for to guard fences and water
holes. The railroad station platform at Del Rio was the last
chance to rescue backsliders, and the pulling and hauling that
went on there developed into gang fights on several occasions. It
was as much as an elderly through-passenger’s life was worth to
step off the train just to stretch his legs. Local legend has it that
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some of the pullers-in went to their duties equipped to shoot it
out in case the game of snatch got too hot.

“When you arrive in Del Rio,” Dr. Brinkley repeated, “if you
are approached by some stranger and he tells you there is some
doctor in town giving Dr. Brinkley’s operation or giving Dr.
Brinkley’s treatment, you get the name of the doctor. Before you
go to see him, you ask about him at the Del Rio National Bank,
the Del Rio Bank and Trust Company, and at various business
houses; also inquire about him among the lawyers in Del Rio.
Your health is your most valuable possession and don’t let imita-
tors tinker with it. Some few men have been led astray . . .
some of them have died. . . .”

Angry, wounded in at least two sensitive spots—his pride
and his pocketbook—Dr. Brinkley moved the headquarters of
his medical industry, to the deep regret of the Southern Pacific
Railroad, the Del Rio garages and tourist courts. “Come back to
Del Rio,” a group of prominent citizens begged Doctor in an
open letter published in the Del Rio Evening News. But by that
time doctor had established his household gods in the hospitable
state of Arkansas which had recently extended sanctuary to
Norman Baker following a jail term in Texas.

Baker had established his “Institute” at Eureka Springs, and
had already tried once to muscle in on Dr. Brinkley. Baker in-
vited Dr. Middlebrook to come to Eureka Springs and do the
Brinkley operation under his aegis, with a guarantee of one
hundred thousand dollars a year. This would make it possible,
Baker pointed out, for Dr. Middlebrook to ride around in his own
private airplane, just like Dr. Brinkley. Middlebrook preferred,
however, to continue to play his own hand.

This was not the only time that Baker had vexed Doctor.
Baker had once dickered for some radio equipment which Brink-
ley wished to dispose of in the days of KFKB. While Doctor was
off enjoying the sea breezes on an ocean cruise, Baker had the
stuff shipped to Muscatine and then refused to pay more than
fifteen hundred dollars because he knew Dr. Brinkley was stuck.
Later Baker began taking prostate cases at Eureka Springs to
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catch Brinkley’s trade. He gave the patients “some kind of fool
injection or other,” as Dr. Brinkley characterized the Baker treat-
ment.

“But I got my revenge,” Doc boasted. “I got my friends in
Arkansas to crack down on him. The D.A,, the Judge and I sat
around and decided how much to give him on the mail charge—
four years. And he’s going to get another seven for income-tax
evasion. I guess I've paid him back for pinching my patients and
that fifteen hundred dollars.”

In Dr. Brinkley’s estimation, Norman Baker was a crook.
There is no substance to the brag Doctor made of how he settled
Baker’s hash.

At Little Rock, Brinkley set up not one but two hospitals. In
the city proper there was a fifty-bed hospital out on Schiller
Street at Twelfth. This was called the Brinkley Hospital. It was
surrounded for two solid blocks with rooming houses for the out-
patients and their wives; plus a business office established in an
old chain-store building which was modernized with glass brick
and chrome trim. Here a staff handled the daily mail, mostly
written with pencil stubs on rough tablet paper. And here, in a
corner of the office building with the shiny front, was the Romu-
lus drugstore, which retailed Doc’s acid-stomach pills for five dol-
lars a hundred, and six ounces of laxative at three dollars.

Doctor arrived in Little Rock with his usual dash. He dis-
closed in an interview that Little Rock had become his head
office. He flew in “yesterday” from Rogers, Arkansas, he said,
where he had been in conference with local businessmen over
possibly opening a hospital in the Harris Hotel there. Siloam
Springs would put up the capital for a 100-bed hospital, but it
would take eight months to complete the structure—too long. So
Brinkley was going right ahead with enlarging his Little Rock
hospital to 120 beds. Local residents were less than enthusiastic
and protested that the zoning ordinance prohibited such action.
Smiling, toying with his graying Vandyke, the physician com-
mented that he did not believe the Superior Court would agree
with that view.

The second hospital was located in a country club about six-
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teen miles out of town on the Arch Street Pike. The Shriners had
developed the property in the boom times only to see it go on the
auction block. Doctor picked up quite a layout at a knockdown
price. There was a palatial natural-stone and wood-trim club-
house with a main hall about the size of the Union Pacific wait-
ing room in Little Rock. There were several outbuildings, sur-
rounded by a 375-acre golf course carved out of the woods at a
cost of more than $150,000, a 100-acre lake crawling with game
fish, as the neon sign on the main building said. Brinkley used
the club for convalescents and check-overs and called it—with-
out fear of contradiction—"“The Most Beautiful Hospital in the
World.”

Dr. Brinkley continued to work his wonders on the air.
Opening up with a few bars of “My country ’tis of thee,” Doc
went right into the commercial for “Dr. Brinkley’s Medical Book,”
the “outspoken” work that discussed frankly, not mincing words,
the ailment that besets men over forty, with interesting X-ray
pictures of actual cases, and a sentimental chapter on the silver
wedding anniversary of the Brinkleys. When the cooing voice
said, “This is Dr. Brinkley personally inviting you”™—the pros-
pects took it as he said it—personally. Perhaps naively, they
thought he kept the store himself, with a hearty greeting and
warm handclasp for each patient at the front door. This happy
vision of empathy, surgery and Brinkley was quickly dissipated
when they arrived in Little Rock and found that Doctor was in
Del Rio. And he seldom operated when he was in town.

They could have the services of the staff surgeons, though.
Petermeyer, the osteopath, was there. Petermeyer was a doctor
in Texas but not in Arkansas. So when he was in Little Rock, he
worked in the business office. With Osborn it was just the other
way around. He was a doctor in Arkansas but not in Texas. So
they juggled the jobs according to the state they were in. The
X-ray doctor in Little Rock was asked how he happened to go
with Brinkley. His answer illuminates fitfully some of the ad-
versities which might attract an indigent practitioner to hole up
on Brinkley’s payroll:

“I was left stranded down at San Antonio with a wife and
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three kids, and I started in trying to make a living in South Texas,
and there was next to nothing to start with, and I bucked the
game over at the little town of Weslaco in the Winter Garden
the best I could, and then I went to Karnes City, and from there
to Poteet and finally into San Antonio, and in my messing around
when I stopped at Karnes City for a spell I met a young fellow
by the name of Alvis working in a drugstore there, and I got him
out of a rut and got him started, and he happened to drive into
Del Rio and start working for Jim Shearn over here in a drug-
store, and Dr. Brinkley’s X-ray man flew the coop for some un-
known reason, I don’t know why, and this boy knew my financial
straits and he wanted me to come over and do X-ray work be-
cause he heard that I did that, and that is how I got there.”

Little Rock was the largest town that Brinkley had hit; but
the people who were in contact with the traveling public were
generally able to recall that he was there. The staff at the Albert
Pike Hotel were well remembered by Doctor at Christmastime.
Nor did he forget the city’s cabbies. But Dr. Brinkley never be-
came the Big I Am in Little Rock that he had been in Milford or
Del Rio. Service clubs and charity drives carried on much as
they had before. Brinkley brought in a wad of new money, about
twenty-five thousand dollars a month. He enjoyed for a time the
shelter of the political connections he always seemed able to
establish wherever he went. But the Brinkley assembly line
scarcely got into full operation in Little Rock. Indeed, Doctor
hardly had time to savor the experience of being listed among
the guests at a reception at the White Ilouse in 1940, when the
roof fell in on him.

236



-I1.

Brinkley
on the
Brink

78 It is difficult to think of Dr. Brinkley as being financially
embarrassed. But soon after Doctor entered the hospital field in
Little Rock, under a partnership agreement with his wife, a
number of disagreeable events occurred in quick succession to
put an unendurable strain on his cashbox.

There were, first, government claims for $200,000 on back
taxes, which included disallowed income-tax deductions for the
tear-down of the Milford “San” and other buildings. The cost of
Doctor’s radio arrangements in Mexico City kept going up and
up. Most important of all, malpractice suits amounting to more
than a million dollars came to life after Dr. Brinkley fired the
feckless son of a Little Rock cancer specialist with useful politi-
cal connections. And so the taxing power of government, the high
cost of radio-station licenses across the Rio Grande and a backlog
of suits from patients who charged that they had been injured or
maimed, put Doctor in a tight fix. Until this time, Dr. Brinkley
had always been able to choke off damage suits, to win them,
compromise them out of court, using threats, detectives, judicial
quibbling and stalling tactics. Dcfault judgments were entered
in a couple of cases totaling $354,271 while Doc was in Kansas
City trying to raise the necessary to pay Uncle Sam. One Little
Rock attorney had pending four damage suits involving $230,000.
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Three other suits totaling $g00,000 were settled out of court. An-
other lawyer had various suits in hand charging incompetence,
negligence, carelessness and peritonitis, the last being figured as
worth $104,200. They represented a liability for possibly several
more hundreds of thousands of dollars against Doctor and Mrs.
Brinkley, personally and as a partnership. Altogether, more than
a dozen suits were instituted between spring and fall, in 1940. A
lawyer for Brinkley described the litigation as an attempt to
“mulct the defendant,” adding that Doctor’s income had “dwin-
dled from $1,000,000 annually to nothing.”

The rising tide of difficulties put Mrs. Brinkley in a splendid
position to say “I told you so” had she been so inclined. She had
been dead set against the Little Rock move all along. After the
lawsuits began to accumulate, she refused to have anything to do
with the Little Rock business and prudently refused to enter the
state of Arkansas.

“Mrs. Brinkley wanted to get out,” her husband recalled
later. “She wanted to be released from any obligation so she
wouldn’t get mixed up in those affairs up there.”

The dramatic pace quickened as the closing scenes ap-
proached. Perhaps the shades of the great mountebanks of the
past who once cast their spells upon the wonder-seekers of all
ages—Cagliostro, James Graham of the Celestial Bed, “Professor”
James M. (“There is Hope”) Munyon and “Snake Oil” Cooper
—gathered around their modern brother to guide and sustain
John R. Brinkley as time was about to take its revenge upon him.
The dynamics of the situation were clear. The moment had come
to cache the loot and skip. In July, 1940, Dr. Brinkley entered
the state of Arkansas for the last time. The title to the Brinkley
residence in Little Rock passed to Mrs. Brinkley’s sister and her
husband. Doctor established himself in a hotel in Memphis, re-
ceived his business mail there and answered it from his Tennes-
see sanctuary. The movables in the city hospital were trucked
out of the state, and the hospital went into receivership.

“Mrs. Brinkley and me dissolved the partnership among
ourselves about the middle of May, 1940,” Doctor continued in
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his retrospective account of his strategic retreat. He operated the
other hospital “alone,” for a few months, “just as an individual.”
Mrs. Brinkley received approximately $46,000 in profits when her
partnership with Doctor was ended. The funds were drawn from
the hospital account in Little Rock and sent to her in Texas “in
currency.” When she was pressed for more details, she couldn’t
go beyond saying, “At different times money was drawn out.”
The windup of affairs in Arkansas must, however, have been ac-
companied by some pangs; for Dr. Brinkley declared that in
1939, Dr. Minnie T. received $487,390.15 from the operation of
the hospitals there.

Doctor’s name soon disappeared completely from the Little
Rock scene. The country hospital was still in business, but, as
Doctor explained, “Mrs. Brinkley asked me to take away the
name Brinkley and give it something else, so I decided to call it
the Country Club Hospital. . . . I asked Dr. Osborn to run it,
do the best he could with it, that I was not coming back to Little
Rock, I would try to work out some disposition of it, because
there were too many lawsuits being filed against me. . . . When
I finally decided, when Mrs. Brinkley and I decided for me to
get rid of it, to get out from under it altogether, I called Mr. Carl
Rice (he was a Kansas City lawyer on a $10,000 annual retainer)
and he sent down an agreement of sale to me and my wife at
Memphis, and Dr. Osborn came over to Memphis and we signed
those papers, and I haven’t had any more interest in it.”

What Osborn had was a lease with purchase option, and a
partner—Johnny Boy. The real estate, the X-ray and slenderizing
equipment had been transferred to Johnny Boy. Doctor and Mrs.
Brinkley rented the buildings, as partners, from themselves as
trustees. So that the transfer to Osborn would not be in the na-
ture of a wash sale, Osborn gave Mrs. Brinkley a promissory
note. Doctor thought that Osborn had actually paid her some-
thing on the note; but he was not a party to the transaction, and,
as he said with cautious precision, “of course, that is hearsay.”

The dispersal of Doctor’s assets proceeded rapidly while the
storm gathered. Station XEAW, the souped-up transmitter at
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Reynosa, Mexico, which was sold to the Crazy Water Crystals
man, turned out to belong to the Brinkley Hospital in Del Rio,
which was the property of Mrs. Brinkley. So the court passed
over that item. Johnny Boy received stock in United States
Steel and Bethlehem Steel Corporations. The “oil well depart-
ment” was turncd over to him; also a building in Wyandotte
County, Kansas, which housed an aircraft school that was Brink-
ley controlled. Johnny Boy also owned the airplane engines
and other instructional equipment of the school. Dr. Brinkley
turned over the livestock and deeded 6500 acres of land in North
Carolina to his son for a consideration of love and affection. The
Lockheed Electra went to the British Purchasing Commission to
be uscd by the Royal Canadian Air Force for training purposes.
The procecds did not go to Doctor, however, for Mrs. Brinkley
owned the plane.

Doctor was down to his last yacht. The twin-screw diesel-
motored Dr. Brinkley 111 with piano and pipe organ was sold to
the United States Navy. Most of the money was paid to Mrs.
Brinkley who had a lien on the yacht. Before the yacht was de-
livered to the Navy, the furnishings were removed and taken to
a home the Brinkleys had maintained in San Antonio while
their son attended a military school there. Doctor said the furn-
ishings consisted of “the usual beds, dressers, mirrors, chairs,
dining-room equipment, kitchen equipment, carpets, and rugs,
davenport, piano, pipe organ, and things like that.”

Doc’s advertising agency was liquidated, along with such of
its clients as the Home Remedy Company, the Tri-state Remedy
Company, and Bashem Home Remedy Company, all Brinkley
properties. They were not corporations, but “just the name used
for advertising purposes”—like the names on his yachts. Cash
sums were turned over to Mrs. Brinkley and the boy, as well as
large amounts which went to Brinkley’s attorneys “ostensibly as
fees,” his creditors complained. A car went to Captain O'Toole
to be used by Johnny Boy and himself, a twelve-cylinder Cadil-
lac—no, it was only an eight. A blue Cadillac sedan was be-
stowed upon H. D. Munal and his wife, who operated the citrus
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groves for Doctor; another to one of Doc’s trusted secretaries.
Doctor explained the bestowal upon the Munals in this way:

“Mr. Munal and his wife were up here to see me on a visit,
he told me he was going to have to buy an automobile, the one he
had was worn out, so I said, ‘Howard, I don’t have any use
for my coupé, it is sitting here, I don’t drive it, it is just going to
sit here and rot, if you want it I will be glad to make you a present
of it, you can take it down there and use it any way you want to.””

Q: “Did you give that automobile to him with the idea of
putting it beyond the reach of your creditors?”

A: “Good Lord, no.”

Finally, Doctor cleaned up loans and premiums on some
$400,000 worth of life insurance policies. He then went volun-
tarily into the district court of the United States in Del Rio and
respectfully petitioned that he was unable to pay in full but was
willing to surrender all property for the benefit of creditors, ex-
cept such as is exempt by law, and desired “to obtain the benefit
of the acts of Congress relating to Bankruptcy.”

Thus the surgeon-orator prepared to shake off his creditors,
wipe the slate clean and make a new start. Readers of this chroni-
cle who have not had intimate experiences with bankruptcy
proceedings may be under the impression that to go bankrupt is
to go broke. This is a naive conception. Nothing could be further
from the truth. There are substantial exceptions under the civil
statutes of all states. It has not been considered sound public
policy to strip a man under any circumstances. In Texas, Dr.
Brinkley was able to claim exemptions under the Texas Constitu-
tion, article 16, Scctions 49, 50 and 51, Revised Civil Statutes of
Texas, 1925, Article 3832, as supplemented by Article 3832-a in
1929, and as amended in 1935, to wit. Which, being interpreted,
meant that Doc could keep the old homestead with the neon
lights and the rococo furnishings at Del Rio, as well as the furni-
ture in San Antonio and North Carolina. The insurance policies
were untouchable. Similarly, all personal wearing apparel was
safe, the diamonds, pictures and books, kitchen pots and pans,
farm tools, the countless photographs of Doc and one car. Texas
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permitted a man to keep a gun and his cemetery lots, if “held
for the purpose of sepulture.” Brinkley’s schedule of assets as sub-
mitted to the court was fluffed out with several hundred notes
received from patients, most considered to be uncollectible. It
appeared at first glance that the advertising agency was worth
$60,000. But this proved illusory. It was simply a bookkeeping
item. There were some tangibles—desks, chairs, pencils. They
were exempt by statute.

A bank in San Juan had cash on deposit resulting from the
operation of citrus groves Number 1 and Number 2. The account
stood in the name of the Munals, who managed the grapefruit
business. Doctor had a hangar at the Del Rio Municipal airport,
mighty useful for garaging your plane, if you had a plane.
Doctor had some fishing tackle and a horse over at San Antonio;
and at East Laporte, North Carolina, he listed six more horses,
ninety cattle, one sow, six geese, two guineas, forty ducks, fifty
chickens, twenty turkeys and a harpoon gun. All in all, the car-
cass had been picked pretty clean, except for a little fat and
gristle, with hardly enough left on the bones to make a thin soup.

January 31, 1941, Dr. John R. Brinkley was declared bank-
rupt on his own petition. This was the beginning of an exciting
game of hare and hounds played for more than one and a half
million dollars with Doctor’s creditors cast in the role of the
hounds, and Brinkley starring as the hare. He was supposed to
have left along his route, as the game is usually played, “a trail
of paper scraps.” The trail proved to be remarkably indistinct,
with very little assistance from scraps of paper.

“I never had any books,” Doctor pointed out.

Preliminary figures listed liabilities scheduled but not ad-
mitted of $1,625,565. The itemization showed that $800,000 of
the debts listed involved damage suits. Assets were $221,065 on
which exemption was claimed for $165,000. Claims ranged from
$113,000 in federal income taxes, to a $2.30 laundry bill. Doctor
still had $365,000 in life insurance on himself, and $43,000 on
Johnny Boy. In Little Rock the federal bankruptcy referee de-
clared Mrs. Brinkley bankrupt, but since by that time she had
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no property in Arkansas, her situation may be described as des-
perate, but not serious.

The interested parties and their attorneys gathered inside
the railing in federal bankruptcy court in Del Rio (no smoking,
no reading of newspapers) to hear the receiver give his report
and to carve up the Rio Grande empire of the radio physician.
Dr. Brinkley peered out of a rain-spattered federal courtroom
window, thrust his hands in his pockets, took them out again,
twisted a large diamond ring as he told a story of dwindling lux-
uries and how the Brinkley family was getting along with only
four cars. But the spoils seemed always to elude their grasp. To
the creditors it appeared as though Doc had raised loans on
unemcumbered property and transferred the money to his wife,
and others close to him. Captain O’'Toole turned up with a
mortgage lien on the hospital equipment, for instance. Some
$122,000 was channeled into the Mexican broadcasting company
that owned XERA, although Dr. Brinkley denied that he con-
trolled the company, or even knew except by rumor who did own
it. But the steady questioning showed that the creditors thought
otherwise:

Q: Well, isn’t it a fact that all of the stock in station XERA
is in blank?

A: I don’t know.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that the stock owned by the Mexican com-
pany at the present time is made payable to bearer, and was
printed in Del Rio, Texas, and the stock is now in Del Rio, Texas,
in the possession of either Dr. John R. Brinkley or Mrs. Minnie
T. Brinkley?

A: The stock is not in my possession, and is not in the pos-
session of Mrs. Brinkley. Where the stock is, I don’t know. I have
not seen it in years.

Q: What about the printing of it?

A: I don’t know where it was printed.

Q: Do you know whether it was printed?

A: I presume if there is any stock in existence it was printed
some place.
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Q: Did you have any knowledge of it when it was printed?

A: I don’t remember.

Q: Isnt it a fact that a printer here in Del Rio printed it,
and you paid him for printing that stock?

A: I don’t remember.

Q: You wouldn’t know whether or not a thing happened
with reference to a million-dollar radio station?

A: I don’t remember anything about it.

Q: Do you now state that you did not have anything to do
with the printing, the distribution and the paying for that stock?

A: If I did, I don’t remember it.

It was also charged that Brinkley failed to keep records,
which was certainly true, and that he had “liberated” about five
hundred thousand dollars which rightfully helonged to the credi-
tors. The record ran to 282 pages, as the attorneys probed to
find what was left of the Brinkley fortune. The court was finally
able to auction off the citrus farms and eight guns. A Brinkley
representative bid in the orange and grapefruit orchards. Doctor
didn’t want the guns. As he sat in the courtroom, Brinkley was
wearing all the sparklers that have been enumerated before, plus
a diamond wrist watch, a watch chain with Masonic emblem
charm and two diamond shirt studs. It was a display of solvency
which the creditors could look at, possibly admire, but not touch.

When the lawyers did turn up something that had value,
there was always doubt as to who owned it, and whether the
money was Minnic’s originally. Or, it turned out to be mortgaged.
Every time the lawyers thrust into the financial maze of the
Brinkley affairs, they got tangled up over what was his and what
was hers. Generally, the property turned out to be hers, and
when she claimed it, the referee had to stop right there.

When Dr. Brinkley voluntarily went into bankruptcy court
to explain his affairs, he personally had the use of only two Cadil-
lacs. This was not counting the one “down to our citrus farm in
the valley,” or the one that Johnny Boy had while attending mil-
itary school in San Antonio. At the time Doctor was working as
a salaried employee of the advertising agency whose owners he
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knew of only by hearsay. He had made a kind of franchise ar-
rangement for a new hospital in Del Rio. A group of Del Rio
businessmen would be permitted to incorporate an institution
called Brinkley Hospital, Inc., for the purpose of using Dr. Brink-
ley’s treatments. The hospital was in the Roswell Hotel, as in
former times, staffed with old Brinkley employees from Little
Rock.

This all sounds familiar, like the beginning of another hay-
ride. But the venture did not click; did not, as Doctor con-
fidently predicted, “fill the town with tourists, the hospital with
patients, and bring prosperity to Del Rio once again.” The
episode is scarcely remembered today, even in Del Rio.

Various witnesses got off some good lines. Asked if a certain
tax return was a joint return, Dr. Brinkley’s accountant an-
swered:

“Well, it might be called a community return to a certain ex-
tent, on the items which may be called community.”

When asked how many cars he and his wife owned, Dr.
Brinkley said, “I don’t know whether I have a car or not. It seems
to me like we have about run out of automobiles. . . . I don’t
think there is but two Cadillacs left.”

At another point in the proceedings, the man who didn’t
know whether he owned a car or not, testified that there had
been a time when he had had a bank account all his own:

“Yes, I had an individual account there for a while, a sepa-
rate account. I never had any large sums of money in it. I think
I had fifteen or twenty-five thousand dollars in it at one time.”

A grin went around the courtroom in appreciation of that
sally, the attorneys sighed, and tackled their papers once more
to prepare for the next round. The adverse lawyers paid a rueful
tribute to Doctor’s performance as a witness.

“I wish, Your Honor,” said one, when a Brinkley attorney
interrupted a question, “that Mr. Davis would let the witness
testify. He has been very successful in taking care of himself.”

The creditars wanted Mrs. Brinkley in court, and in due
time she received a paper, “To Minnie T. Brinkley, Val Verde
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County, Texas, Greeting . ..” urgently requesting her pres-
ence. It was believed that she was a vital figure in the multitu-
dinous Brinkley enterprises, a partner with Doctor in various
undertakings and liable for Doc’s debts. Dramatics were ex-
pected. But Mrs. Brinkley was not talkative. She frequently
said with great economy of speech, “The books will reflect our
business transactions.” There were two sets of books, one for the
Del Rio Hospital and the other for the Little Rock Hospitals.
Money shuttled in and out of these accounts, but if there was
a pattern to the cash flow, it was not discernible. The judge
ruled that Dr. Minnie could not be questioned about her own
affairs. Some interesting human sidelights developed, such as a
strong preference in Doctor’s wife for cash, that is, currency—
the folding stuff.

Q: What bank does she keep her separate cash in here,
Doctor?

A: If that girl has any cash, I expect she kept it with her
wherever she sleeps.”

Between the beginning of World War 11 and the entrance of
the United States into the conflict, Dr. Brinkley in his fireside
chats discussed the international political situation with increas-
ing excitement and a religio-patriotic fanaticism which brought
him into congenial alignment with the racists and extremists in
the isolationist movement. Brinkley and Doktor Gerald B. Win-
rod, the Kansas Fiihrer, scratched each other’s backs vigorously.
Dr. Brinkley had set up as an international political observer
and pundit on the basis of the ’37 junket to the Rotary conven-
tion. Doctor’s concern for the “mothers and fathers of this once-
free America” disclosed wide areas of agreement with such
characters as Fritz Kuhn, the leader of the German-American
Bund; Gerald Smith, who attracted the element he called “old-
fashioned, God-fearing, baby-having Americans”; and Edward
James Smythe, an anti-Catholic yet also an admirer of Father
Charles E. Coughlin. Smythe called William Allen White a “Jew-
ish stooge” and pointed out that it was significant that the Jews
were taking over the Christmas card industry. Another fellow
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worker was Major William D. Pelley, the Silver Shirt leader
(blue corduroy breeches tucked into knee-length socks, silver
gray shirt with a crimson “L” emblazoned on the left side. It
represented Liberation, Loyalty and Love). Pelley thought that
it would be a fine thing to set up ghettos in American cities,
sympathized openly with the Hitler movement in Germany.

The views of these rabble-rousers were a regular feature of
Publicity and Brinkley’s Sunday-night chats appeared among
them. “With fear and trembling I come before you this evening,”
Doctor started off late in February, 1940. “Sumner Welles is go-
ing to call on Chamberlain, Mussolini, Hitler, and that feller
Dee-loddy-ay.” Pelley told the Select Ilouse Committee Inves-
tigating Un-American Acitvities—the Dies Committee—that Dr.
Brinkley gave him $5,000 at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in New
York to finance Silver Shirt political work. Brinkley journeyed to
Asheville, North Carolina, where he got lessons in fascism; and
Pelley returned the visit although he spoke cautiously about the
occasion.

“I visited Dr. Brinkley’s radio station in Mexico for one hour
with witnesses and came back at once,” he said, “and except for
that I haven’t been outside this country since I went abroad for
the Methodist Church.”

Despite contributions to the campaign funds of both major
political parties, the free time made available on XERA to Texas
politicians, and his efforts to mobilize isolationist sentiment,
Dr. Brinkley’s career pursued a downward course after the libel
suit, A long memorandum going into Doctor’s background, con-
nections and activities was prepared by the Friends of Democ-
racy, Inc.,, and sent to Emilio Azcarraga, president of the Mexi-
can Broadcasters’ Association and reputedly a close friend of
President Cardenas, with copy to the Federal Communications
Commission. It called for “decisive and heroic action in dealing
with XERA.” The FCC still sits on its copy of the memo as
“classified” material. It must be pretty hot.

With his adventures in medicine definitely ended, Brinkley
purchased, in the name of his son, a piece of industrial property
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in the Fairfax airport district of Kansas City, Kansas. The build-
ing housed the Dilley Aircraft School, a comparatively new
school with four hundred students, which offered courses in
welding, sheet-metal working and the mechanics of airplanes.
Backed by Brinkley’s daily broadcasts over XERA, the Dillcy
publicity was marked by many of the characteristic Brinkley
touches.

“Why do squads right and squads left at $21 per month
when you can get a good paying job as an aviation mechanic?”
Doctor inquired, in his 180,000-watt voice. “America must pre-
pare—be strong—build war machines in factories like this or
join the unprepared countries that have had to face the other
terrible picture. Uncle Sam has Your number and the number
of every loyal and patriotic American who has pledged himself
to be drafted for defense. . . . Enlist in the ranks of TRAINED
workmen to build the instruments of defense.”

America was getting air-minded; but Brinkley was air-
minded first. He urged XERA listeners to send a $25 advance
fee to the school and enroll in a $395 airplane mechanics course.
The advance on the tuition would be “refunded to you in case
we do not accept you,” but the way various Better Business
Bureaus heard it from the complaints they received, there were
no students who could not matricuate, and no refunds to the
kickers. Brinkley bore down heavily on such points as individual
instruction, the guarantee of a job through the school’s placement
service, and avoidance of military service. Doctor spoke of the
school as being “recognized,” though none of Dilley’s courses
was approved by the Civil Aeronautics Authority. The name of
the Better Business Bureau was used as a refcrence, until they
caught up with him. One young man was advised in a letter
signed by Brinkley to be careful when he came to Kansas City.
“Don’t talk to or be guided by any straNGERs pretending to
help you. Come directly to us where you will be in safe hands
and fully protected.”

Brinkley’s forewarning to the boy who would rather carry
a wrench than a gun recalls Doctor’s infuriating experience in
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Del Rio, where the patients who swarmed to him like lemmings
to the sea, were intercepted by Dr. Middlebrook’s pullers-in
offering the identical treatment at an inside price.

The Dilley literature, combining the “Keep America Strong”
theme with the sly suggestion that the reader “must decide
whether you are to dig ditches, carry a gun or be a trained me-
chanic away from the bullets” was Brinkley’s last pitch. Doc-
tor’s time had finally run out. The Kansas attorney general threw
the Dilley corporation into receivership based on findings of the
Kansas Corporation Commission. The petition charged that the
gland surgeon was looting the $200,000-asset school. The state
also contended that Brinkley had usurped control as “the
pretended manager and owner of the corporation,” that he had
violated the state corporation laws in eliminating the regular
directors, and installed instead a crew of his own retainers. But
the coup de grice came at Villa Acuna.

Back in 1937, it had been front-page news, when the North
American Regional Broadcasting Agreement was signed at Ha-
vana, that the Mexican radio mess was to be straightened out.
The border radio imbroglio interfered with the tourist business.
So the last stand of the quacks, the gentry who sold wisdom at
three questions for a dollar, the peddlers of funny merchandise,
were to be cleaned up like a bedroom farce in Boston. Programs,
engineering, equipment, were all affected.

Alas for reform, the Mexican officials flew back from Havana
with the border-station lobbyists, as thick as thieves. So skillful
were the operators of these stations of nominal Mexican owner-
ship in sabotaging the machinery of the cleanup that three years
later the X-stations were still going strong. It was necessary to go
to the top to get action. Finally, when the President of Mexico
was tipped off that the problem had a different dimension than
United States discrimination against “Mexicans,” things began to
happen. The American State Department and the Mexican Com-
munications Ministry had fruitful conversations. Through the re-
allocation of wave-length assignments under the Havana Treaty,
XERA was deleted from the official Mexican log of broadcasting
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stations, effective March 29, 1941. On that date the radio voice
of Dr. Brinkley was forever stilled.

Doc Brinkley rushed off to Mexico City himself to try to
renew the “fix.” There he received a telephone call from Walter
Wilson, XERA station manager, who had been across the river
to see what he could see.

“Did you know,” Wilson inquired, “that the Mexican army
is tearing down the station right now?”

A few days later Dr. Brinkley suffered a heart attack due, it
was said, to the high altitudes he encountered while traveling in
Mexico.

250



A

Genius
and
Humbug

72 Dr. Brinkley’s personal physician may have believed
that the high altitude of Mexico City put too great a strain on
his patient’s heart. But, during the summer of 1941, Brinkley was
living in Kansas City and enjoying the creature comforts at the
Bellerive Hotel, where the altitude was comparatively low; and
his heart continued to disturb him. What seems most likely is
that twenty years of living on a kind of roller coaster, two dec-
ades of “managerial fatigue,” overwork, litigation and brinkman-
ship, were probable and sufficient causes for an increasingly
severe circulatory condition.

In August a piece of the heart tissue broke away and a clot
blocked the large artery in Dr. Brinkley's left leg. Doctor was
taken to Research Hospital a “very sick man.” It became neces-
sary as an emergency procedure to amputate the leg above the
knee. A month later, while Brinkley was still convalescent and
under oxygen treatment, following two more heart attacks, the
Post Office Department, at last, like a postman delivering a
twenty-year-old letter, filed a complaint against him. The charge
was using the mails to defraud in connection with the goat-
gland treatment. A federal fugitive warrant for Dr. Brinkley’s ar-
rest was issued at the request of Little Rock authorities, and
served on the rejuvenation specialist and three-times candidate
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for governor of Kansas, as he lay propped up with pillows in his
hospital bed.

Dr. Brinkley listened to the reading of the warrant while
his attorneys, wife, the United States Commissioner and an assist-
ant United States district attorney stood by. Did it strike him,
one wonders, as one of life’s monumental ironies, after all his
well-laid plans to close up and batten down, that it was the last
shipment of literature from Little Rock which had moved the
post office to take the action ethical physicians had been de-
manding for many long years?

The complaint stated that Dr. Brinkley had treated some
16,000 persons at a fee of $750 each or a total of $12,000,000. It
went on to say that neither Doctor nor his staff were specialists,
had little, if any scientific knowledge, “and were not physicians
of character and good standing.” In what sounds like a close
paraphrase of some of Brinkley’s ads, the complaint asserted that
Doctor and his group “did falsely pretend that John R. Brinkley
was a great surgeon, scientist, and physician, that he, while visit-
ing medical centers in Europe, had found a substance which
would restore to normal sex vigor sexually weak men and women,
and that the Brinkley treatment would cause men and women to
live to be one hundred years old.” These and other claims were
advanced in advertisements, pamphlets and letters addressed to
persons in La Monte, Missouri; Jamesburg, New Jersey; Walden,
Colorado; Niobrara, Nebraska; West Point, Mississippi and other
points. They were all termed “false and fraudulent and the
United States mails were used to promote this fraud.”

“I guess there isn’t any danger of my running away,” was
Doctor’s only comment upon the reading of the fugitive warrant.
A federal grand jury also returned indictments charging mail
fraud on fifteen counts against the Brinkleys and six employees.
Both Brinkleys pled “not guilty” and posted $20,000 in surety
bonds for their appearance in the federal court in Little Rock in
October.

Doctor was permitted to leave the hospital, proceeding by
ambulance to Union Station accompanied by two nurses, his
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wife, and a bevy of postal inspectors and deputy United States
marshals. Another ambulance covered the one hundred and fifty
miles at the other end of the arduous trip, from San Antonio to
Del Rio. During that winter “Dr.” Brinkley—the Journal of the
American Medical Association now placed his medical title in-
side quotation marks and The New York Times followed suit
—was able to get about to a limited extent. But the heart block-
age, a kidney ailment and incomplete healing of the amputated
leg all indicated that the end was near.

Doctor was scheduled for trial on the Post Office Depart-
ment complaint in the spring of 1942, but he never had to face
the charges. In the early morning hours of May twenty-sixth,
death came easily to the fifty-six-year-old surgeon at the home
he maintained in San Antonio, as a nurse raised him to give him
a drink of water. During his last days, after more than ten years
of stormy and continuous legal warfare, the medical broadcaster
was shielded from contact with all but his kin and close friends.
Doctor’s body lay in state at the mansion in Del Rio, clad in a
navy blue suit, his Masonic apron and his diamonds. Funeral
services at the Spanish-mission-style Methodist Episcopal Church
marked Del Rio’s farewell to Dr. Brinkley. A funeral cortege
traveled overland to Memphis for a chapel service and burial
at Forest Hill Cemetery beside the parents of his wife.

The bronze winged victory stands on the plot—poised on
top of the world. That is, it rests on a marble globe. The ball in
turn stands on a marble pillar. The base displays, in relief, the
lettering “J. R. Brinkley, M.D.”

The heritage Brinkley left in border radio was kept alive by
former associates who established XERF as a successor to XERA.
XERF continued to operate in the rambunctious X-station tradi-
tion. It played waxed programs of Gene Autry and Roy Rogers
without paying a dime to the American Society of Composers,
Authors and Publishers. It sold pyorrhea cures, tombstones en-
graved with any name, reducing pills, a book of 169 of your
favorite hymns, and a guitar—"Don’t you know gittarists make
money?”
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The X-station market was also profitable for the shouting
evangelists. The Reverend J. Harold Smith, whose style of invec-
tive kept him in constant hot water with both the Roman
Catholic Church and the Federal Council of Churches of Christ
in America, laid the thumping sum of $100,000 on the line at
XERF in return for a half hour of time for the next twenty years.
Dr. Gerald Winrod continued to enjoy the hospitality of XERF
for his pieces of hate, just as he had done in Brinkley’s day. And
every night there came the hoarse plea of the Reverend J.
Charles Jessup:

“Keep this little old boy from the clay hills of Alabama on
the air. I'm your brother; I'm doing the best I can. Won't you,
friend, send me your offering today?”

XERF has not changed its stripes with the passing years. Its
denizens still shout and pray, fiddle and sell “genuwine” dia-
monds for ninety-eight cents.

Medical history has known few men of less promising back-
ground or greater native capacity than Dr. Brinkley, few of
comparable bounce, capable of such grandeur of conception in
cajoling the public. Few men arrayed against society have come
so near to having the best of both worlds—the legitimate and the
outlaw. Neither of the medical schools Brinkley attended ever
was regarded by competent physicians and surgeons as a true
background for a medical education. But Brinkley was a genius
—a man of superlatives. You can still hear it said in Del Rio that
Doc literally hypnotized people. He was a glittering showman,
a molder and leader of men, and possessed of a fair amount of
basic medical knowledge, although his frequent characterization
of his practice as “my business”—a property right—indicates his
outlook. It was scarcely that of a man who took his medical oath
seriously. Had he been willing or able to control his greed for
money or his lust for personal power, to direct his abilities to-
ward legitimate aims, he might have made significant contribu-
tions in the field of medicine.

Instead, Dr. Brinkley chose to exploit one of man’s oldest
aspirations, the desire of age for youth’s potency, with mili-
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tant, modern promotional methods, bringing thousands to his
hospitals. The cornerstone of his meteoric career was his early
perception of the power of radio and his skillful homespun pre-
scriptions for a variety of ailments, especially the enticement
which lay in the goat-gland-transplant idea.

Dr. Brinkley brought medicine to the air waves. The issues
arising from his Medical Question Box on KFKB put the pro-
visions of the Radio Act of 1927 to the test, and so contributed to
the establishment of the principle that United States radio pro-
gramming must be in the public interest. When the Federal Com-
munications Commission forbade the transmission of broadcast
material by remote control into another country to be sent back
into the United States territory, Dr. Brinkley led the way into
transcriptions by putting his talks on records and sending them
over to Villa Acuna to be aired on a record player. By his re-
sourcefulness in inventing border radio, Brinkley produced
enough chaos, raised enough hell along the Rio Grande, to pro-
duce three major international communications conferences in-
cluding the 1937 Inter-American Radio Conference in Havana.
This effort brought forth an agreement that finally put Doctor in
a bottle. In sum, Dr. Brinkley made significant contributions to
the development of the radio art in America by giving the regu-
lators something to regulate.

Because he was skilled in the methods of the agitator, a
ruthless practitioner of a new kind of imperialism of the air, Dr.
Brinkley collected fees amounting to more than a million dollars
a year for an operation that a federal appellate judge once de-
scribed as “one which could be done in any doctor’s office under
a local anesthetic for ten dollars.” Could such a performance be
repeated today? Human credulity remains a fixed quantity, of
course. Clever charlatans still live by their iron code: never give
a sucker a break. But the conditions that produced John R. Brink-
ley are not likely to be duplicated exactly again. The medical
licensing boards of the states operate on a far higher level than
they did in Doc Brinkley’s salad days. The anything-goes epoch
in radio called forth regulatory controls which are probably ade-
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quate to take care of such a phenomenon as Doctor’s Milford
radio station. The claims of the advertisers of panaceas are sub-
ject to a tightened-up Food, Drug and Cosmetic Act. The Post
Office Department is tougher than it used to be.

Inscrutable to the end, Dr. Brinkley was not a man to wear
his motives on his sleeve. This applies particularly to his political
career. The best conjecture is that he entered the political arena
in Kansas, as he said he did, on an impulse, and because of cir-
cumstances which brought in view the idea of getting his medi-
cal license restored through political influence. But once a cam-
paigner, he developed a taste for power and excitement, the
build-up of his following. During his candidacy he revolution-
ized political campaigning by introducing radio, sound trucks
and the airplane. A master of the glib if shallow answer, Brink-
ley prospered politically when the collapse of the United States
economy bewildered, angered and confused the electorate. As
William Allen White remarked, “the sort of people who are
fooled by Brinkley have to crystallize- and scare the rest of us to
death” from time to time in a democracy. White accepted the
pains and risks philosophically. Brinkley could not “fool all of
the people part of the time,” White said, “nor part of the people
all of the time.”

Like Huey Long and other Southern demagogues, Brinkley
proclaimed a great and elaborate regard for the wisdom and vir-
tues of the submerged mass of the people from which he himself
sprung, and which he understood so well. Actually, he dis-
played a cynical contempt for his humble supporters and used
them solely as an instrument for his own advancement. The
candidate moved with pomp and circumstance among the tillers
and toilers. His political friends peered at him from a respectful
distance as he sat in a glassed-in booth on his sound truck. Brink-
ley could be seen from all sides. Yet he was curiously remote, a
figure of wonder and mystery. The supporters of the people’s
ticket heard a speech over the loudspeakers. Assistants distribu-
ted ballots for straw votes and announced the result. It was al-
ways for J. R. Brinkley. Then, Doctor, like an old-time pitchman,
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neatly folded his tripod and kiester and slipped away through
the gloaming,.

At his end the newspapers treated Brinkley prominently and
fairly as he lay in state on their front pages. His rotund, goateed
picture peered shrewdly out from the long obituary notices
which recounted the story of his spectacular career; and a good
many added editorial comment which acknowledged Doctor’s
authentic if wayward genius. Even such an ancient antagonist
of Doc Brinkley as Dr. Morris Fishbein speaks of the controver-
sial Doctor without malice. There was something about him.

“I don’t know what there was about that man,” a Del Rio
businessman said recently. “You might laugh about all of it. But
when you were talking with him—well, you just forgot every-
thing. And you couldn’t help liking him.”

The old Sunday-school books, after all, had to be fitted out
with a complement of scamps; otherwise there was no oppor-
tunity for virtue to triumph over sin. Perhaps there is in all of us
a latent, unanalyzed admiration for the outlaw who bucks society.
The Byronic gesture wins one’s reluctant admiration. There is a
sneaking feeling of regret when a rogue gets his comeuppance.
Dr. Brinkley, at any rate, convinced thousands that he was a
romantic fighter arrayed against the medical Goliath. William
Allen White concluded his meditations on Brinkley as a political
figure with the mild observation that it was better to put up
with a Brinkley once in a while than to live in a society where
the people were denied “the blessed and educative privilege” of
making their own mistakes.

There is still in the central and plains states a scattering of
aging Brinkleyites, of true believers in Doctor as a political
saviour or as a great physician, who have made his memory a
kind of cult. They keep alive the recollection of his kinetic per-
sonality with tall tales of his business acumen, his dead-pan hu-
mor, his generosity to employees, his mercurial temperament. He
was, in their view, one of the truly great pioneers of science—
a man ahead of his times, a Galileo or Pasteur. They place the
same estimate on his surgical skill as he did: it was superlative.
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They see his difficulties in the same light as that in which he saw
them—the result of envy, fear, or persecution. They recount in-
stances of Doctor’s courage, as revealed in his handling of vari-
ous attempts to blackmail him when he was running for Gov-
ernor of Kansas. Courage of another sort—financial—is revealed
in an anecdote of Brinkley’s early days in the border-radio game.
There was a particular time when WLW, Cincinnati, raised its
wattage to an astronomical 500,000, and then couldn’t make it
work. Brinkley and his cronies were fanning about the problem
one night down in the XERA studio. Dr. Brinkley had a brilliant
engineer named James Weldon, who remarked that he could
put that much juice into a transmitter and make it work all right,

Doctor stroked his blond goatee and thought awhile. Then
he said, “I guess you'd better go ahead and do it.”

It was a $75,000 decision.

John R. Brinkley, M.D., Ph.D., M.C,, LL.D., D.P.H,, Sc.D.,
Shriner, American Legionnaire, Captain, Coast Guard Reservist,
is hard to assess as a man. Did he ever level with anyone, in-
cluding himself? The view advanced here is that Doctor worked
out some sort of rationale based upon ego. Self-interest carried
him along to the point where he could no longer distinguish be-
tween the genuine and the bogus.

Except as to diamonds.
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This is not a formal bibliography but simply a sampling of the
kind of material used in the preparation of the text. References iden-
tified in the text are not repeated here.

The principal printed sources have been, first, the books, pamph-
lets, brochures, advertising letters, radio talks and news releases which
were issued by or authorized by Dr. Brinkley himself. I have con-
sidered The Life of a Man, by Clement Wood (Kansas City: 1934) to
be a source book because it was commissioned by Dr. Brinkley, used by
him as a propaganda tool and it is autobiographical in character. Other
Brinkley publications which were useful, drawn largely from the capa-
cious files of the Bureau of Investigation, American Medical Associa-
tion, are:

John R. Brinkley, M.D., Sc.D., The Brinkley Operation, Chicago:
1922.

Idem, The Compound Operation, Milford, Kansas: 1926.

Idem, Dr. Brinkley’s Doctor Book, Del Rio, Texas: 1933.

Idem, Roads Courageous, Asheville, North Carolina: 1938.

Idem, Shadows and Sunshine, Milford, Kansas: 1923.

Idem, Your Health, Milford, Kansas: 1928.

Records of judicial proceedings were consulted, among them:

Brinkley v. Fishbein, 110 Federal 2nd, 62; and 311 U.S., 672.

John R. Brirkley v. Morris Fishbein and William S. Yates, No.
6949, Geary County, Kansas.

Brinkley v. The Kansas City Star et al., Geary County, Kansas.
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Case of Brinkley v. Fishbein. Proceedings of a Libel Suit Based
on an Article Published in Hygeia. Chicago: 1939.

Transcript of Record. United States Circuit Court of Appeals.
Fifth Circuit. No. g230. John R. Brinkley, Appellant, v. Morris Fish-
bein, Appellee. 2 vols. (New Orleans) : 1939.

John R. Brinkley v. J. F. Hassig et al. Kansas Reports 130: 874.

KFKB Broadcasting Association v. Federal Radio Commission. In
the Court of Appeals of the District of Columbia. No. 5240. 47 Federal
2nd, 670.

In the District Court for the Western District of Texas, Del Rio
Division. In the Matter of John R. Brinkley, Bankrupt. Case No. 130.

Idem, In the Matter of Minnie T. Brinkley, Bankrupt. Case No.
131.

Contemporary newspaper reports of Dr. Brinkley’s various legal
involvements, his career in Kansas politics, his hospital and radio ac-
tivities, were also consulted, with especial emphasis upon the Arkansas
Democrat and Arkansas Gazette, both of Little Rock; various Chicago
newspapers, especially the Chicago Tribune; also The Kansas City
Star, The Kansas City Times, and scattered newspapers of the state,
particularly those of Emporia, Topeka and Wichita. Texas newspapers
important to this study were the Del Rio Evening News and its suc-
cessor, the Del Rio News-Herald, the San Angelo Standard-Times, and
the San Antonio Express.

Serial publications were examined for Brinkley material and also
for the treatment given the topic of rejuvenation during the decades
when Dr. Brinkley flourished. Such subjects as charlatanism, quackery,
radio broadcasting and demagoguery were also investigated in both
general and specialized magazines. The following materials were es-
pecially useful:

Pan. S. Codellas, “Rejuvenations and Satyricons of Yesterday,”
Annals of Medical History. New Series. Vol. 6, 1934; 510-520.

Frank R. Kent, “Our Political Monstrosities,” Atlantic Monthly.
Vol. 151, April, 1933; 407-411.

“Bureau Reports on Aircraft Schools,” Chicago Better Business
Bureau Reports. Vol. X1I1. No. 34. April 17, 1941.

Robert Morgan, “Borrow Life from the Goat? Transplanters Cause
New Charlatanism To Flourish.” The Dearborn Independent, March,
1924.

“Fascism: Dr. (Goat-Gland) Brinkley’s Newest Cureall for U.S.
Ailments.” Friday. Vol. 2. No. 11. March 14, 1941; 13.
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Morris Fishbein, “Modern Medical Charlatans.” Hygeia. Vol. 16.
January 1938; 21.

Ibid., February, 1938; 172.

I followed Doctor on his numerous appearances in the Journal of
the American Medical Association and The Journal of Kansas Medical
Society. A good summary of Doctor’s career is Jack D. Wallace, M.D.,
“The Goat Gland Surgeon. The Story of the Late John R. Brinkley,”
in the latter publication, Vol. LVII, No. 2, December, 1956; 749-755.

James C. Casey, and Verlin R. Easterling, “Light on the Brinkley
Issue in Kansas: Letters of William A. White to Dan D. Casement.”
The Kansas Historical Quarterly. Vol. 22. No. 5. February, 1953; 350.

“John W. Gunn, Staff Writer, Interviews Dr. Brinkley, Pioneer in
Science of Gland Transplantation.” Life and Letters, December, 1923.

Darwin L. Tielhut, “New Styles in Medical Quacks.” Outlook and
Independent, July 22, 1931.

Ernest A. Dewey, “What the Medical Steamroller Did to Dr.
Brinkley.” Plain Talk. Vol. 8. No. 4. April, 1932.

Also topical references to Dr. Brinkley in the news magazines,
Newsweek and Time, and in Broadcasting, Variety and Publicity.

Various standard medical reference- works have been consulted,
such as Fielding H. Garrison, An Introduction to the History of Medi-
cine, Philadelphia: 1929. I had frequent recourse to such bibliograph-
ical tools as the Index Medicus, Quarterly Cumulative Indcx Medicus,
and Bibliographica Medica.

Secondary books to which I am indebted for material and ideas
include:

Clinton Giddings Brown, You May Take the Witness. Austin:
1955.

William G. Clugston, Rascals in Democracy. New York: 1g940.

Arthur J. Cramp, M.D., Nostrums and Quackery. Vol. III. Chi-
cago: 1936.

Morris Fishbein, M.D., History of the American Medical Associ-
ation. Chicago: 1947.

Idem, The New Medical Follies. New York: 1927.

Sydney B. Flower, The Goat-Gland Transplantation, as Orig-
inated and Successfully Performed by J. R. Brinkley, M.D., of Milford,
Kansas, U.S.A. in Over 600 Operations Upon Men and Women. Chi-
cago: 1920.

Grete de Francesco, The Power of the Charlatan. Translated by
Miriam Beard. New Haven: 1939.
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Robert J. Landry, This Fascinating Radio Business. Indianapolis:
1946.

Reinhard H. Luthin, American Demagogues. Boston: 1954.

Among manuscript materials and unpublished scholarly writings,
I made use of the following:

“Doctor John R. Brinkley’s Practice Now Established at Del Rio,
Texas.” Report, with attachments. American Consulate, Piedras Ne-
gras, Mexico. November 20, 1933.

“Broadcasting Schedule KFKB.” March 15, 1927.

Letter. ]J. F. Hassig, M.D., to Dr. Morris Fishbein. March 21,
1936.

Letter. Walter D. McCaw, Brigadier General, Medical Depart-
ment, U.S. Army, Acting Surgeon General, to the American Medical
Association, November 1, 1924.

Don B. Schlecta, Dr. John R. Brinkley: a Kansas Phenomenon. A
Master of Science thesis. Kansas State College. Hays: 1952.

Ansel Harlan Resler, The Impact of John R. Brinkley on Broad-
casting in the United States. A Doctoral Dissertation. Northwestern
University. Evanston: 1958. A valuable treatment, with the emphasis
as indicated in its title, which became available, unfortunately, too
late to be consulted as extensively as I should have liked.
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Doctor’s willingness to share

the, 37, 45

telegraphy, Brinkley worked at,
16

telephone-line charges, for re-
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