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LUNCHED to-day with Dr. Greg¬
ory Stragnell, editor of "The
Now York *¿!«*dical Journal." and
Seward Collins, of "Vanity¡.air." I had been reading JeanCarrere's "Degeneration in the Gree.t

French Masters," and I wanted to knowwhat Dr. Stragnell, as a psycho-analyst,thought of the book. It "is a French
counterpart of Irving Babbitt's "Rous-
.¦osu and Romanticism," which seeks toidentify "Le Contrat Social" with Orig¬inal Sin.
Rousseau, who inspired the FrenchRevolution, the American Declarationof Independence and the Constitution<>f the United States, is to Mr. Bab¬

bitt and M. Carrère, paradoxicallyenough, the prophet of individualism
and hence, a3 they see it, the championof the romantic spirit, which they hold
criminally responsible for Byron, Shel¬
ley, Nietzsche, Ibsen, Stendhal, Balzac,
Baudelaire, Zola, Flaubert, Verlaine.
Shaw, Hauptmann, D'AnnunzIo and.
well, all the great -writers since Cha¬
teaubriand.

If. Carrère confines himself to
French authors and leans heavily uponMax Nordau's "Degeneration," but he
loves that which he condemns; he is
les» prejudiced than either Mr. Babbitt
or If, Nordau; and he admits franklythat the writers he discusses are the
Kreatest figures in modern French lit¬
erature. But he has made up his mind
that, precisely because they are greatartists they are the more corrupting.In other words, that's his story and he
is going to stick to it. From what we
know of modern psychological and be-
havioristic research, it* is probably
nearer the truth to say that they are
great artists because, of corrupting in¬
fluences. Dr. Stragnell put it this way:

"Let us concede at first: no art with¬
out a neurosis. Every individual, in a
way, suffers from the group neurosis,
particularly the artist. France is a
sick nation. Its power has been dwin¬
dling. It tries to compensate for its
tear of impotence by false stimulants
and exaggerated displays of power.
This is reflected not only in its politic?
and economics, but in its morals and
its art. France is more and more let¬
ting down the bars of reticence and is
frankly encouraging indulgence. It
emphasises the pleasure principle
rather than the generative principle.
And since the artist reflects the psychic
r-tate of his time, place and group, if
me reads the great literary artists of
France during the last century he
*could get a better Idea of Its racial
development than out of the historyb<->kJ>. Psycho-analysis is just being
int '«disced in France. It may never
m&k- any. headway there. France has

great psychiatrist to take it up.
/Wid the French have been remarkably
frdf fío». Inhibitions and suppree-
f'lonlg» *."*«¦¦-/ have had a much freer and
yran**** attitude toward sex than Eng-
IbÜJI America and Germany. . . *

MoajE û' *n* smaii town» of America
fUK 8Pd the people in them are

sick. Aa otgttirhxn is sick when It has
ce*&4 to grow. Pqritan «suppressions,
a daelhúng vigor in iba old stock, ad¬
verse economic conditionir-aU result in
a loss of th« creative impulso in the
inhabitants of the small town and in
the Small town fie a unity."

This seem» to me further empport
of »y contention that men like Car¬
rera, Babbitt, Paul Elmer More »nd
Stuart P. Sherman (in his less per¬
spicacious moments) are barking up
the wrong tree. If they do not like
the s,ort of literature they are getting
they would employ their talents to
mora purpose by attacking the con¬
ditions that produce that literature.
It would be a very large order, I
admit, and none of these men has
shown vision or intelligence enough
to tackle it. If one of them had that
vision, intelligence and audacity and
succeeded in revolutionizing conditions,
he would thereby automatically dis¬
prove his original, basic contention,
which is that the individualist is a
menace to tho decent and stable organ¬
ization of society. As it is, Mr. Bab¬
bitt's "Rcusseau and Romanticism"
and M. Nrrdau's "Degeneration" havo
not altered, nor I dare say M. Carrère's
book will niter the aspect either of
art or morals one jot or tittle.

In a vague sort of way I. too, feel
that something ought to be done about
the present situation; hut I don't know
exactly what. In this I am In the
same predicament as H G. Wells was
when he resigned from the Fabian So¬
ciety. Frank Pease relates the story inhis delectable "History of tho Fabian
Society." It seems that Wells was al¬
ways coming to the meetings much
aflutter with some big, new, bright idea
¦which he promptly forgot as soon as he
had got it off his chest. One day he
read an impassioned paper declaring
that it was up to the Fabians to do
something about motherhood in Eng¬
land. They all agreed with Mr. Wells,
including Bernard Shaw, who asked Mr.
Wells, "Just what?" Wells got sore at
the question and resigned.

* * .

John Macy dropped In this afternoon
to tell me he had been appointed lit¬
erary editor of "The Nation to succeed
Carl Van Doren, who goes to "Tho Cen¬
tury." . . Macy's new book, "The
Critical Game," is just out. It contains
some excellent, informal, did-you-ever-
notice-that.essays on Dante, Tolstoi,
Conrad, Nietzsche, Gourmont and oth¬
ers. . . . Read James Elroy Flecker's

. posthumous cxtravanganza, "Hassan,"
this afternoon, and, for some reason
or other, a string of asinine, assonantal
and alliterative tee-ess-eliot sort of
lines kept crowding into my head on
the subway, like: "Caustic Codicils to
Covenants'* and "Hermes Hacks the
Hippogriff" and "Hardened Harpies
Hem and Haw." . . . Kenneth An¬
drews took mo to "The Passing Show"
to-night. Year by year the Shubert
shows are getting nakeder and nakeder
in every way. . . . Before going to

a^!«*d I read Charles W. Gould's "Amer-
«*^k\ca: A Familj Affair," which summa-
¦B-i s the rise snd fall of Babylon, Nine-
H^veli, Athens and Rome for no partícu¬la lar reason that 1 could discover, and

concludes with the exclamation: "Re¬
peal our naturalization laws!"

FRIDAY, SEPT. 22
Llewellyn Jones, literary editor of

"The Chicago Evening Post." came to
lunch to-day and we were joined later
by Carl Van Yechten. Jones is the fore¬
most American authority on metrics
and Lascelles Abercrombie. Van
Vechten wanted to know if I had read
"The Undertaker's Garland," by John
Peale Bishop and Edmund Wilson jr.
"It was a grave tactical error for young
Mr. Wilson to publish that book," he
said. "As a critic he disapproves of
everything that doesn't measure up to
Racine or Flaubert. And I don't when
T have read a book as badly written as
his part of The Undertaker's Garland.'
The piece called 'Emily in Hades' had
a good idea, but it is ruined in the tell¬
ing. If I were he I would buy up all
the copies, of the book and destroy
i hem so I could keep on telling writers
how bad they are. He can't keep on

doing that now, you know. . . . Why
are all the young intellectuals so utter¬
ly serious all the time? 'The Dial' has
never published but one funny line.
'the Académie Rascoe*; it's always so
sad and gloomy it makes me weep. Even
tho pictures were never meant to be
funny, so you daren't laugh at them
even if you are inclined to. It's all
very sad." ;

. * #

With reference particularly to the
preface to "The Undertaker's Garland,"

Via Veebte's comment on Wilson'sI contribuí on to the back is, I think,j just. L was written some time ago-.t-.l is a very lophomoric affair. .Mon
over, i: is nor only badly conceived and] phrased, with several weak anti-j climaxes; it contains numerous errors

i of syntax and grammar. He frequent¬ly misuses the correlatives, writes"stars stab hjm like knives," and em¬
ploys :-uch clumsy constructions -....
"His purpose . . was simply t<>make something cheap and to sell it to
somebody dear," and "We were neitherof us ever in much danger of gettingkilted ourselves."
These points would not loom up sodisproportionately if Wilson were not«ften capable of writing, ¡is be does inthe current "Vanity Fair": ". . . thepeople should como to life for us, butMiss Gather's never do. Flaubert, by a

single phrase, a description of some
external object, could convey all the
pathos and beauty of hum.;n desire anddefeat ... in a decent novel everyword should bo in its place and everycharacter in H3 right perspective and
every incident should be pres'-ntedwith its appropriate economy of de¬
tail."
Saw Ring Lardner to-day for the

first time in many months. Month bjmonth Ring is getting more owl-eyedin every way. He was being led byJohn Peter Toohey into Frank Case'?
salon, but Toohey dashed on ahead ant
Ring's way was blocked by a groutof actresses who were trying to crowd
past the rope. "Come on!" yelledToohey. "I forgot to bring my vault¬
ing pole," answered Ring; but. Tooheysettled tho difficulty in a jiffy: habrushed tho ladies aside with a shcaiof play manuscripts. . . Ring
once told me his favorite nuthor itIbsen and his favorite novel, W. HMaxwell's "Tho Devil's Garden."
Wont to Alta May Coleman's thiiafternoon to meet Roscoe W. Brinkthe author of "Down the River." at

extraordinary novel in free verse
which relates the story of a woman wh<is sensitive to beauty and who is baf
fled and beaten by disillusionment ii
love, by poverty, by domestic cares ant
yet who wins out by nobility of charac
tcr. It is an experiment in concisioi
and rapidity of narration, and it ii
something more than that; it is a nove
of considerable power, with the fault
one would expect in a first venture ii
so unusual a narrativo form. And
whereas we have had innumerable re
cent novels depicting highly sensitize,
men in reaction to the frustrations o
contemporary American life, this is on.
of the few which deals with a woman'
struggle with tho adverse eircum
stances of life. It is a novel which,
should think, would appeal very strong
ly to women, for it Is an honest at
tempt to present a woman's point 0
view sympathetically and intelligently
. . . Mr. Brink is a slight, reticen
but^alert and amiable fellow, with
nigh forehead, a wisp of a mustach
»and black eyes.

Went with my wife to the openln;
of "The Exciters" to-night, which
enjoyed much more than I should hav
if I weren't very fond of Tallula
Bankhead, both as an actress and as
person. Ran into Sherwood Antíersor
resplendent in his black stock tie. an
his bushy aureole of sandy hair, dui
ing tho intormisslon,. and he told m
he was working very hard on soro'.short stories. . . , John V. J
Weaver told me that when ho was i
'France ho looked too often on tho vi
wh'en it was rouge and as a result th
doctor had put him on an egg. an
spinach diet. . . -, George Jea
Nathan told mo he was expectin
Mencken back from .Europe very sooi
. . . Anderson, Weaver, Seward Co!
lins and I joined tho tnrong back stag
to congratulate Tallulah, who was ver
pretty nnd excited in the night dre?
she wears in the last net. . . . T
Reuben's for a sandwich and foun
there Charley MacArthtir, who has jut
finished a play in collaboration wit
Edward Sheldon and Jimmy Whittake
the former dramatic critic, who said
"There is something about I being
critic that makes a terrible hick 01
of a man. I was an awful hick whe
Ï was a dramatic critic."

SATURDAY, SEPT. 23
Elinor Wylie, author of "Nets 1

Catch the Wind", my wife, Seward Co
Una and I motored out to New Cnnaa
nnd had dinner with Seward's mothe
Elinor is, I think, one of the throe.
four leading women poets in Englis
She told mc that the poems in her fir
volume were written over a space
only a few months, two years ago; tin
she wrote seldom, but very easily 01
with few revisions, having written r
cently six poems in a single night. .Read as much of J. Middlotolt Murry
"Still Life" as I could stand to-nigh
It is another novel about the am oro1
difficulties of a young intellectual.

SUNDAY, SEPT. 24
Read all day and went over to T.

Smith's to-night and found there Erne
and Madeleine Boycl, Fnnia Marine
and Carl Van Vechten. Boyd and Vi
Vechtcn both snid they were, inspir
by my "Dead Give-Away" in to-day
paper, to tabulate their own list
preferences and prejudices; but V)
Vechten snid that every time he ma
out a list it was entirely different frc
tho one before it. The first two vt
uinos of Boyd's translation of the coi
plote and unexpurgated edition of G'
do Maupassant have just been issu
by Knopf. This is the first attemptpublish Maupassant in a wholly sat:
factory translation, with the voluni
arranged in their chronological ord«
The edition of "Germinie Lacertcu:
by the Goncourts, translated with
preface by Boyd, is also just off t
press, in. a beautiful format. . .

Smith proved too generous a host, a
my wife helped me to get home and
bed by 9. At 12:30 F. Scott Fitzgertcalled up. He nnd Zelda, Mary Blaand Edmund Wilson jr. wanted to coi
out, or have us join them, I forjwhich, but I was too sleepy either
encourage the one or consent to t
other.

MONDAY, SEPT. 2.1
Lunched to-day with Djuna Barrand we ran into Joseph Ilergesheim

up from West Chester for the filmiof "Java Head." and looking very re
and happy. His new novel, "The Bri¡Shawl," a Cuban tale of the last cc
tury, is to be published on October
I told him thst I had heard ¡rom
rious sources that it contained writi
equal to "San Cristobal" ami a 8t<
as good as "Java Head," and he s:
he personally was very fond of
Djuna introduced me to Honrad B
covici, th« short story writer, w
looks a little like Nietzsche, bjit w
a bushier mustache and with a h<
as shaggy as a New Foundlam
Djuna said Bercovici is "a scream;knows ,nore tragic and funny stor
of the Ghetto than any man in
world. You ought to hear him 1
the story about the man who for
years had had a 'two-movement'
pasting labels on tin cans.you km
one movement to the tongue to mois
the label and the other to the can
paste it on. And then he was pmoted. He got a three-movement jI forçot what it was, but he was
tickled over it he nearly died
gratitude and joy. That's not funr
that's pathetic!" She also
troduced me to Mary Heaton \'oj
the novelist whose book, "The Pr
tons," contains a small boy quite
funny as Tarkington's "Penrod," ;
rather more true to life, being lesi
burlesque.

"Torchv"
By A. Donald Douglas

TRTLW -m \ -s CRASHES in. By Bewail

IS THE good days before the com¬

ing of those deluges known as
the war, the income taxes and
the novels of Mr. Hutchinson 1

would think of Sunday less as devoted
to a horrid ritual of blue laws than
;<¦'¦ set apart for the consumption of
multifarious newspaper supplements.
First, I would discover that the Browns
still lingered lit the second division,
either in the cellar or sliding down
the cellar steps of the American
League. That was before the blazing
portent of George Sisler. Then I would
survey the regrettable escapades of the
Katsenjammer Kids-, the real, right
Katzenjammers and not their vigorous
but dull descendants. Those, too, were
the days before the brick hurtled at
Krazy Kat swam like a new planet
into the ken of serious literary critics.

* « *

My most cherished Sunday pleasureI reserved for the last half hour be¬
fore the formidable orgy of the Sun¬
day midday dinner. For it seemed
numberless months of Sundays I fol¬
lowed the ingenious exploits of Sewell
Ford's "Torchy," an adept contriver of
plot, situation and the vernacular longbefore -Mr. Mencken invented tho
American language. In those far times
veo* few literary persons rivaled Mr.j Ford's extensive manipulation of our
native rhythms and vocables, ns well
as his devising of plots less polishedthan an engagement ring, but brilliant
as a diamond in the rough. Then
somehow Torchy was put out in favor
of Shorty McCsbe, a person I aban¬doned for excellent reasons I cannot
now recall. And just when I had sup¬posed Torchy gone into the days that
arc no more, of two-hit baseball gamesand five-cent ice-cream sodas and
nickelodeons, lo! the comedies featuringMr. Johnny Hines are oven now carry¬ing Torchy down the ngen in the swiftand robustious action of the motion
picture. But the style is the man; and
rot even the facial play of Mr. JohnnyHines can compénsate for the absence
of tho vernacular. The wheel has comefull circle in the best literary traditionof wheels; and now some hundreds of
writers drape the American languagelike a vivid garment, over their laterjnd less engaging Torchies.

*...,-. * *

Even Torchy's progenitor, Mr. Sewell
Ford, has abandoned his first love infavor. of two changelings known as
Inez, a Swedish-American girl whose
silence is as golden as her hair, andTrilby May, an energ-etic and resource¬ful person with green eyes and carrotyhair, another one of those interminableflappers who now exclusively populatethe world this side of paradise. Anyindulgenco In the pathos of distance
or sentimental sighing for the cloudsof glory that no longer trail aro^surosigns, so wo are told by those'whoknow, of senescence and docay, thefirst pottering of the sero°and yellowleaf. It mny be so; and yet in remem¬brance of tho ineffable'Torchy I maybe permitted to shed, a regretful andstrictly literary;tear..' Inez and TrilbyMny cannot oust Torchy from his sureniclio in my\fond affections. It isn'tthat Torchy would over have, felt athomo in the company of literary an¬gels, or that his pretensions beat, onthe gates of heaven whore dwell "theIdiot ond Toss and Lord Jim nnd Pelleand Huckleberry Finn. Torchy Wassimply Torchy, a coming prophecy of
our language that cast his carrotyshadow before Mr. Mencken. TrilbyMay is just another flapper; and evenif Torchy's figuro does loom downto mo through the deluding mists oftimo I find it more impressive in itsnative humor than the vernacularrigidities of Trilby May and Inez'sstrong silenco of stupidity.

.' * * * ...;
Trilby May crashes into a theatricalmanager's office and by the spell ofher sea-green eyes and her invincible

presence (which may be freely trans¬lated impudence) she forces him to ac¬cept a play of the cub reporter who Isher discreet admirer. After her ap¬pearance in a Greenwich Village pro¬duction of "The Prince and the Flap¬per" ehe becomes the center andwhirlwind of numerous adventures,with a hard-working manicurist whohas'.married and supports a woundedaviator, with Uncle Nels's strictly ne¬farious financial operations rather toomuch in tho outworn tradition of Wal-lingford, with a cautious oaf from herhome town, with life on the East Side,and with a climax that leaves the doors¡wide open for later adventures whichwe may confidently expect in the fruit¬ful course of time.
j * * *

At best nnd worst Trilby May's car¬roty hair shinos with a reflected gloryfrom the resplendent sun of Torchy.After "This Side of Paradise" and"Dancers in the Dark".the flapper.In general Trilby May's fiepperism pos¬sesses all the attributes necessary for jthat high estate of modern culture;and yet in one respect she hardly ap-proximates the austere ideal set forlater flappers by earlier flappers. Herwit flows, but not like wine, for shelimits her indulgenco to "trotters onthe grill" and permits no undue fa¬miliarities, that is tó say, petting par¬ties. Her "lino of chatter" is hung withthe. accustomed epigrams and the me¬chanical aptitude of the dealer in ar¬got. Waiters suffer a small changeand become "tip hounds," and TrilbyMay stares "as lifelike as two poached
eggs on a platter."

* » *

Perhaps the vernacular strains itselfin the exercise of too much verbal
trapeze work. Suffice it to say that to
any question addressed her in the Eng¬lish language Trilby May replies con¬cisely in the very latest model of ournative rhythms.

Letter Box
Front Julian Street

Dear Miss Isabel Paterson:
In my whole life I have not had

more than three or four reviews thatwarmed me as did yôurs of my novel,"Rita Coventry," in The Tribune, andI do not think I have ever before hadquite so full a sense of having made
my intentions absolutely clear to astranger as I got when reading what
you had written of my book. And thatis a sensation that is peculiarly de¬lightful.

It is not so much your praise thatpleases tne, as the quality of yourpraise. You understood as fully as Idid the underlying qualities of thestory 1 had tried to tell, and you ex¬plained my motives quite as well as Icculd have explained them. And younever called Richard Parrish my "hero,"or suggested that perhaps 1 admiredPp.irish. OH. thanks!
I've waited for my early forties towrite this first novel in the hope thatit wouldn't be bad. I have worked ayear on there 85.000 words and have jwritten easily 300.000 words to get'the 85,000. Naturally, I am enormouslypleased to know that tbfcy carried toyou exactly the things Ifft-ied to make 1them carry. JULIAN STREET.Norfolk, Conn.

John Cournot, author of "Babel." Caricature by Djuna Barnes.

The Charm of W. J. Locke
By Isabel Paterson

THE TAI.E OF TRIONA. By W. J. T.ocke.
Dodd, Mead & Co.

ASH as the statement may ap¬
pear at first sight, there is noliving writer who more com¬
pletely proves the magic in¬herent in style, or if you will,the plain everyday uses of that de¬

bated quality, than William J. Locke.
Not that style is his sole merit; he
has a number, but all the others are
pretty evenly balanced by their defects.
r For*, instance, he is never at a loss
for a* well-turned plot, but it turnsupon!«"accident or fancy, not upon the
main issues of real life. He has a
marvelous knack of"graphic presenta¬tion of the exterior of his creatures,
so that one «.never forgets nor mixes
un his people; they sto always easilyidentified by more'' than their mere
names.and that is not so common
an accomplishment as may be supposedoffhand. Yet he has no. deep graspof character; never does he indecentlybare a soul, nor give an exposition of
a human being growing as it were a
tree, inevitably, from a certain seed
in a certain soil.

His people are orchids, hothouse
plants, even when he is pleased to call
them vagabonds or robustious swash¬
bucklers; a cold blast of reality would
wither them in an Instant. And while
he never fails to* provide them with
entertaining talk, has ever a grain of
wit and gentle humor to save them
from banality, yet he does not deal in
ideas in the weightier sense of the
term. His pages are always em¬
broidered with quaint touches of
erudition, tastefully apt quotations
from half-forgotten poets and schol¬
ars; yet they have no intellectual
contant. The catchwords of the day
are to him the eternal verities; there
is no philosophy Implicit in his books,
nothing below the glittering surface.
except one jewel of great price. That
is a deep and genuine feeling for
romance, for those rose-colored illu¬
sions which are as true as they are
insubstantial and fleeting.

* * .

That and his polished style are what
save him from being just a first-class
second-rate spinner of yarns. But they
do save him. beyond question; not here¬
after, but here and now. His work
fully deserves its immediate popular¬
ity; and some of those authors who
aro already being earnestly recom¬
mended to posterity.perhaps as a des¬
perate last resort.might learn a lot
from him if they would or could.
Nor need one go to his best novels

for the lesson. He never falls below
his own standard. If "The Tale of
Triona" is not quite so good as cer¬
tain of its predecessors, that is merelybecause there Is less of it; a differ¬
ence in degree, not in kind. It is a
smaller canvas, and the story is in
some measure worked over from an
earlier one, done in reverse. "Jaffery,"
I think it was, had as part of its
machinery a poor wretch who stole and
published as his own a dead man's book.
Later, remorse and sheer inability to
write anything of his own drove him to
suicide. But he was a minor personage.Alexis Triona is the hero in this case.
Triona did much the same thing. But

he had it in him to do good work on
his own account. Triona was a born
romancer, and only cribbed his raw
material. It was rather as if Dumas
had chosen to pass himself off as D'-
Artagnan, and circumstances had en¬abled him to do so; for there really
was a D'Artagnan, captain of the
King's Guards, and his memoirs fur¬nished the basis of Dumas' immortal"Three Musketeers."

Triona's real name was John Briggs;
one can scarcely blame him for chang¬ing it. He is an engaging hero, in
spite of his imposture. He had an itch¬
ing foot, a taste for adventure, whichled him, by no easy stages, from thedreary workman's cottage at Tyneside,where he was bred, to the post ofcourier-chauffeur and confidential serv¬
ant extraordinary in the household of!
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a Russian prince. There was no fakeryLin his rise; he had brains and appli¬cation. He was a practical sort of ad-
venturer, too; he made and saved
money.
He was even a practical humbug, not

a gratuitous one. It wasn't only forswank that'after the war and the revo¬lution had stripped him of his earningsand he found himself back in Englandpenniless that he passed himself off
as a Russian secret service agent bare-

¡ ly escaped with his life from the Bol-shoviki. His motiva was that he hadalready, without criminal intent, worked
up the contents of a dead man's note-j book into a thrilling narrative, and he
saw no way of getting it published ex¬
cept by professing it to be genuine,with himself the living proof of.it.That story was all he brought -out ofRussia, after his years of hard work,and he had a heroic war record ofhis own, which ho reasonably felt he
might trade in for the one he was
stealing. So he did it.

It made him famous. It won him thegirl he loved. But he was a lost manfor all that. He had, as it were, killedhimself to make way for his counter¬
feit, Triona, and his own ghost hauntedhim and finally betrayed him.

# » *

Now there is an artificial situation
if you like, just as "Frankenstein" is
in every sense an artificial tale, but
it is full of dramatic possibilities. Callit melodramatic if you prefer, the pos¬sibilities remain. And Locke alwaysmakes the most of his possibilities. He
gets the reader's sympathy; he makes
you want to see the thing come out
right, and then he makes it come out
right.
The first of theso is the hardest;therein is the triumph of style. It is

Locke's easy, lucid, felicitous phrasing, his sparkling manner, that enlist:
the reader's interest on the first pag(and keeps it riveted till the last. H(
does not need to be probable. Ho ii
plausible. If he were both, of cours-he would bo an author of genius in
stead of talent. The first rule of fie
tlon is not that a thing shall hav(
happened, but that it shall seem ti
have happened; and as long as yoilisten to Locke you believe him. Yoi
can analyze his books nil to piecei
afterward, but not till afterward, be
cause you will not stop for analysi;until you have read through.
His sheer charm will evgn compe

you to swallow unprotestingly hi¡
thoroughly English Bnobbery.which 1:
never so apparent as when he is deny
ing it.-his shallow propaganda, hi:
absurd moral attitudes. Nobody eve
notices or cares that he has fought th«
war over several times and each tlnv
to a different conclusion. Nobody i
even annoyed, for that matter, thnth
seems to feel he fought it all alone
But above all, how restful to se
something done by a man who know
how.

Shop Talk
The Countess de Chnmhrun. Who»

first novel ''Playing With Souls/' ¦<

just been published, svas Mi-'. '",-..
Longworthi of Cincinnati, a sister öl
Congressman Nicholas Longworth, m
henee nlr.o slstéf-in-law of Ai'e- rt(
velt. Mme. de Chambrun is knd n
France as a ¡Scholar, and has reci ive
doctors degree fr -.- the '¦',-.;¦ .!'' dea
Lettres. Among h -v.-'.;; are "The
Sonnets of Shakespeare" and "Gio¬
vanni Florio, an Apostle of the Renais
s.mee in England In the 'i im. of
Speere," Florin, by the way. Wa
ton's brother-in-law and tho first
l»1 tor of Montaigne. The Co u
Chambrun IS 6 great grandson of i|,<.
Marquis de Lafayette, und was Chief
Liaison Officer between the French and
American armies during the war. lie
is also the author of "The American
Army in the European Conflict," which
his wife, ha» translated.

The old home of James Russell
Lowell, at Cambridge, Mass., still has
a literary tenant. It is now occupied
by A. Kihgsloy Porter, who is busy
with a stupendous work on "Roman¬
esque Sculpture of the Pilgrimage
Routes," which will be illustrated with
1,300 illustrations in eleven separate
portfolios.

* * *

The Aliied Arts gold medal of the
American Institute of Architects has
been awarded to Frederic W. Goud?
for "meritorious work in the art of
typography." Mr. Gouriy has designed
no fewer than fifty different types, and
has just published a volume on "The
Elements of Lettering."

* . »

A travel book will be the next effort
of Webb Waldron. who wrote "The
Rond to the World." Mr. Waldron has
been "doing" the region of the Great
Lakes this summer, and reports it full
of interest, notable scenery and pic¬
turesque people, especially strange re¬

ligious sects. One such considers it¬
self the Lost Tribe of Benjamin, and
is expecting tho millennium soon.

* a. *

Thirty thousand dollars was offered to
Kathleen Norris, and declined by her,
for the serial rights to "Certain People
of Importance" before it was published
in book form. The reason for her re¬

fusal was that she did not want the
book cut, as would havo been neces¬

sary, Mrs. Norris worked on this book
for nearly four years, but during the
same period of time she also produced
several shorter novels for serialization,
and about forty short stories. She de¬
clares this type of plotless novel is
much harder to handle than the kind
with a set plot. The book was begun
in Brazil, and continued all over Europe
and America.

* « *

In addition to being one of the most
popular writers of detective stories J.
S. Fletcher, the author of "Ravensdene
Court," is a fellow of the Royal His¬
torical Society and an authority on

Yorkshire. He has written many mono¬
graphs on Yorkshire in its various his¬
torical aspects. He will have another
detective story out in October.

* * *

"The London Daily Telegraph" finds
the mannors of American society
"peculiar" as revealed in Margaret
Delnnd's "The Vehement Flame," espe¬
cially tho "torrential slang of Mrs. De-
land's young women and the horse
play of their taffy-pulling parties."
There is no slang in English novels, or,
any how, no taffy pulling.

* * *

An extraordinary personality passed
with the death of Wilfrid Scawcn Blunt,
whose "Diarios," published this year,
form a running commentary on Euro¬
pean affairs for more than thirty years.
Blunt was an aristocrat, an old-fash¬
ioned liberal, a champion of lost
causes; ho spent a year in jail in the
SO's for taking the side of the Irish;
he. traveled much in Asia and Africa,
especially among the Arabs; he spent a

fortune breeding apd buying Arab
horses and introducing them to Eng¬
land, for ho was very rich, and he was

fond of Arab dress. His wife, Lady
Anne Blunt, was a granddaughter of
Byron. Their early married life was

romantically happy, but tney quarreled
and separated later, and Blunt also had
painful disagreements and lawsuits
with his only daughter. Blttnt's birth,
wealth and talents enabled him to meet
almost every important or interesting
personage of his time, and he has
something to say of all of them in his
"Diaries."

» * *

Richard Blaker, author of "The Voice
in tho Wilderness," lives now in the
New Forest, not far from Southampton,
England, but he has traveled much. He
has seen something of India, Egypt,
Palestine, Germany, Austria and south¬
ern Russia, and has also visited the
Ford factory at Detroit, which ho con¬
siders tho greatest wondor he ever
saw.

* * *

The younger poets of America have
founded a new organ for their produc¬
tions, "Caprice," a magazine to be pub¬
lished in Los Angeles. The editor is
David N. Grokowsky and the first issue
will contain poems by Lew Sarett, Mark
Turbyfill, Oscar Williams. Oliver Jen¬
kins, Louis Grudin, Rex Hunter, John
Drury, Hi Simons, Pearl Andelson,
Junn Fujita, Virgil Geddes. Hardin
Masters (the son of Edgar Lee Mas¬
ters), nnd others. Rex Hunter, of New
York, and John Drury, of Chicago, are
associated with the venture.

A Novel By
Charles Hanson Towne

The
CHAIN

"It is a book to linger
over. An entertaining
and an interesting novel,
vividly picturing ideal¬
istic youth meeting
reality and remaining
undismayed."
.Louise Maunscll Field,
in the New York Times.

G. P. PUTNAM'S SONS, Publishers, New York
rasvmwAnm^wa

A Marvellous, Astounding and Absorbing Book
Beasts, Men and .©ds

USSbai
The New York Tribune: "In many ways 'Beasts, Men and Gods' isquite unique, . . . It i.~ a remarkable human document, too.A Polish scientist is cast by the maelstrom of the Russianrevolution into the heart of wildest Mongolia. The result is thisbook . . . and it is a veritable Odyssey. . . . In ad¬dition to all this, the book is full of sidelights on current politicaland religious conditions in Eastern Asia."
Price 13.00
Postage Extra E; P. BUTTON & COc 6»! TM-TV! AIT.
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Paris News Letter
By Lewis Galantièrc

IF YOU wandered, on«-* day or an-
other, the basilica of Sacré-
C.ur, th-**- .vhite, un-Chriotian
church whose faery dome, like
that of >¦ mosque in which goodMu ssulw " should rock in p

dominates .'.:'¦ from fcho height of
Montmartre, you mi-rht encounter a;
man in ; workman'« blouse who is one,
of its most "fervent habitués. HisJfriends, dining in ''. ". open on the
Place du Tertre, call him to .share their
¡vine, and the name they cry Is Max
Jacob,, When, with Pablo Picaei
Sponsor, he was converted to the truetalih, this -I:*.'/ born in Brittany (a Jewbom In [Irittany is rarer than :i ,Ia> in
Juno, was named for Saint Cyprien.When I last saw him, he was loardin
with a woman who owned a ¡ittle gro¬cery on the hill and hi* spent most ofhis evenings listening to the old wives'tales of ¡«is neighbors as they saiOver their "pinard" in '«.he back of the.hop. !!<. told fortunes ;>nd drew horo¬
scopes; his on«« luxury was a coilectionof ties of varying color, selected '« r
da Ij wear appropriate to ihe corre¬sponding planet. His personality gaveoh' .". mingling of sweetness, careless¬
ness and restlessness combined with
Katanic malice; he appeared and dis-
nppearcd irregularly, and his appear¬ance was always marked by repent¬
ance, his disappearance always the re¬sult of a season of folly. From timeto time, he let himself be dragged o ITto the great houses of the cosmopoli¬tan elite, then for a while he wouldlive like a hermit. He has publishedhis own books, and sold them himself,he has painted, exhibited in the chirestablishment of Hernheim, and hadhi^h prices for his canvases. He re¬
sembles in many ways his late friend.Guillaume Appolinaire, and like thelatter he is the apostle of "futurist'
and "nutty" literature. The two bookfwhich lie published in the last year"Le Roi de Beotie" and "Le Cabine!Noir.'' class him as a humorist of qual¬ity who, beneath a mask of ferocious
and sarcastic gayety, writes feelingljof the misery of existence.

There is little in these books of Ja¬cob's theories of 'noetic transposi¬tion" and "situation. ' Here his real¬ism is not transposed but direct; it isthe photographie imitation, the copyof life. We lean wih him ovrr the
shoulder of a woman to look at this
letter which she writes to the lovei
who has abandoned her:

"Charles! After what has passedI must write to you. Alas! :he time
is past when we were rolling- happily
on the sand; the dial of our hearts
marks a graver hoar. You under¬
stood this, Charles. An author
whose name I don't remember said,
'On jie badine pas avec l'amour.'
You played with mine. I haven't a
piano any more; why, or, rather, for
whom'.' There are three kinds of
apartments.stylish, serious ar.d ar¬
tistic. You don't like white lacquer!You are responsible for the changes.My apartment was stylish. vVe be¬
gan by playin-r under the big um¬
brella on the beach, and now you
tell me that I have weighed on your
life and that you have to go back
to your job with the United Ship¬
pers. Do you think it is nothing to
have changed my furniture because
you don't like wjiiie lacquer?" . .

There are six.no, there are thre
hundred pages like this, exposing th
poor, sordid lives in all their detail c
the Fiench lower middle-class. Sine
Courtelino has stopped writing, Andi
Billy remarks, there is only Jacob t
replace him.
Henry Becque is known to r.ll wh

are interested in French drama as tli
author of "Les Corbeaux." In "Ci
mcedia" of August "0 I happened upcthe first publication of a sonnet whic
he wrote long years ago and whic
for its verisimilitude, its tr.igic hoi
esty and the force of its spare ecor

omy seen,;; ¦: ¦- me to d. itiflghere.
Je ./ni rien q rappelle.Pas rtc poi trait, pa rl< i sax,.'.'. n'a pas une
f ou [ nous .-.
J'étais b
Elle était aro
Amour d'ùi eux .Pour
Un jour nous i i,Après tant de féiic
Tanl
Mime deux ennera

Que leur haine n<
Et qui lais '¦ b«
The last hi .e lines of 1 si

car: y it into the
Mr. Mauri« e Barré em¬

barrassed. He wrote a
"Un Jardín dich 1
noticed here come weeks ago. Mr. JoséVincent, literary editor af "La I
a prominent Catho Is this
novel to be -; ocking
olic readers and excommunicates it cat¬egorically In a cent
Mr. Barres ¡a p. ... repli« sfeebly through 1
Catholic newspaper, 'L'Echo de Paris"that his "conception of life is the tra¬ditional and Catholic French idea" andthat, while he understand« -ind wel¬
come* the strictures of the "anti-
French" press, es Mr. José
Vincent to be unjust.. "Must we," ht
cries, "condemn art?"

1 fear very much that Mr. Jose Vin¬
cent has the right on his side. The
heroine of Mr. Barres is an unre¬deemed pagan and the delight'he took
in portraying her onljTolstoi, Jean-Jacques !' nd Mr.
Vincent have, as good Christiana, no
authority to exalt art. You may read
the four gospel- end to the
other and you will find that there :>
one point upon which they are r.ll in
agreement.they contain no word inhonor of art, letters oi Their
teaching is purely moral and religious;intellectual culture is not mentionedfor an instant. And the "lm talion"
of Thomas Aquinas warns us agaraftbeing touched by 'the sui
beautiful words of men" arid tells tu
that "it is more profit! nounce
all than to stud" subtle thing-." Bo«-
suet blames those who "in the tint«
for prayer and the practice of virtue
give themselves to the Btudy of historyand philosophy, or to the r* adingof new books, romaneos, comedies,poetry." . .

Mr. Barres wrote a delightful tale
sensuous and not very edifying. The
righteous thunder of Mr. V n< ent fob
lows him. He reaps the whi dwind.and his book sells in th. fifty thous¬ands.

I cannot remember when Mr. HetRyner was elected "prince des con>
teurs." In any event, he has since be
come the sainl of another of
erary chapels of Paris and I believe- thathere now exists a kind of Hyi ev club
worshipers of a Ryner cult and probably attired in Ryner garb, like th<Rayraond-Duncanites. Mr. Rynor's ¡as
book is called "Les Véritables Entre
tiens de Socrate." His thesis is an at
tractive one, holding that Socrates dc
served his deatii "because it is true tha
Socrates, obeying the laws oi rature
or, as he preferred to say. the unwrit
ten laws nobly violated the writtei
laws and the orders of the cityThe laws of the city revenged them
selves shamefully, e.3 is their custom.1
Socrates, in other words, was an anar
chist of the type of Mr. Ryner, an.
neither Plato (for whom Mr. Ryner ha
found an infamous surname) no
Xenophon understood his preceptoiAny attack on Plato is bound to be we!
corned by aesthetics, and by the youn
generally, but one would wish :'.
little ¡ess lumbering, less dull an
lighter of hand than the touch of M:
Ryner.
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Just 'Published

A NOVEL OF AMERICAN' LIFE OF

TO-DAY, BY

J.***!». A *« ASTjw.ffl..flL*<t-FJB.ivS

eAt all bookstores. $2.00
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Fifth Ave., NEW YORK !

WE RECOMMEND BLACK PAWL
A bold and straightforward drama of real, red-blooded life
is the story of Black Pawl, Captain of a whaler in the South
Seas; Red Pawl, his son, grown morose and surly from the
father's resentment toward the wife who had deserted them
both; Ruth, the daughter and the storm-center; Dun. the
mate, and the deck-hand who precipitates the final tragedy.The interaction of motive, and the strong, distinctive char¬
acter-drawing- in which this author excels, set the story apartfrom the year's novels and will stimulate the reader tired of
embroidered trivialty. By the author of "Kvered,"

BEN AMES WILLIAMS
Price. Í2
Fontane E. P. Buffo« & Company

- 'By F. SCOTT
FITZGERALD

Author of inr. BCACFttTt and pawned
and this side or paradise

At all bookstores $1-75
Charles Scribner's Sons
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