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h By Burton Rascoe
“Day by day in every way I am getting better and better,”

THURSDAY, SEPT. 21.
UNCHED to-day with Dr. Greg-
ory Stragnell, editor of “The
New York Medieal Journal,” and
Seward Collins, of “Vanity
I had been reading Jean
- Degeneration in the Grest
French Masters,” and T wanted to know
what Dr. Stragnell, as a psycho-analyst,
thought of the book. It i a Freneh
counterpart of Irving Babbitt’s “Rous-
seau and Romanticism,” which seeks to
identify “Lo Contrat Social” with Orig-
inal Sin,

Rousseau, who inspired the French
Revolution, the American Declaration
of Independence and the Constitution
of the United States, is to My, Bab-
bitt’ ‘and M. Carrére, paradoxically
enough, the prophet of individualism
and hence, as they gee it, tha champion
of the romantic spirit, which they hold
criminally responsible for Byron, Shel-
ley, Nietzsche, Ibsen, Stendhal, Balzac,
Haudelaire, Zola, Flaubert, Verlaine.
Shaw, Hauptmann, D'Annunzio and—-
well, all the great writers since Cha-
teaubriand.

M. Carrére confines himself
French authors and leans heavily upon
Max Nordau's “Degeneration,” but he
loves that which he condemns: he is
lesg prejudiced than either Mr, Babbitt
ar M. Nordau; and he admita frankly
that the writers he discusses are the
greatest figures in modern French lit-
erature. But he has made up his mind
that, precisely becsuse they are great
artists 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 peychological and be-
haviorietic research, it is probably
nearer the truth to say that they are
great artists because of corrupting in-
fiuenoes. Dr. Stragnell put {t this way:

“Let us concede at firat: no art with-
out & neurosie. Every individual, in a
way, suffera from the group neurosis,
particularly the artist. France is a
slck nation, Its power has been dwin-
dling. It tries to compensate for its
fear of impotence by false stimulsnts
and c—xagﬁerated displeys of power.
This ia reflected not only in its politice
and economics, but in its morals and
its ert. France is mors and more let-
ting down the bars of reticence and is
frankly encouraging indulgence. It
emphasizes the pleasure principle
rether than the generative principle.
And since the artist reflecta the psych!o
state of his time, ?Iace and group, if
ene reads the great literary sriists of
France during the last century he

1o

“eould get a better idea of ita racial

Jdevelopment than out of the history

1o “ks. Peycho-analysis is just belng

jut oduced in France. It may never

make any headway there. France has
grest pesychiatrist to take it ug.
ch have been remarkab

rom Inbibitions and suppres-

481 they have had a much freer and
2:-:{; éitudc toward sex than Eng-
and, America and Cermany. . . .
:-,taa{- £ the small towhs of Americs
are sl epd the peopls in them nare
slck.  An crgemigm is sick when it has
ceugad to grow. Puritdh suppressions,

a ining vigor in the ald stock, ad-
vef'::‘ie:;,m{g conditionall ngu'lt in
2 loss of the creative impulse in the
inha Ttnnti of the small town and in
the hmall town £s & unity.”

his seems to me further support
ufT y contention that men like Car-
ré Babbltt, Paul Elmer More and
Stuart P. Sherman (in his less per-
apienclous moments) are barking up
tﬁq wrong iree. If they do not like
the gort of literature they are getting
they would employ their talents to
more purpose by attacking the con-
ditions that produce that literature.
It would be & ve large order,
admit, and none of these men has
shown visfon or intelligence enough
to tackle it. If one of them hand that
vislon, intelligence and saudacity and
ruceeedod in revolutionizing conditions,
he would thersby automatically dis-
prove his original, basic contention,
which is that the individualist 1s a
menace to the decent and stable organ-
izatlon of soclety. As it is, Mr. Bab-
hitt's *“Rcusseau and Romanticlsm”
and M. Nerdau's “Degeneration” have
not altered, nor I dare say M. Carrére's
book will alter the aspect either of
art or morals one jot or tittle,

In 2 vague sort of way I, too, feel
that something ought to be done ebout
the present situation; but I don't know
exactly what. In this I am in the

same pradicament as H G. Wells was
when he resigned from the Fablan So-
viety, Frank Pease relates the story in

his delectable “History of the Fabian
Soclety.” 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 paiper declaring
that it was up to the Fablans 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.

- L] L]

John Macy dropped in this afternoon
to tell me he had been ap?olnted lit-
erary editor of “The Nation" to succeed
Carl Van Doren, who goes to “The Cen-
tury.” « - Macy's new hook, “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

osthumous ecxtravangenza, “Hassan,”

his afternoon, and, for some reason
or other, a string of asinine, assonantal
and alliterative tee-eszs-eliot sort of
lines kept crnwdin§ into my head on
the subway, like: ‘austiec Codicila to
Covenants” and “Hermes Hacks the
Hippogriff” and “Hardened Harpies
Hem and Haw." Kenneth An-
drews took me to “The Passing Show"
to-night. Year by year the Shubert
rhows are getting nakeder and nakeder
in every way. . . . Before going to
hed 1 read Charles W. Gonld's “Amer-
ica: A Family Affair,” which summa-
zes the rise and fall of Babylon, Nine-
reh, Athens and Rome for no particu-
lar reason that 1 ecould 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 Vechten. Jones is the fore-
most Ameriean authority on metries
and Lascelles Abercrombie. Van
“Vechten wantod 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 publizh that book,”" he
said., “As a critic he digapproves of
everything that docsn't measure up to
Racine or Flaubert. And I don't when
T have read r book as badly written as
his part of ‘The Undertaker's Garland.
The piece called ‘Emily in Hades’ had
& good idea, but it iz ruined in the tell-
ing. If I were he I would buy up all
the copies. of the book and destroy
them g0 1 eould keep on telling writers
haw bad they are. He can't keep on
doing that now, you know. . . . Why
are all the young intellectuals go utter-
ly serious nll 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
the pictures were never meent to be
funny, so you daren't laugh at them
even if you are inelined to. It's all

” 4
very sad. % f,

rticularly %o the

ertaker's Garland,”

Van Vechia's comment on Wilson's
contribution to the hook {2, I think,
Just, It was written some time ago
and is o very gophomoric afair, More-
over, it is not only badly eonecived und
phrased, with several wesk
climaxes; it contains numerons errors
of syntax and grammar, He frequent-
ly misuses the correlatives, writes
“stars stab him like knives,” and en:-
ploys such clumey constructions as
“His' purpose - . Was simply
make something choup and to sell it to
somebody dear,” and “We were neither
of ue ever in much danger of getting
killed ourselves ™ 3

These points would not loam up &0
digproportionately if Wilson were not
aften capable of writing, us he does in
the current “Vanity Fair”: . . . tha
eople should come to life far us, but

iss Cather's never do. Flaubert, by a
single rhrnae. 4 deseription of some
external object, could convey all the
pathos and beauty of human desire and
defent . . in & decent novel every
word should be in ite place and every
character in its right perspective and
every ineident should be presented
with its appropriate economy of de-
tail,"

Saw Ring Lardner to-day for the
first time in many months. Month hy
menth Ring is getting more owl-eyed
in every way., He was being led by
John Peter Toohey into Frank Case's
sulon, but Toohey dashed on ahead and
Ring’s way was blocked by a Zroup
of actresses who were trying to crowi
a8t the rope. “Come on!"”
oohey. . “I forgot to bring my vault-
ing pole,” answered Ring; but Toohey
settled the diffculty in a jiffy: he
brushed the ladies zaide with u sheaf

of  play manuscripts, Ring
onee told me his ravorite author in
Ibzen and his favorita novel, W. B.

Maxwell's “The Davil's Garden,’

Went to Alta May Coleman’s this
afternoon to meet Roscos W. Brink,
the author of “Down the River) an
extraordinary mnovel in free verse,
which relates the story of a woman who
is sensitive to beauty and who is baf-
fled and beaten by disillusionment in
love, by poverty, by domgestic caves and
yet who wing out by nobility of charae-
ter. It is an experiment in concislon
and rgpidity of narration, and it is
something more than that; it is a novel
of considerable power, with the faults
ope would expect in a first venture in
50 unusual a narrative form. And,
whereas we have had innumecrsble re-
cent novels depicting highly =ensitized
men in reactlon to the frustrations of
contemporary American life, this la one
of the few which deals with a woman's
struggle with the adverse cireum-
stances of life. It is a novel which, 1
should think, would appeal very strong-
ly to women, for it is an honest at-
fempt to present a woman's point of
view sympathetically and intelligently.
Mr. Brink is a slight, reticent
ut .elert and amiable fellow, with a
Igh forehead, a wisp of a mustache
iand black eyves.

-

Went with my wifs to the nrcn!ng
cof “The Exciters" to-night, which I
enjoyed much more than I should have
if I weren't very fond of Tallulah
Bankhead, both as an actresa and as a
peraon. ﬁan into Sherwood Anderson
resplendent in his black etock tie and
his bushy aureole of sandy hair, dur-
‘ing the intormission, and he told me
he was working very hard on gome
short stories. . . , John V, A,
“Weaver told me that wlen he was in
‘France he looked too often on tha vin
when it was rouge and as a result the
doctor had put him on an egz and
spinach diet. . , v, Gegrge Jean

ethan told me he was expecting
Mencken back from Europe very soon.
. Anderson, Weaver, Beward Col-
Jins and I joined the throng back stoge
to congratulate Tallulah, who was very
‘pretty and excited in the night dress
‘she wears in the last nct. . . . To
Reuben's for a sandwich and found
there Charley MacArthur, who hag just
finished a play in collaboration with
Edward Sho?don and Jimmy Whittaker,
the former dramatic critic, who anid:
“There is something about! being a
critic that makes a terrible hick out
of a man. I was an awful hick when
I was a dramatic eritic.”

SATURDAY, BEPT. 23
Elinor Wylie, author of “Nets to

volume were written over a space of
only a few months, two years ago; that
she wrote seldom, but very easily and
with few revisions, having written re-
cently six poems in a single night. . .
Read ns much of J. Middloeton Murry's
“Btill Life" as I eould stand to-night;
it 1s another novel azbout the amorous
diffieulties of a young intellectual,
SUNDAY, SEPT. 24

Read all day and went over to T. R,
Smith's to-night and found there Ernest
and Madelpine Boyd, Fanla Marinoff
and Carl Van Vechien. Boyd and Van
Vechten both said they were inspired
by my “Dead Give-Away" in to-day's
paper, to tabulate their own list of
preferences and prejudices; but Van
Vechten said that every time he made
out a list it was entirely different from
tho one before it. The first two vol-

plete and unexpurgated edition of Guy
des Maupaesant have just heen issucd
by Knopf. This is the first attempt to
publish Maupaessant in o wholly satis-
factory translation, with the volumes
nrranged in their chronological order.
The edition of “Germinie Lacerteux,”
by the Goneourts, ‘translated with a
preface by Boyd, is also just off the
press, in & beautiful formut. ., . .
Smith proved too generous a host, and
my wife helped me to get home and in
bed by 9. At 12:30 F. Seott Fitzgerald
called up. He and Zelda, Mary Blair,
and Edmund Wilson jr. wanted to come
out, or have us join them, I forget
which, but I was too sleepy either 1o
encourage the one or consent to the
other.

MONDAY, SEPT. 25

Lunehed tfo-day with Djuna Barnes
and we tan into Joseph Hergesheimer,
up from West Chester for the filming
of “Java Head.” and looking verv rosy
and happy. His new novel, “The Bright
Shawl,” a Cuban tale of the last con-
tury, 18 to be published on Octaber 15.
1 told him that I hed heard from va-
Tious sources that it contained writing
equal to “San Cristobal” and a story
as good as “Java Head" and he eaid
he personally was very fond of it
Djuna introduced me to Konrad Ber-
covici, the short storv writer, who
logks = little like Nietzsche, bpt with
& bushier mustache and with = head
s shagpy as a New Foundiand's.
Djuna said Boreoviei is “a scream: he
knows more tragic and funny stories
of the Ghetto than any man in the
world. You ought to hear him tell
the story about the man who for ten
vears had had a ‘two-movement’ job
pasting labels on tin cans—you know,
one movement io the tongue to moisten
the Iasbel and the other tp the can to
paste it an. And then he was pro-
moted. He got a three-movement job,
I forgot what it was, but ke was so
tickled over it he nesrly died of
gratitude and joy. That’s not fuuny:
that's pathetic!” ... 8Bhe alsp in-
troduced me to Mary Heaton Vaorse,
the rovclist whose beok, “The Pres-
tons,"” contains a small boy quite as
funny as Tarkinglon's "Penrod,” and
rather more true to life, being less a
burlesque.

{
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“Torchy”

TRILRY
Tursd

MAY CRASHES
Harper's

N THE good days befora the com-

IN, Ry Seweil

1 ing of thoxe deluges known as

I the war, the

anti- |

to |

yelled |

H the novele of Mr. Hutekinzon

income taxes and
1
would think of Sunday less ns devoted
to a horrid ritusl of hlue laws than
a5 set apart for the consumption of
| multiferious newspaper supplements.
| First, I would discover that the Browns
still lingered in the second division,
either in the cellur or sliding down
the ecllar steps of the American
League. That was before the blazing
pertent of George Sisler. Then I would
survey the regrettoble escapades of the
Katzénjammer Kids, the real, right
Ketzenjammers 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 eritics,

"

My most cherished Sunday pleasure
1 reserved for the lest half hour be-
fore the formidable orgy of the Sun-
day midday dinner. For it seemad
numberless months of Sundays 1 fol-
lowed the ingenicus exploitz of Sewell
Ford's “Torchy,” an adept contriver of
plot, situation and the vernacular leng
before Mr. Mencken invented ihe
American language, In those far times
| very few literary persons rivaled Mr.
Ford's extensive manipulation of our
native rhythms and vocables, as well
ns his devising of plots less polished
than an engagement ring, but brilliant
as a diamond in the rvough., Then
somehow Torchy was put out in favor
of Bhorty MeCsbe, a person 1 saban-
doned for excellent rensons T cannot
now recall. And just when I had sup-
posed Torchy pone into the days that
arc mo more, of two-hit baschall gamea
und five-cent ice-cream sodas and
nickelodeons, lo! the comedies featuring
Mr. Jahany Hines are even now CATTY-
ing Torchy down the ages in the awift
and robustious action of the motion
picture, But the style is the man; and
not even the facial play of Mr, Johnny
Hines ean compensate for the absence
of the vernacular. The wheel has comae
full eirele in the best literary tradition
of wheels; and now somie hundreds of
writers drape the American language
like n vivid garment over their later
and less engaging Torchies.

7 . .

L] -

Even Torchy's progenitor, Mr, Sewell
Ford, has abandoned his first love in
favor of {wg changelings known as

|Inez, a Bwadish-American girl whose

rilence is as golden as her hair, and
T'rilby May, an energetic and resource-
ful person with green eyes and carroty
hair, another one of those interminabla
fluppers who now exclusively populate
the world this side of paradige, Any
Indulgenco in the pathos of distance
or sentimental sighing fer the clouds
of glery that no longer trail ‘are sure
signs, so wo. are told by those"who
know, of renescence and s docay, the
firat pattering of the gere and yellow
leaf, It mpy be so; and vet in remem-
brance of the ineffable Torchy I may
be permitted to shed a regretful and
strietly literavy tear..” Insz and Trilby
Moy cannot oust Torehy from his gure
nicha in myifond affections. It isn't
that Torehy would ever havae felt at
home in the compuany ' of literary an-
gels, or that his pretensions beat. on
the gates of heaven whare ' dwell* the
Idiot and Tess and Lord Jim- and Pelle
and Huckleberry Finn, Torchy was
simply Torchy, a coming prophecy of
our language that cast his carroty

| if Torchy's figure dops

!
|
|
|
|
|
|

Catch the Wind”, my wife, Seward Col- | her discroet admirer,
lins &nd I motored out to New Canaan | pearance in a Greenw
and had dinner with Seward’s mother, | duction of “The P
Elinor is, 1 think, one of the threc or | per”
four leading women pocts in Lnglish. | whirlwind
Bhe told me that the poems in her first | With a hard-working

thadow before Mr. Mencken, Trilby
May is just snother flapper; and even
i loom down
fo mo through the deluding miats of
time 1 find it mora iinpressive in ita
native humor than the vernacular
vigiditias of Trilby May and Inez's
strong silence of stupidity.
e L] " o
Trilby May crashes into a theatrieal
manager's office and by the epell of
her gea-green oyes and her invineible
presence (which may be freely trans-
lated impudence) she forees him to ac-
cept a play of the cub reporter who ls
After her ap-
ich Villaga pro-

rince and the Flap-
£ho becomes the center and
of numerous adventures,

manicurist who
orts a wounded
; nele Nela's strictly ne-
rigus financinl operations rather too
mueh in the outworn tradition of Wal-
lingford, with a cautious oaf from her
home town, with life on the East Side,
and'with a climax that leaves the doors
wide open for later adventures which
we may confidently expect in the frujt-:
ful coyrse of time,
-

hagimarried and supp
aviator, with U

dty
in

At best and worst Trilby May's car-
roty hair shinss with a reflected glory
from the resplendent sun of Torchy.
After “This Side of Pnradise” and
“Dancers in the Dark’—ihe flapper.
In general Trilhy May's flapperism DO&-
aesges all the attributes necessary for

li‘]mL hjj!l estate of madern culturae:
fand yet in one respeet she hardly ap-
ideal set for

Yiias of Bopd's tranalitton of the come } proximates the austere

later flappers by earlier flappers. IHer

(wit flows, but not like wine, for she

1ar

limits her indulgenes to “trotters on
the grill” and permits no undue #1-
miliarities, that is to say, petting par-
ties. Her “line of chatter' is hung with
the accustomed epigrams and the me-
chanieal aptitude of the dealer in ar-
got.  Waiters suffer’ a small change
and hecome “tip hounds” and Trilby
May staves “as lifelike as two peached
eggs on a platter.”
L] ® L3

Perhaps the vernacular strains itself
in the exercise of too muech verbal
trapeze work. Suffice it to say that to
cuestion addressed her in the Eng-
sh language Trilby May replies eon-
cisely in the very latost model of our
native rhythms.

Letter Box

From Julian Street
Dear Miss Isabel Paterson:

In my whole life I have not had
more than three or four reviews that
wurmed me ag did yours of my movel,
“Rita Coventry,” in The Tribune, and
I do not think T have ever hefore had
quite g0 ful]l a sense of having made
my intontions absolutelv eclear to &
siranger a3 1 got when reading what
you had written of my book. And that

ldid

is a sensation that is peculiarly de-
L lightful,
it is not z0 my

: ¢h your praise that
pleases

; e, as the guality of your
praise. You understood ge fully sa I
the undeviying qualities of the
story 1 had tried to tell, and vou' ex-
plained my motives quite as well as |
ceuld hayve explained them, And vou
never called Richard Parrigh my “hero,”
or suggesied that perhaps 1 ddmired
Parrish.  Oh, thanks!

I've waited for my early forties to
write this first novel in the hope that
it wouldn't be bad. ] have warked a
vear on these 85000 words and have
written ezzily 300,000 words Lo get
the 85,000. Naturally, T am enormously
pleased to know that they carried to
yeu exactly the things I'™ied to make

them carry. JULL {N
Norfolk, Conn, Drrdyoragay,

John Cournos, author of “Babel.”

Caricature by Djuna Barnes.

The Charm o

f W. J. Locke

By Isabel

THE TALE OF TRIONA. By W. J. Locke.

Diodd, Mead & Co

ABH as the statement may ap-
ﬁ)anr at firat eight, there is no
iving writer who more com-
ﬁieto]y proves the magic in-
arent in style, or if you will,
the flnin everyday usea of that de-
bated quality, than William J. Locke.
Not thnt style i{s his sole merit; he
has 8 number, but all the others are
pretty evenly balanced by their defects.
v- Foriinstanee, he is never at a loss
for ‘a* well-turned plot, but it turns
uponfaccident or faney, not upon the
maln issues of real iife. He has a
marvelous knack of graphic presenta-
tion of the exterlor of his creatures,
8o that one ,never forgets nor mixes
up his people; they aye always easily
fdentified by more' than thelr mere
names—and thet is not so commen
an accomplishment as may be supposed
toffhand. Yet he has no.desp grasp
of character; naver does he indecently
bare 8 soul, nor give an exporition of
& human being growing as it were a
tree, inevita.bly. from a certain seed
in a certain soil.

" Hia peopls are:orchids, hothouss
lants, evan when he is pleaged to call
hem vagabonds or robustious awash-
bucklers; a cold blast of reality would
wither them in an inastant. And while
he never fails to'provide them with
entertaining talk, has ever a grain of
wit and gentls humor to save them
from banallty, vet he does not deal in
ideas in_ the weightier sense of the
term. His pages are aslways em-
broidered with quaint touches of
erudition, tastefully apt quotations
from half-forgotten poeta and schol-
ars; yet they have no intellectual
contant. The eatchwords of the day
are to him the cternal verlties; there
is no philoanpﬁy implicit in his books,
nothing below the glittering surface—
except one jewel of great price. That
s a deep mnd genuine feellng for
romance, for those rose-colored illu-
gions which are as true as they are
insubstantial 2nd fieetlng.
-

That and his polished style are what
save him from being just a first-class
second-rate apinner of yarna. But they
do save him Eeyond question; not here-
after, but here and now, His work
fully deserves its immediate popular-
ity; and some of those authors whe
are already being earnestly recom-
mended to posterity—perhaps as a des-
perate last resort—might lenrn 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 merely
because there {3 less of it; m 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,”
1 think it was, had ams part of its
machinery a poor wretech 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 & minor personage.
Alexis Triona is the hero in this casa.

Triona did much the same thing, But
he had it in him to do good work on
his own account. Triona was a bern
romancer, and only eribbed his raw
material. 1t was rather as if Dumas
hud chosen to pass himself off ag 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 memolrs 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 {teh-
ing foot, a taste for adventure, which
led him, by no easy stages, from the
dreary workman's cottage at Tyneside,
where he was bred, to the post of
courier-chauffeur and confidential zery-
ant extraordinary in the housahold of

BOOKS BOUGHT
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dition to all this, the book is full of sidelights on current political
and religious conditions in Eastern Asia.” s
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Paterson

{a Russian prince. There was no fakery
vin his rise; he had brnins and appli-

cation, He was a practical sort of ad-
venturer, too; he mada and saved
money.

He was even a practical humbug, not
a gratuitous one. It wasn’t only for
swank that after the war and the revo-
lution had stripped him of his earnings
and he found himself back in Englanil
penniless that he passed himself off
{as & Russian secret service agent bare-
|1y escaped with his life from the Bol-
sheviki, His motive was that he had
already, without criminal intent, worked
up the contents of a dead man's note-
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 of
Russia, after his years of hard work,
and he had & heroic war record of
his own, which he reasonably felt he
might trade in for the ona he was
stealing. So he did it.

It made him famous.
girl he loved. But he was a lost man
for all that, He had, as it were, killed
himself to make way for his counter-
feit, Triona, and his own ghost haunted
him and finally betrayed him.

- - "

Now there is an artificial situation
if you like, just as “Frankenstein” (s
in every sense an artificial tale, but
it is full of dramatic possibilities., Call
it melodramatic if you prafer, the pos-
sibilities remain. And Lockae always
makes the most of his possibilities. He
geta 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 thesa is the hardest;
therein is the trlumph of style. It is
Locke's easy, lucid, felicitous phras-
ing, his sparkiing manner, that enlists
the reader's interest on the firat page
and keeps it riveted till the last, Igrj
does mnot need to be probable. Ha is
lausible, 1f he were both, of course

e would be an author of geniua in-
stead of talent. The first rule of fie-
tion is not that a thing shall have
happened, but that it shall seem to
have happened; and as long as you
listen to Locke you belleve ﬁim. ou
can analyze his books all to pleces
efterward, but not till afterward, be-
cause you will not stop for analysis
until you have read through.

His sheer charm will even cnmﬁol
you to swallow unprotestingly his
thoroughly English snohberﬁ'—which is
never 80 apparent as when he is deny-
ing it—his shallow propagands, his
abaurd moral attitudes. Nehody ever
notices or cares that he has fought the
war over several times and cach time
to a different conclusion. Nobody is
even annoyed, for that matter, that he

It won him the

But above all, how restful tn see

how,

seems to feel ho fought it all alone, |

The Countess de Chambrun, wh
fvst novel "Pluying With S¢ Y
ivgt heen published, ‘wna
Longworth, of Cineinnati, n
Congressman Nicholas Longworih, ot
hence also glater-in-law of Allge Rocso.
i velt, Mme, de Chambrun i
France ca a schelsy, and hat rece
ldoctor's degrea feom the Faenld
| Lottres. mong ey works mro {
1 Bonnets of Shakespenre” and “Gio-
| vanni Florio, an Apoatle nof the Rens
sapee in'England by the Time of
epeare.”  Florio, by the way, was Mil-
ton's hrother-in-law and the first trans
lator of Montalgne. The Count e
Chambrun is a great grandson of the
Marquis de Lafayette, and was Chicf
Linison Officer between the French and
American armies during the war, He
is anlso the author of “The American

his wife has transiated.
L - -

The old home of Jamas Russell
Lowell, at Cambridge, Mass, still has
n literary tenant. It is now oceupied
by A. Kingsley Porter, who busy
with a stupendous worle on “Romin-
ecague Sculpture of the !’11;;1-1111.-1_;'.-
Routes,” which will be illustrated with
1,400 illugtrations in eleven sepirate
portlfolios.

»

The Allied Arts gold medal of the
American Institute of Avchitects has
been awarded to Frederic W. Gouds
[ for “meritorious work in the art of
{ typography.” Mr. Goudy has designed

hns just poblished a velume on “The
Elements of Tettering.
L] L L

A travel honk will be the next effort

Road to the World” Mr. Waldron has
heen “doing” the repion of the _(.1"0=‘t
Lakes this summer, and reports it full
| of interest, notable acenery and pic-
turesque people, especially strange re-
ligious sects. One such n'.u!’!!.td'('r:i Jr-l
self the Lost Tribe of Benjamin, and
is expecting tlm mi]]emlmm s00n.

{or the serinl rights to “Certain People

in book form. The reagon for her re-
fusal was that she did not want the
hook eut, as would hrve been necea-
sary, Mrs. Norris worked on this hopl-'.
for nearly four years, but during the
game period of time she ulr:u_plfndu_ced
several shorter novels for sorialization,
and about forty short stories. She de-
clares this type of plotlesas novel is
much hnrder to handle than the kind
with a eet plot.

and America. '}

- -

In addition to being one of the most
popular writers of detective storvies I.
S. Fletcher, the author of “Ravensdene
Court,” is a fellow of the Royal His-
torical Bociety and an authority on
Yorkshire. He has written many niono-
graphs on Yorkshire in ita various his-
torical agpects.

detective atory out in
-

Qoctober.
L. -

“The London Daily Telegraph” finds
the manngrs of American socioty
“peculiar’ a3 rvevealed in Marparet
Deland's “The Vehement Flame, i1
efally the “torrential slang of Mra, De-
land's young women and the horae
play of theiv taffy-pulling pariies.
Thern is no slang in English novels, or,
any how, no t:lff}’ Eu\im‘g.

An cxtraordinary personality passed
with the death of Wilfrid Scawen Blunt,
whose ‘“Diaries,” published this vear,
form a running commentary on Euro-
pean affairs for more than thirty years,
Blunt was an aristoerat, an old-fash-
ioned liberal, a champion of
cauges; he spent a year in jail in the
80's for taking the side of the Irish;
he traveled mueh in Asiz and Afriea,
especially among the Arabs; he spent a
fortune breeding and buying Arab
horses and introducing them te FEng-
land, for he was very rich, and he wan
fond of Arab dreas., His wife, Lady
Anne Blunt, wag a pranddaughter 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. Blunt's birth,
wealth and talents enabled him to meet
almost every important or interesting
personage of his time, und he has
something to say of all of them in his
“Diaries.’

. " #

_ Richard Blaker, autl.or of “The Voice
in the Wilderness,” lives now in the
New Forest, not far from Southampton,
England, but he hag traveled much. He
has seen somethlng of India, Egypt,
Palestine, Germany, Austria and south-
ern Russia, and has also visited the
Ford factory at Detroit, which he con-
sidors the preatest wonder he ever
BAW,

" - *

The younger poets of America have
founded a new organ for their produe-
tions, “Caprice,” a magazine to he puh-
lished in Los Angeles. The editor is
David N. Grokowsky and the first issue
will contain poems by Lew Sarett, Mark
Turhyfill, Oscar Williams, Oliver Jen-
kinz, Louis Grudin, Rex Hunter, John
Irury, Hi Simons, Pearl Andelson,
Juan Fujita, Virgil Geddes, Hardin
Masters (the son of Idgar Lee Mas-
ters), and others. Rex Hunter, of New

something done by a man who knows | York, and John Drury, of Chicago, are |

associated with the venture,

A Novel By
Charles Hanson Tow

The

| G. P. PU

CHAIN
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“Tt is a book to linger |
over. An entertaining
and an interesting novel,
vividly picturing ideal-

istic  youth  meeting |
reality and remaining f
undismayed.”

—Louise Maunsell Field,
in the New York T'imer.
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A Marvellous, Astounding and Ab sorbing Book

Beasts, Men and Gods
By Ferdinand Ossendowski

The New York Tribune: “In many ways ‘Beasts, Men and Goda' is
It iz a remarkable human document, too,

st by the maelstrom of the Russian
ldest Mongoliz, The result is this
ritable Odysgey. In ad-
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The book was begun |
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Thirty thousand dollars was offered to | and
Kathleen Norris, and declined by her, |of the

of Importance” bafore it was published | ..
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gayety, writes

ferlingl
ery of axistence.

There is little in these books of Jt
s theovies of “poetic Lransp
tion" and “sttuation.” Here his
iam is not transposed but direet:

the photographic imitation, the eopy
of life. We lean wih hinmt over (K
ghoulder of & woman {0 look at {hi
letter which she rites to the love

wio hag abandoned her:

“Charles! Afler what has passed
I must write {0 you. Alas he time
fs past when we were roll « happily
on the sand; the dial of our hearts
marks a graver Heour. You under-
stood  this, Charles. Ay author
whose name I don't remember s
‘On me hadine pas avee 1
Yoa played with mine, |
pinno any more; why, or,
whoem?y There are three

apartmenta—stylish, serious and ar-
3 ) 1

You don't like white lacquer
You are responsible for the ¢h
My apartment was stylish., 1
gan by plaving under the bir um-
brella on the beach, and now

apostle. of “futurist”
The two book

i

5
o

r

| right
lowsz
| 'and his hook

you

tell me that T have weighed on your
life and that you have to go back
to your job with the United Ship-

pEYS.

Do you think it is nothing o

have changed my furniture because

e

you don't like white lacquer?

There are six—no, there are

three
[ hundred pnges like this, exposing the |

poor, sordid lives in all their detail of

the French lower middle-class.
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WE RECOMMEND __B LA C K P AWL

A bold and straightforward drama of real, red-hlooded life
is the story of Black Pawl, Captain of a whaler in the South
weas; 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: Dan, ?ilw
mate, and the deck-hand who precipitates the final tragedy.
The interaction of metive, and the strong, distinctive char-
acter-drawing in which this author excels, set the story apart
ifrom the year’s novels and will stimulate the veader tired of
By the author of “Evered,”
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