=+ JEN St. John Ervine began to writa
y:umhhﬂﬂh
) it fn his own manner, I
semember when 1 first saw him he
ing before the curtain of the Abbey
Dablin, & rather timid youth, wear-
es and obviously somewhat moved
: recoption of his firmt
“wMixed Marriage’ was a fine dramatic
atation of & thems and & problem which
o4 ap Ulsterman, had realized and felt
 deep sincerity. His first novel, “Mrs.
'y Man,” which eame & couple of yenrs
Saer slso had that quality of reality, of
' %3 feeling nnd observation which be-
© F i litersture that springs from the
S experience. Then came the war,
: u?u:‘.z of Bernard Shaw, who has
praised D0 other Irish writer, and
of Mr. Brvine’s régime
Thester,and a Shaveling, a chip
Mock, tock the place of the
he once promised to be. Suecess in

A

own or his adopled country, comple.ed
tion and hax provided him with
fties of faintly reproducing his
woiee.
¢ Ervine can now turn out a machine-
¢ drama of the Manchester repertory
 oheol with all the conviction of a Harold
~ Brighouse o n Stanley Houghton. He more
ot less repudistes the play and the novel
¥ “'.'hl.cﬂ:f their defeets, were informed
i3 .-".hgh of originality, of personal experi-
ee ot Jeast spparently becauvse they lack
the weneer of Falian radiealism which. he
 as adopted and adupted from Wells and
" " ghaw. He presents himself in the guise of an
" Jsish Wells in “Changing Winds," a novelist
of ideas—and what ideas! ~while he earefully
eultivates  truculence which is oWviously
* derived from Shavian precedent. In this eol-
Jection of more or less literary essays, his
feat publication of the kind, one fin’s all the
gquips and attitudes and some of the theories
which made Shaw u remarkable journalist a
qoarter of & contury ago. In the introduoe-
tery chupter he offers u naive varistion npon
the &.» Shaviun text thal men of letlern are
of no more nccount than manoal Inborers.
#The mere fact thai & man has contracted the
Rabit of putting words together does not en-
gitle bim to more of the world's respect than
{s due to one who has contracted the habit
of pulling Dbits of metal together and
ealling the result a motor ear. 1 do
pot know why & man who writes books
should regard himaelf as a better man than
one who makes butter.” 1 feel inclined to re-
mark, a5 one of Mr. Ervine's young intel-

Jectuals might: “Oh, 1 say, come off, you
priceless old thing!™ But one is disarmed
by the ingenvous chatter wich precedes,

where we are teld in the eonseirated for-
mula: “Were it not for the insistence of
some o' my friends I do not suppose 1 should
fsue tais book to the public at all. We are
tes prone, we subscribers, to put our casual
writings between the covers of a book.”
Really! “Usnaccustomed as 1 am to publie
speaking” | must rise to protest sgainst such
stereotyped humbug.
. L -

E may not quarrel with Mr. Ervine's

estimate of the unimportance of his own
“ycribblings,” but one objects to the solemn
paiveth of the manner in which he expresses
ft. It is hard to believe that so much co-
ercion was necessary to induce the suthor of
“The Crities” to provide that erudest of all
satires with & counterpart. The patronizing
eesay on AE, with which the series of studies
opens, is too obviously written straight from
the heart (of an espatriste Orapgeman
glamoured by the metropolitan deli’ghti of
Londen! ) to require that ingenuous npologia,
AE, it seems, is n remarkable personality,
but he has not the good fortune to have
groduated from the Fabian pursery. He “hag
lived too long and too exelusively in Ire-
land. He is not free from the mush wenti-
mentality with which Irishmen regard them-

which has had no equivalint eithee

telves, this evorlasting self-congratulation |

this wmug preoccupation with their
own virtuos and bland disregard of their
vices, thiz eternal deninl that they have any
demerits”  Poor AFE does not: live in the
artringent and rarefied stmosphere of Lon=-
don, where, a2 everybody knows, log rolling
is unknown, He stays in Dublin and passes
“from one center of adulation to another™;
he submits to “the paltry gabble of the third-
rete minds he enconnters on most oceanions
in Dublin,” where there are people “who
#com to believe that Ireland has produced =
giooter literature than England.”
Dublin, as 1 have sald, does not take Mr.

| of whether the engraver intended the “Horde-

» of some importancs to pet
right what Is & matter of netu
s . e :“l'-:::nd no-

from any other Hiorary eenter—and it has ity
proportion of imbeciles no less than London,
Parin or New York—it iy in the abrence of
here worshipping in literary circles. 1 have
seen a roomful of people, sl of whom read
and admired Yeats, pay no more attention
to him when he entered than te (he hum-
blest “third-rate mind” preseni. So far
from adulation being the constant portion
of AE, he has been more trencherously de-
nounced and more ruthlemsly exploited In
Treland than any one else. Hin ideas are
tuken without acknowledgment and his fail.
ure to surrender to any party hay made him
suspect to the patriotic of all kinde, Mr.
Ervine has had only the slightest experience
of the Dublin he so glibly distorts, Its de-
fects were far more nccurately summed wp
by Shaw, who slso fails to mecure there the
respectful attention to w3 h London aecus-
toms Pim, when he bitterly dencuneed the
“sterile, destructive mockery of Dublin” I
thould never recommend it as & econter of
adulation, except to politicians!
L] - .

BE. ERVINE'S unfortunate experiences in

Dublin have developed in him an obses-
sion sbout Irelnnd, which finds relief in
tirades closely modeled on certain passages in
“Jokn Bull's Other Inlund.” He admits that
“Synge, Padraie Colum, Lennox Robinson,
Duniel Cockery, James Joyce—all these have
shown us an lIrish people completely fde
to the world's common belief about them."
Yet he writos constantly as if nobody but
the nuthor of “Changing Winde" had any
reallzation of the faets of Irinh life, When
every single writer of the slightest note has
helped to explode the Dion Bouticanit legion
of Treland, it is clearly either disingenuous
or ignorant of Mr. Ervine to attribute to in-
telligent Irishmen the gabble of tenth-rate
politiciany and journalists and to contract
these prople with exceptional types else.
where,

He says, in an nttempt at Shavian pyro-
teristies and have the same illugions about
greedy, mean and treacherous people, who |
have humbugged the rest of the world into |
the belief that they are a faithful, generonn, |
high-minded, kindly, noble and tolerunt race.”
S0 far as this has any meaning, it is that
the Irish share the same charming charae-
teristics, and have the same illusions about
themselvers ns every nation sinee the bogin-
ning of history. So far ns it hus the mean-
ing Mr. Brvine intends, it is just hysterical
Belfast anti-Catholiciam.

So long ns his subject has any relation to
Ireland Mr. Ervine is haunted by his obses-
sions. He has apparently never heard of
the way in which one or two gunmen can
hold up a New York restaursnt or attack a
bank messenger in a crowdel street. He
cites as an example of Irelard’s craven pu-
sillanimity the cuse of an English official
who was awassinatad in Dublin while a
streetear full of unarmed pecole failed to
rescue the vietim. But the gunmen were
¢inn Feiners! Hence the obligation upon
peaceable ecitizens to defy desperadoes
armed with revolvers. He does not believe
uny one ever saw George Moore's poems. In
proof of this rash assertion he merely shows
that he bas never losked at even the title
page of “Flowers of Passion.” The chapters
on Bonnett, Chesterton, Galsworthy, Wells
and Shaw add nothing to what everybody
who has scen or read these autiiors might
have written, Characteristically, be pokes
fun st Galsworthy's bumanitarisnism, but
takes very seriously the social theories of
Wells and Shaw, Chesterton srouses his
anti-Catholie, anti-peasant prejodices, but as
ke is not an Irishmsn he is not denounced
as & degraded idiot. Finally, Mr. Ervine la-
ments the absence of ériticism in Ireland and
the prevalence of sbuse. His own book
proves beyond a doubt that he, at lenat, in
not destined to remedy either of these de-
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News Notes

Stokes hag just got cut a book ontirely de-
voled to the history of one engraving, the
famous “Headless Horseman” of PIERRE
LOMBARD. 1t definitely scttles the gaestion

man” for Cromwell or Charles 1, upon evi-
dence discovered in the library of an old Eng-

lish country house.
s ® @

COMPTON MACKENZIE has named his

new novel “The Seven Ages of Woman." It

will be published in January, 2 monih which

| because

promises quite n fow new books by netable
suthofs,
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'Some Recent Fiction

.

By Isabel Paterson

REDHAYNES. Ty B Phillpotis.

'I’R'g EM'luuﬂl.bm CAP, By Banney
™R El‘l:“l PAW, Wy Natalle Sumner Lineoln

ROGUE'S MAVEY, Py Roy Dridges, Appletan.
PLEASING delusion exists
laity, and is fostered by these who
know better, to the effect that any

anther could, if he only would, de-

base his talent to the making of “popuolar”
fietion and thereby enrich himself st the
expense of his artistie integrity. According
to this theory, Joseph Conrud] for example,

« might have spared himself years of unre-

munerative labor had he been willing to
#toop to the artifices of Robert W. Chambers
slthough, of course, he would never han‘
achieved the loftier and more Hmited sueress
%hich has now erowned his eforts. ‘Con-
versely, of conrse, Mr, Chambers might have
been mnother Conrad if he had been suffi.
clently self-denying in the raatter of quick
returns. Well, it in o pretty thought and
doubtless consoling to many a stern snd
ruffering young intellectus), vven if it is not
true. And Mr. Eden Phillpotts has done an
il! mervice to hin colleagues by offering an
exhibit in disproof, r

Everyons knowa Mr. Phillpotta's solid and
rerious novels dealing v 'th the Dartmoor
County folk; and e¢ven those who don't eare
much for sueh painstaking studies of the
konest yoeman have always admitted i. was
good stulf of ite kind. Now he essays a
detective story, the zort of thing you might
Kujipose any practised muthor ought to be
able to dash off during a sommer holiday,

loek, If they were, I'} write them mysel,
instend of eriticizing them,
L] LT

applied hin abilities in making a mys:

| tery story of sorte of “The Treasure of

-u-.i

Gelden Cap.™ His giff Is for remance, pref-
erably hintorical romanes, Here he tolls &
story within & story, beginning to-day and
resching baek through the false bottom of

‘an antique sea chest and by means of an

old prieatesr’s log book hidden there to the
days of King Jamen the First. But the ine
closing narrative i nothing of itself. 1t is
only a frame, and the frame is much ton big
far the pieture. The plcture itaell I» & fine,
bold vivid sketeh, worthy of expansion (o the

| full limite of the book.

Richard Nutt, the hard.working buceaneer,
picking up his living an best he could in the
narrow seas betwixt England and Brittany,
is & real, breathing human ecreature. And
his dificulties with the fine Jords and eour-
tiers who shared hin spoils and stood ever
ready, to leave him dangling in the noode of

| & rope when they could get no more profit

Nothing to it but plot, you ser; no deep |
delving after character, no need of atmos- |

phere flor fine writing, just an artisan’s job
of constroction,

Yes, but wlen your plot stands out as naked

* na the skeleton of n saky-seraper, it baz to

be excecdingly well joined up, for there is
nothing to hide o defect, And yo “The Red
Redmaynes” is plainly a second-rate perform.
ance; readable, indeed, but net at all plac-
sible and suffering from manifest weak-
nesses alike in coneeption and in craftsmen-
ship, Past master in his own line, here be
is but a journeyman and must stand aside
for his betters

The chief error is motivation. There
simply fsn't any. His main characters, his
First and Second Murderers, so to speak,
do their killing for no good reason, but vnly
“it waa their nature to." Buot this
is out of nature. Surely a forced beginning
in n book is woree than a forced ending; it
fistly precludes all rhance of a first class
story, just as an error in the major premise
makes a syllogiem fundamentally tmpossible.
It is reckoned unsportsmanlike to give away
the plot of a mystery story. But is it not
oven less sporting for Mr. Phillpotts to solve
his mystery by saying that the sngel-faced
Jenny Pendean mided and abetted the assas-
sination of her three dear old uncles just
for fun? Not even a Freudisn complex
against uneles, mind you, The antics of her
husband, who was the active agent in the
matter, seem o be put in just to make it
harder to guess, Minor absurdities one ean
but pass over in pained silence. Mark Bren-
don, the detective, is one of these, Likewise
the incident of his biting his tongue watil
blood flowed from his mouth, and the mext
day smoking and chatting without the least
difficulty. Now if it had been his head he
had injured, one would not be surprised ai
& lack of painful consequences.

No, these things are not so easy as they

in

from him sre instruetive as well ea lively
reading, however saddening they may prove
to those who Innoeently think that graft s
& modern invention. Also Richard's bride,
Marie de Breton, is & winsome heroine, afford-
ing good comedy in her drastic bouseclean-
ing of the pirate ship, Richard could not
nlways make piracy profitable, but Marie
made it sanitary, There is some pretty writ.
ing, salt and fresh as fi sen wind in those
pages. Unfortunately, the first ehapters are
cumbersome, The story is slow in gotting
under way and the last ehapters ars very
nearly superfluous. Too much false work.
Let the sotkor clear his decks the next

| time and he will do well.

l’l\IIE Cat's Pajamas. No, it's “The Cat's

Paw.” But anyhow this mystery story
is &t least consistent. It containg mo toueh
of reality from beginning to end. Tha vender
knows where he is at. He 2 in the region
of sheer impoasibilities, The more the mer-
rier, This sort of thing is & purely mental
diversion if you like it. It makes no de-
mund upon the emdlions. The murder iteelf
is what yéu might enll technical, There had
to be ane, and no one eould possibly grieve
over the taking off of stingy, selfish old
Sysan Baird. So one may devote one's undi-
vided attention to the problem of who did
i* and why. Was it her nicce Kitty, or either
of her niece’s two admirers, or her second
ousina, the Potters, or her doetor, her lawyer,
bher old servant? Count them off, ceny,
meeny, miny, mo, and you have sz good &
chanca of hitting on the right ome as by
reading half way through the book. This
means it is a akillfo] performance of its kind.
I is that exaetly, & bit of deft juggling; but
68 it pretends to be nothing more one ean

kardly eomplain,
L - -

“Rogue's Haven" is more obvious, though
slmost as lively. It is a good outline for &
“eloak and sword” movie scenario, with a kid-
naped here and & mysterions and persecuted
heroine. Heing kidnaped was a sort of
hereditary habit with John Craike. His
father before him had been shanghaied and
sent as & conviet to Australia—unjustly, of
course, This time It was an uncle who was
the villain. “Rogue’s Haven™ was the fitting
name of the ancestral bome. It ix hard to
ssy anything sbout such & story without tak-
ing the bread out of the author's mouth.

HAPPY NEW YEAR
May it be a Year of Health, Hap-

piness

Faith, new Hope and new Charily
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