
His Master's Voice
By Ernest Boyd

~. .»»raaSSWrvsi or Mr BI.DKRS. By I

*3£ awTST*«««»'la*.
WBJQj St Jean Emne began to *ri

fee had «omething to say and
»xaresred it la hi» own manner,

remember «hen I first saw him

»«wing before the curtain of tho Abb

.Vater. Dublin, a rather timid youth, wea

¦unes and obviou«ly somewhat mon

L- tl« aiitbusiastic reception of hia fir

¡¿,. -Mixed Marriage* was a fine dramat

LesetUiion of a theme and a problem whii

.. i/;»tertnan. had realised and ff

trita deep linearity. Hli first novel, "Mi

ajartie's Man." wB,fh c*mr * couple
IH«r. also had that Qti, ality,
»moir* feelinr nnd observation which b

-ags t« liUrstnre that fpringa from t)

reu» cf expérience. Then came the wi

tj» tnc*»iams of Bernard Shaw, who hi

aablirli praised no other In»h *

th<> disastrous psriod of
a Shaveling, ach

f tke raataa »If* ' ' place of tl

«niter SS s» 'o he. Success

¡pirita, which ha» h».i n. equivaltnt eith«

¦ at* own or his adopted country, complex
tjttransformation and ha» provided him wit

«««trtsnti « of *' ntly reproducing h

plater's voice.
Mr Vrrine can now turn out a machini

paar dram.* of the Manchester repertor
tftaol a«h ." th<* eonvirtion of a Harol

writ*»*** or a Stanley Houghton. He mor

er less repudiate» the play and the novi

«nata, «rhati ". r " T ¦'¦' ¦.''*. w'rv informe

it a breath of orig nality, of personal exprr
tret at least, apparently because they lue

tat vroeer of Fslian radicaliam which h

lai adopt, .1 at from Wells an

ghaw. H«- ¦.« W in the guise of a

lush Wells in "l hanging Winds," a novclis

cf ideas arul »ral Ideas! -while he carefull
cultivates s truculenca which is oaViousl

derived iron Shavian precedent. In this col

lection of more «r less literary essays, hi

fiat rablii :ill th

quips and attitude« and some of the théorie

which ¡r.ade SI .¦ « remarltaMs journalist
qasrter of a century ago. In tr.e introduc

chapter he offers a naïve variation upoi
the ali Skavun ; xt that men of letters an

«f no more account than manual laborar«
"The ran- fact ..hat a man has contracted thi
hsbit of patting worth together docs not en

title r.m to more of the world's respect thar
is due to (.r.i wr.o has contracted th«- habi'
tt putting Ml '"1 together anc

calling tbi reiult a motor car. I dc
not know why a man who write» book«

should regard himself as a better man thar
saw who makes butter." I fool inclinen
»ark, as one of Mr. Lrvine's young intel¬
lectual n ght: "Oh, I say, come off, you

priceless old thir.p!" But one is disarmed
',e ingenuous chatter wich precedes,

where we arc t( Id in the eonsc^rated for¬
móla: "Were ;t not for the insistence of

some of my friends I do not suppose I should
issue tail book to the public at all. We are

too prone, we mhscribers, to put our casual
«Jfjtinga kwtween the corers of a book."
¦rally' "Unaccustomed as I am to public
.peaking" I must rise to protest against such
stereotyped humbug.

a a a

faNE a»ay no*, quarrel with Mr. Krvine's
^etthaatt- of the unimportance of his own

"smbbUaes,' but one objects to the solemn
naivete of the manner in which he expresses
It. It is hard to believe that so much co¬

ercion was necessary to induce the author of
"The Critics" to provide that crudest of all
aalires with a counterpart. The patronising
«aaay on AE, with which the series of studies
opens, i« too obviously written straight from
the heart (of an expatriate Orangeman
glamoured by the metropolitan delights of
London! to r< nuire that ingenuous apologia.
AE, it seem», i» a remarkable personality,
but he ha» not the good fortune to have
graduated from the Fabian nursery. Ho "hag
lived too )->ng and too exclusively in Ire¬
land. Hi- i» not free from the mush »enti¬

ty with which Irishmen regard them-
tbii everlasting self-congratulation

. thi» umug preoccupation with their
own virtues and bland disregard of their

(ma! denial that they have any
AJE does not- live in the

;,- era of l.'.n-

-ly knows, log rolling
in Dublin and paites

of adulation to another";
ft« submits to "iru- paltry gabble of the third-

i .. encounters on most occaaions
¡in," where there are people "who
I ihat Ireland has produced a

literature than Krgland."
I I have .«aid, does not take Mr.

»rrlB« serlou.ly. H« t. evidently âBB0,,d¦*.¦. »t But taat i« of lirtla »«.portan«.1% I», however, af .«>«, imaortane« to ,«tright what i. a matter of actual, indeed no¬torious, f.ct In ao far «i Dublin differs
rrom any other liter.ry eent-r and ,t ha» its
proportion of imbécil,, no less than London,Htm York it ¡, in the absence of
hero worshipping in literary ..nie». 1 have
«eon a roomful of people. .11 0f whom read
and admired Yeats, pay no more attention
to him when he entered than to the hum-

So far
from adu: ,h<. ct>nt,lin, portlon

' ho ¦¦¦! I "rously de¬
nounced nnd t.-.ore ri.th!. saly , xploited in

I than any on. ,! «Jil ideas are
taken without acknowledgment and his fail-

"..nd<r to any party ha» made him
svspect to th.- patriotic of all kind«. Mr.

- has had only the slightr
of the Dublin he so g'.ibly distorts. It» de¬
fects were far more accurately »umn.

Saw, who also fails to secure th
tful attention to w'» h London arcus-

him. when he bitterly denounced the
mockery of Dublin." I

should never recommend it as a center of
adulation, except to politician»!

. . .

jYf'. ERVINE'S unfortun
Dublin have developed in him an obses¬

sion about Ireland, which finds relief in
tirades closely modeled m certain passages in
"John Bull's Other Island." He admII
">.vnge, Ladrar Colum, laSVUrfa Robinson,
DbS* Tames Joyce all these have
shown us an Irish people completely 1->e
to the world'-, common belief aboal
^ et he wrlttl constantly a» if nobody but
the author of '('hinging ha* any

<>f the fact» of Irish life
f the sliRhtevt note has

helped to explode the Dion Booeieaalt
of Inland, it is clearly either
or ignorant of Mr. Ervino to attribute- to in¬
telligent h ¡shn.cn the gabble of tev

politicians and journalists and to contra«t
these people with excerri
where.

!!. sal in an attempt at Shavian pyro-
es and have the same illusions about

greedy, mean «ml tn people, who
have humbugged the rest of the world into
th" belief that they are a faithful, gi
high-minded, kindly, noble and tolerant race."

this has any meaning, it is that
the In«h share the same charming charac-

tics, and have the same illusions about
themselves as every nation «¡nee the begin¬
ning of history. So far a» it has the mean¬

ing Mr. Brvine intend», it is just hysterical
Hi Usai sntl l'atholicism.
So long as hi» subject ha« any rel;:'

Ireland Mr. r rvine 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 restaurent or atta.k a

bar.k messenger in a crowdeJ street. He
cites as an example of Ireland's craven pu¬
sillanimity the caie of an English official
who was assassinated in Dublin while a

streetcar full of unarmed pecóle failed to

rescue the victim. But the gunmen were

.Sinn Feiners! Hence the obligation upon

peaceable eitiiens to defy desperadoes
armed with revolvers. He does not believe

any one ever saw George Moore's poemi. In

proof of this rash aaaertion he merely ihowi
that he has never looked at eren the title

page of "Flowers of Pasiion." The chapters
on Bennett, Chesterton, Galsworthy, Wells
and Shaw add nothing to what everybody
who has seen or read the»« aut.ior» might
have written. Charaeteriatieally, be pokes
fun at Galsworthy's humanitär ¡anism, but

takes very seriously the soeial theories of
Wells and Shaw. Chesterton arouses his

anti-Catholic, anti peasant prejudices, but ss

he is not an Irishman he is not denounced
as a degraded idiot. Finally. Mr. Krvine la*
ments the absence of criticism in Ireland and
the pr?valence of abuee. His own book

proves beyond a doubt that he, at least, is

not destined to remedy either of these de-

feets. -

News Notes
Stokes has just got out a book entirely de¬

voted to the history of one engraving the

famous "Headless Horseman" of I'lERKE
LOMBARD. It definitely settler the q
of whether ÚM engraver intended the
man" for Cromwell or Charle? I. upon evi-

dencc discoverc d in the library of an old Eng-
lish country house.

a 0 .

COMPTOV MACKENZIE has named his

new novel 'The Seven Ages of Womun." It

will r. : published in January, s month which
1 promises quite a few new books ty notable
. tulher».

Some Recent Fiction
By Isabrl Patrraon

T,»íi,S,n,Et'MATyiM- *r ¦*¦ >»»«¦««..

TI.,?L!!L£.*'" *¦ »T at.aa.it< on»U*tu0e Datura.
T,'B ' By Kat.ll, «..All.

K1 MAVKV p., R,,, Brid«^ Ap.let.n

A..mong the
laity, and m fostered by th<«e who
know better, t« the effect thai any
author could, .f he only would, d<

nis talent to the making of "r...fular"liftion an.i nrich himself at the

to this theory. ..jf for example,have »pared himself ><ara of unre-
labor had he been willinf to

to the artifice, of Roi
although, of course, he would mur BBftJ
r.chit-vrd the loftier aj ted succesi

s hat now era«
verscly, of |f rhambert might have

if he had hen
If iaaplaaj ia the mar

r. taraa. Well, it it a pretty thoufht and
doubtlett consoling to many a ttern and
»utTering young intellectual, even if it
true. And Mr. Kdrn Phillpott* h.i« done an
ill service to his colleague! by offeriug an
ediibit in disproof.

-yone knows Mr Phillpotts's solid and
rcriout novels dealing \ th the Dartmoor
< inly folk; *r at don't care
much for such pmn^t.-.kir.ir ttud:> ^ of the
honest yoeman h.ive always admitted i- rra«

N kind. Now he essays a
detective «Cat*, Ute aati af thine you might
«uppose any aractiaed an'.hor ought to be
able to dash off during a summer holiday.
Nothing to it but plot, you see; M
del vine after eh» ratter, no need of auaoa-

faM writing, just an artisan't Job
of construction.
Yet, but »I «a your plot stands out as naked

at the skeleton of a »ky strap« -

reedingly well joined up, for there it
i.(thing to hide And «o "The Red
P'dmaynr'" is plainly a second-rate perform¬
ance; readable, not at all plau¬
sible and suffering; from manifest weak-
r.ettet alike in sat) in craftsman-
thip. Past matter in all own lint, here be
is but a journeyman and muM tUnd aside
for his be'

simply isn't any. His main crtarartr-
I

do their killincr for no good reason, bi.
bocau«e "it war« their nature to." Ba

...-.ti.re. Surely a forced bejrinnin*
in » book i WOr'« fh.'.M ;,

flatly precludes all chance of a firrt
story, just as an error in the major r

makes a «yllogism fundamentally impossible.
It is reckoned uii-portemanlikc to five away
the plot of a myttery story. Put la it not
even Icm sporting for Mr. t« solve
his mystery by saying that the angel faced
Jenny Pendean aided and abetted the assas¬

sination of her three dear old uncle* ju-t
for fun? Not even a Freudian complex
against úneles, mind you. The antics of her
husband, who was the active agent in the
matter, seem vc be put in ju»t to make it
harder to guess Minor absurdities one can

tut pass over in pained silenee. Mark Bren¬
dan, the detective, is one of these. Likewise
the incident of hit bitinr his tongue until
blood flowed from his mouth, and the next
day tmoking and chatting without the least
difficulty. Now if it had been his head he
had injured, one would not be aurprited a*.

a lack of painful consequences.
No, these things are not so easy at they

If they were, |*J »rjt, them myaoff,
instead of criticising thorn.

. a

prNNETT (t.rn.KSTDNE also has rala

applied hi» sMMtas In makiag a my«-
¦rl' of -The Tree»

Golden rap ¦ Hi» gift I« for mmaace. pr»f
1 «rably historical romance. Her» he Ml» a

within a »tory, heaHnnina» tocay and
reaching hack through th« false boUom of
an antique «ea cheat and bv mean» of a'

old t ftj book hidden there to the
day» of Klna; Jame» the Fir>t Ft.it the in¬
closing narrative i« nothing of Itself It k
only a frame, and th« frame is much too big
for the picture. The picture itself is a fine,
bold \ivul »ketch, worthy of expansion to the
full limits of the book.
Richard Nutt, the hardworking buccaneer,

picking up his living as best he could in the
narrow seas betwixt England and Brittany,
is a re.il, breathing human etaature. And

aV ni.i- with the fine lords and cour

tier» who shared his spoils and stood ever

ready, to leave him dangling in the nooae of
a rope when they could get no more prof.t
from him are instructive aa well t» lively
reading, however saddening they may prove

.« who innocently think that graft Is
a modern invention. Also Richard's bride.
Msrie de Breton, is a winsome heroine, afford¬
ing good comedy in her drastic hou«erlein-
irg of the pirate ship. Richard could not

alwaya make piracy profitable, but Mari«
made it sanitary. There is some pretty writ
inc. salt and fresh aa ft sea wind in Saw»)

l'r.fortunately, the first ehipters arr

cumbersome. The story is alow in retting
way and the last chapters ara very

nearly superfluous. Too much false work.
Let the author clear his decks the next

time and he will do well.
» » »

r|"MIK Cat's Pijamas. No, it's "Tin
Law." But anyhow this mystery itory

ii at least consistent. It contains no touch
of reality from beginning to end. Th« reader
knows where he is at. He is in th« region

r imponsib.litie». The more the mer¬

rier. This sort of thing is s purely mental
on if you like it. It makes no de-

niand upon the emiTtions. The murder itself
is what you might call technical. There had
to be one, and n« «i.e could possibly grieve
over the taking off of stingy, selfiih old
Susan Baird. So one may devote one's undi-

attention to the problem of who did
i* and why. Was it her nice« Kitty, or eith«r
of her niece's two admirers, or her second
ouair.s. the Potters, or her doctor, hrr lawyer,
her old servant? irutit th«m off, eeny,

meeny, miny, mo, snd you have as good a

chance of hitting on the right one as by
reading half way through th« hook. This
means it is a skillful performance of its kind
H is that exactly, a bit of deft juggling; but
as it pretends to be nothing more one can

hardly complain.
a a a

"Rogue's Haven" is »ore obvious, though
almost as lively. It is a good outline for a

"cloak and sword" movie scenario, with a kid¬

naped hero and a mysterious aad persecuted
heroine. Being kidnaped was a sort of

hereditary habit with John Craike. His
father before him had been shanghaied and

r,nt «s a convict to Australia unjustly, of
course. Thi» time it was an uncle who was

the villain. "Rogue'» Haven" was the fitting
name of the ancestral home. It is hard to

sty anything about such a story without tak¬

ing the bread out of the author's mouth.
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HAPPY NEW YEAR
Max. it be a Year of Health. Hap-
pine ¦'. and Prosperity .of net»

Faith, net» Hope and nett> Charity

BRENTANO'S
^ Bookseller* to the World
!&V fth Ave. and 27th St szá


