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wider fleld, appealin: to all
persons And in the exact
which they (o appeal all mant
persons. they succeed In my opintos
the best magazines ave the popular mog
asines of the highep typ that 1=, thos:
edited by men of inteligencs and rea

manner of
Lo
" of

ti

appreclation who, while deliberately ca
terlag. with some of thelr material to
what is called the “low brow'" at the

same time publigh other matter which!

18 valuable either for information it con-

taine. or for real tern quality, and
which could be got into the hands of
the low brow in no other way. It seems

to me that the Saturdoy Evening Post,

for one, doex tihls thing to prefection,
glving the low hrow nothing that will
hurt him, much that will do him good,
and a&lt that he will stand of the ma-
terial which will actualiy elevate his
taste and male him think, and which
(the latter grade of material). at the
#ame time causcs persons who are not
*low brows" to read the [tost,

But with the novel it is different. A
novel cannot he ma to cater to so
wide a fleld of read n popula; mas-

asine by supplyine in iteelf various
materials of altoge differont grade
It must be one kind of a novel, like the
enlarged counterpat in a
magazine,

If T were agkedl what one thing seemel
to me most to enrich a novel 1 snould
say that it was the backerouad of the
author, In making this statement 1 am,
of course, arsuming » oortain degree of
Nternry skill, but T think that., upon the
whole. background is be preferred
above jiterary skill, and that novels in
which skill i the apparent thing are
never so good as novels in which th
background of the author's mind —if it
really be a fine mind farever felt by
the reader, us for example, beautiful
tapestrics on the wills of 2 room are felt
by us subconscious when we are in
that room and thinking of other thinzs

It is this sense of background that
makes us love Mercdith and Hardy It
18 the same thing tha ma the ad-
mirers of Henry James oh to him
#0 passionately (and in sgome o7 im-
ftate him so faithfully), although some
see Mr. James's background as through
& styvle, darkly.

The great exponent of background in
Great Britain to-day is Joseph Conrad,

of one story

10

who, struggle as he may with his tech-
nlque, gives us alwavs a sense of the
Philogopher behind the work, of the
vastness of the world, the mystery of
it hidden places and the swiftness of
the wind. H. (i, Wells also gives us o
#ense of background, but on his back-
ground there seem  sometimes to be
nasty spots. One feels Mr, Conrad strag-
Eling like a great, honest ginnt in the
toils of his story, while Mr. Wells has,
somehow, the air of belng greased, amd
thereby =slipping through with cunning
facility. Arnold Hennett, on the other
hand, secms to me o ve less back-
ground than Mr. Wells, but what there
f8 of it iz more uniforin'y agreeabl
Mr. Wells's tapestry 1= older than Mr
Bennett's . it & more beautiful in some
spots, but more rotten in others, for
Mr. Hennett's tapestry alwavs gives nw

the impression of something very good
but also very new

Mark in,
and, more re

. Booth T

A distinguished editor —one of the few
old school, scholarly editors we have
left—once told me it had n i ol
servation that the really able Interary
men weére engaged in storing up  the
riches of the mind until they reached

about the age of o, and that thercafter
they bogan to give off then
Interesiing to obe

Mr. Tarkington':

therefore,

e Turmoil,”  with
the impression it gives of ripeness, of a
mind richly =tored and of the sweep of
life in the United States to-day, .
pies, roughly speaking, a corrcsponding
position in the chronotogy of b wor
to "The Rise of Silus Lapham™ in
of Mr. Howells and to such wor
“The Trump Abroad” “Hu T
Pinn" and “Life on the Mississippl™ in
the chronaole of Mark Twain
These writers—indeed, all writers who

have achieved in high degree the guality
of background—differ most from the
dinary lot of writers in that they have
highly developed their observation, their

tntellectual powers and their faculiy for
pelf-criticism They have not .
with their ears to the ground

telephone wire at the other end o

pits an editor Nor, upon the o

i culture

nand, have they juggicd w

culture's sake, which is another popilar
American pastime,  They have plodded
up the hill of life slowly, observing as
they went along, working thelr way
vound and round, up and up, untl, at
jast, they have reached the point that
many never reach the point at which

there 18 4 "view.
N
By HARRY LEON WILSON J
Time indeed this discussion of t}
Amirican novel be taken from the Af
lantic Monthly und made public! It
our novel “is beyond quest] B & bad
wayv" more of us ought B

I doubt any wide e © is
verdict Our publishers won't take i
our hook reviewers and th buying
public patently do not; so 1 n i}

novelists themselves be exper Le-
lleve it? Personally | suspect tl neria
can novel to b n better state than this
gashlon of criticism would have Even
Mr. Niche n seems rather tuo blithe

for one entirely convi

gimism.  He not only ¢

crous list of good Amerl

concedes that we produce

ones, three or four a year. Which |

mit 18 doing very well for people &0
young that its artistic voice has no?
bagun to “change” And surely Yt |
Just to measur the American novel hy
the best of its kind, Tne “quack™ novel
8 an inevitable hy-product, prodigions
m numbers, but negligible for purposes
of eriticism Nt the outpur of a b
ared Haro!d Bell Wrights could «im
fine lustre of novels ke ‘The
rinlan” e Call of the Wild “I'h
Conqueror,’” e&ven though their ke i«
too seldom  vouohsafed us: while th
Wrghts are always with us. The insti.

tntlon of our novel 18 not a chaln depen 1=
tng on ity wenkest link

Mr. Nicholgon does not say so, but 1
suspect him o fee]l mer thut our
good novels ought to he b r That I=
eomething  else It is t Wi
have no Turgenieff, no Tol g e
Maupassant, no ¥laubert, no Huge 1t
artists of the stature of these must b
fatherad and motherad hy races that
have learned to think, They never spring
from a civilization ot AN ours
As 0 DF « we hiave not learned to think

We only have emotions. To be concret
—briefly, as one here must: The law re-
guires guloons in New York to be closed
on  Sunday They mnever have heen
closcd. But the eitizen clings as te
clously to his law as he does to his
Bunday highball,  He would vegand as
lecentious the legil opening of these
salnons that are pever closwed,  He must
preserve the sanctity of the Babhath b
varous Infantile subterfuges, Thie
mental Juzgiing Is of course not pecul-
jar t6" New York, It marke our whole
pocial body. And a people still eapable
of it lg u peodple that will produce great

irtista all too rarely For the artist
must not only be futhered and mothered |
e must be evoked, welcomed and given

reedlom by hig peaple,
| To he again conerete: The New
| Yorker believes that he may eat
cll at his best restaurants. In truth

In two restaunrants
nere - though it may bg bht one at this
writing -one may, after diplomatic nego-
tintions of the most delicate and involved
character, obtain for an enormous sum a
really good dinner But only such a

eats wretchedly

dinner as may be had quickly on demand
#t any one of twenty restaurante in
Paris and for half the price, 1 refer
of course to those restaurants in the
French quarters of Paris that have
survived the invasion of the American

irmet whose (deal I8 a nice steak
a hashed brown potatoes, with |ee

cream and a slab of apple pie to come,
O the houlevards, to be sure, one may

he and there dine a=z badly and ex-
" wly as one must in the best res-
taurant along Broadway. Again the

matter of demand for the artist. New
York restaurants unquestionably hav
the talent in their kitchens for better
cookery, But there i8 no demand for
it. The New Yorker buys--and is sat-
i&fled with—good food badly cooked,
For his fiction he buys—and is satistied
with-—-gnod material badly written. For
hietter novels, then, we must have a de-
mand no less than a clear thinking so-
viety to produce the novelists
Especiaily must we have clear think-
ing about that phaste of human as-
sociation at present notorious as “sex.”
What those Continental articts would
have written about in these United
Htat can only conjecture, but cer-
tain!ly they could not have flowered to
their full here where nur every approach
to this wvital relationship is still likely
to be that of the bad little boy who
scrawls things he shouldn't on dead
walls,  Indeed, it is not altogether their
own fault that we have a school of
writers skilled in exploiting the merely
voncupiscent—made doubly nauseous by

sentimentally  punctilious  “correct-
ness.”” Bo long as we shirk the facing
of itfe in its gntirety we must share |
| the blame for this--shall we call it the
novel of near adultery? The adept of
this school plays endlessly on the one
theme, His heroines differ from one
| another as sharply as do chocolate
| clatrs among themselves He s con-
| cerned solely with their biological dif-

ferentiation from his males. That this
, s uniformly simple he leaves his readers
i no doubt, In an early chapter he
gets the girl into—or out of-—something
“revealing every line of her lithe young

l
|
|

|

MARY JOHNSTON
AUTHOR OF

"THE FORTUNES OF GARIN"
(HOUGH TON MIFFLIN)

feed water as drinks

with ‘real anima- |
tion on both sides.  The discussion as
{to the comparative morits of the Eng-
lish and the American novel seems to
me on the =ame level of ntelligence and >
likely to lead to much the =ame re-|
sult

to Ume, place amnd circpmstance,  Given

| the difference of conditions between the

twa continenta what ca be looked for

but an equal difference in aim? The

twis sets of writers are ot dolng 1:1.1‘ GEORGE
[®ame thing. They t materi- | HENRY PAYNE

il diffe t
| there are Ameri
| with English tastes who prefer Eng-

iratir AUTHOR OF
“THE CHILD
IN PROGRESS"

(PUTNAMS)

als to work with g
| to appease. True.

ind l'kewise
though fewer be.
population 8 reia-

| Hsh roast beef and ale;
|thero are Englishmen-
cause the welish

jtvely small—wh. share the American
?.i;ll]:l." for corn on the cob and dwugh | nalve American eritics take for genuine

These tendencies biring about an

re % | My - I3 1 14 no soft sHots,
fBure Short of clinical tests he could  amicable International give and take, In | t:, ,:," hwp' WL OF I s ..I. |I.1 l:'. 1..'
| 80 no further, | which ea™ class i85 within its richts | B0, 'I'. s i ',._rf
On this point, a group of women re- till it begins to claim superiority over | m? Does | l G
cently patitioned the art director of the the other, as one of them tl to ", e cultis s \ hadddios '
1 . , thir e a caille
sSan Francisco exposition to withdraw | do now, We have been told so u.""’ 3 think M, o 0o M CRila0 I
from view there a painting by a Hun- | and told go persistently. that corn on the | 1he manner o l"""." ek lke
garian artist entitled *“The ’:uw"mm:ﬂin and doughrats are unworthy ar- ""“""‘ fool, that SHE mn
Mother."  One gathers that the title|ticles of diet that the wonder bLegina “flen put on throngh foar of heing sus-.
damned the picture with these protest-' to grow that the American can stomach Pected of intelfize has taken
ants. HMad it read “Apres '« Rain” or them  That he does can anly be ex-|the war and jts ] "pe
“U'ne Femme Inconnue” or perhaps any- plakied by his deadness toward a great Ah, but you w v is T who
thing in French, they wouid doubtiess part of the al writing in papers | am now caliing @ es. 1 niean
have gazed and passed on— shocked, per- | and inagazines to, T am only entering hle piea
haps, but not indignant And not im- I must c¢wn to a share in this hard- | for literary tolernt on
#ibly a ng them now are women noess of heart In o ssing that | have |of the wvast legitimnate
ho thrill conventionally to the always | not read the articles on the An an | reader’'s tastes and o i#--for a breath-
al con trained and novel by Owen Wister and Mer ng space of frecdon m the lite r
indece ‘ity—-of these lat- | Nicholson which appeared in the Atlantie,  doctrinaire and  f t lettine of the
| €8st current gods  of  the partially [ nor yet the Englivh oplnions of M harried, worrled ; of the Ame
| literate, [ nett that precaded them an story teller alons. It |2 a heautifu!
Buch mental obliguity s of course not | ¢ is due not to a lack of art: and when 1wiised betneen the
local to the Pacific coast. HRoston would ' 1hege adn ble writers but to th i and his audience 1t ¢4 w a pleas-
""“'.' no dancing bacchante, and New .ty in w h 1 find mys™’ not nr to being
\,“r“- did its ““.‘."““_‘n ."‘rm‘l,! '\h-'“nukgrl any present day criticis n whatever For g of the self
little be .l"l." nf‘ September Morr And | 4 writer on o srall seale and a reader
n l».nl San I‘l;\!‘l‘L.‘-'(l makes f“: lmll-l-,,,_.l A large ovne the of mere in-
T lo about . lnge ¥ nday !
1l ‘II.‘“'.IH about the lngestion of Bunday | qividual opinions is too distracting 3
i b on says black and another white, By KATHLEEN NORRIS
The bettering of the American novell X - ¥ A
' one speaks with authority It
must awalt on this mental ciearing up. | | me in I have 1 1 a o
vo faith that it will keep pace with "“.’" 'n . R l'l" : il ", res The A i novel §8 in a bad way,
A wme of my o fmportant baok ! is in A
growth in the power of clean, clear ! S I HY ' M M Mith Nicholson. And, read-
Xiat from the very few which well en Mere L L a ’
Put we must not expact |t ’ r what he has to s ol novels
St friends have forced upon e 1 3 K y i J s
any great distance ¥ AR TOeN
na onlvy the danger 'ha"r.ln-l: that | read current review of S
our bigger novelist when he finds him- | any book at all. [ make, however, one uth ¢ very faf
self will chooge to live in England, as! ¢Xceptlon to this rule. On the publ St
once one did with the most distre tion of a nevel in which 1 am interested fetion o not
results Yet, forever, to Henry Ji which stress GOy tbhids me | 5 A \ el rr‘
s . 1e 1 a
the credit for leading us a little acquire | purchase TuHe New York i i .T" '
at least from the le of external inci- | SvN an Saturday, the New York Times 4 Aidss: "..'.'
il the true Vietorian novel! His later | on Sunday and the Bost Transcripe | 0 18 : A
degeneration should not blind us to this|on the following Wednesday afternoon, | 'r': ,‘_l ¥ ‘l b
service Did England stifle his genius?| [ then know the book from « to hlgrhigeted ". ‘.- s
IMd he go because he could no longer  cover, and have had the privil of | AME A JE A
ErOow nere to fumble with his blood- ! reading the more dramatic portions in | ; _u.‘-:' : e
less, back parlor intrigues, his tepld | (ne text 1 get this pleasure for just wrl bl ‘“"-7 1ands
L i, his studies of the reaction ot | gx conta, when oltherwise 1 sho Y .l than are usyally rought from the bhus)
the child mind confronted with normal | & ro, ol spend ns ness of lving ¢ W % hiz pu er
ferced mysell to spend $1.00 SR AR , njoys 1
human lechery or with obscenities not | thrifty opportunity my thanks are duej 200 s B III]-l i R i ' s
to he more than hinted at even by the | arvirely to the author and the publisher, L:‘-.l.l‘h-' -l?' d s glory ) ) .1 ha ‘v.l.
TN nie” K » 4 one is hur ) Tthousang eaders
wster of hinting Anyway, he Was wna gake me a present of their work n of his ‘| ‘l ”l g iy ‘1.
lost to us—once our novelist of great' o, respective  newspapers need  no grudges him the latter or has been de-
M . 3 1) X » : AR L , ™ celved o ¥ 1o contributing to
promise .\Tul the pathos of his h-lnhdl‘.‘_,_‘”””.h__ seeing that they pockat all the ! celve j l_ 0 0 '1. K‘
oilieial  exit He had lived the years | | : _ A Is it for m to fling aside
i eash Apart from the pecuniary profit | i d 3 1
there in oo fussy pasteboard world such | . e | t rk that so pleasantly solves
we, the members of the public, thus |, i
ns the times let him blandly conceive— | | o I o Py | the por of living, hammer awa)
b 3 ’ receive, literary critielsm, whether In |, 5 s =
a world in which there could be NBl ive snanner of the Atiantic and in 1 ind  obseur wron doz
# £ Atlant W 14 :
blood or tears, or struggle with aught \.1 ) ‘." l",'._ - A Il, L f Lo | years, finally to perfect his real
but adverbs apd a naif conceptfon » '“”‘ iraay ; ".”'" :-r ‘ln it of the | dream fo hundred or less real judges
human speech Probably nothing leass| ”M_”w“" jues '-,r”]“'y' “""M] appear | who wil nd jt goad? Are hakers
than a world war could have awakened | '© !.”.n on much the same level of | jumed because they do not leave the
My, James to reality, and no one I think | Y% 1y A . |_ pulpy, sugared five cent loaves that sell
an fully appraise the shock this must | And the tale is "l"l as ”“" telier seen ) id med whole wheat
have heen to him.  Human beings out | 't Why -“h"“'”"_l‘ it be re “-"L”"‘ ‘" thus | peend that will not sell twentyv-tive
there !  Acting in rude, human ways on | it presents Hself?  Or why shouldn’t It .ang o Joar? 1 merchints
a vast and bloody stage' Doing things | be romantic? or humorous? or senti- P blamed they no longer carry
one never did in the James scheme of | mental? or grotesque’ or poetic” or | he  fiyg sllks  that made our
things Blond and tears and rabid; didactie? Who is to limit a free in-| geandmothers’ “hest” powns, but con-
strife!  BEmall wonder he lost his head,  stinet to a purpose or a sch.oo Who | tinue to please th 1 " 1 *nlmost
Small wonder he did something that, | shall say that there is only one angle | gig™ il 0t ik that wear at
had he been a truer humorist, would | from which to look at life? Why should | be a fow .,,‘ mths
have been the last act he could have|not Mr, Drelser be allowed his point | AN unknown whom | knew
thought of at so poignant a time. In of view as well as Mr  Harold Bell | KOMe VeArs ago wWrote . Short  story
taking the citizenship of Henry James| Wright? But then why should not My | ut @ fat wirl.  The story was ry
from us the war has provided Amerl-| Harold Rell Wright be allowed his 18} fected by two leading magazines 5
can letters with its supreme blend of | well as My, Dreiser? Since neither has | enuse the herolne was fat. The writer's
‘l”'.' comin and: the patheris la nor Iy of human experience Why | friends sugeested that instead of set
) May our '-"_\' --';‘“l "f_ like promise (hoyld pot each distil his own without | herself up as a better judge of
read his annals and his novels and shrink | ouvi or Injunction”? The same reader | th in two editors ¢ reduce
tn horror trom his eourse, even If we | * s Hah b LAn | xoa? sl ding ¢
. | will prabably not relish them both tof iy figurs But the writer persi
would, for a time, erump him to the & 1 = X : \
| the same degree, though such a reader | wanted this partlie s pleasant
dlespahil vl piMe of the rubber| + | e, '
: ) o088 "out west" build 8 conceivable, but then he is at liberty | good natored girl fat She =y
Bla ) ¥ENQ. goe it west™ to bulld | "4 00 his cholee. e has also the | story out azain, and the third editor
an irrigation dam or o keep trees from r g i | 4 '
\ 1 bl ) | il choice of the wide range Wing In be- | sont for her . an editor. by the way. wh
_"”;"' ""\";" "'"'\ r";"'f “m?l t‘ "d“;’;'" | tween, and what he dces not care for he | was also a writi 11ked the story
& pure young American girl nge : can let alone Why badger the teller | hut pot tha fat gir! here are fat
-~ ~ of the tale?” Why badger the listener? | girle' protested my writer “Nut nm
| Why, If 1 like Mr. Joseph Conrad's in- [ In fictlon ! sald the editor, e took
L By BASIL KING Jinrulmm method of getting in backward | the story, but it was altered when it
i[tk-. a orab, shouldn't 1 be permitted to | appeared, and the NMustrator had drawn
Worse than sentimental writing wsinnjn.\- it? and why, If T yvearn to vary | the usual rylph
self-conscions writing and self-conscions | that Intellectual exercise with an hum'j Now this & perfectly typleal. T eannoy
writing 18 what so much writing ahout | of Mrs. R ‘s “sab stuff,” should ! blame che writer, I eertainly do not

bound to produce

Ing tme when he needs to be Jes
il The spontaneity will be crushed
out of him if he pays attentlon to the
cufy vl counselg that are just now so
Hherally given him, and the fear is that
e iy Wiy not let him, for a while |

ny rate, regpond to the call of the
people and the publisher In peace? Peo-

ple and publisher alitke know what they

want, pid the novelist i8 but the work.

v journeyman who supplies it No

re than (iHotto or Perugino or Andrea
diedl Barto-—1 am trying to recall n pas-
siage in Ruskin—does he take himself
i 0 heaven inspired gerius Accord-
rig to his powers he I8 dolng honest
work for honest pay in the spirit of the

| demand that calls for his effort. It s
commonly found that when a nation s
Paware of a need It furnishes the men
who ean respond to {t. The novelist is
ev o ved by the nation at peace as readily
us the soldier by the nation at war, and
with as unerring an instinet If the
Amerlican nation has one taste and the
English ancther who shall say either
of them nay? If oneg has a lking for
the toples  dealt with by  Winston
Churchill and the other a preference
for the views of H, (i, Wells why should
| ot ageh be [ree to follow ita own bent
withot being called namea? 1 have
heard representatives of both mationall-
ties urge the rival claims of tea and

The Amer- |
ist, with all his faults, is near- |

that simple rt's ease ba denfed me? | blame the editor It s our reading pub-

t

Whe made any one a ruler and a Judge? + lie that must be arralgned It I8 ow
| In the neo-English crusade aggainst | reading publie that must semehow  he
;,".'n;mpm ity there |8 something funny hrottight to realize that wiien Amerioa
LIt s A confession of sentimentality in ' has her own ficticoy g background wi'l
{{tself. 1t is llke the fear of & man who | not be that of French or Gorman fietion
|lr.-|uhlr~ lest he use the wrong fork at | above “”, it will not be that «f English

the table, and betrays a similar set of | fetion. Try as WE maye=-} nad It seems
| congclous, antecedent weaknesses. It {5 | ‘0 me a depiorable t that some of

first novelists are continually
we cannot tinke up the plensatil
histories of landed gentry, of
s and curates and pleturesque vil-
We have had too much of them !
are s0 sathited with them that our
t mad efforts at novellzing are strug

our very

!the practice of etiquette as seen from :
wrying

|the pantry, aghast at a breach of the
| fixed rules.  Maria Corelll I8 not more
| sentimental than Arnold Bennett, or any
| other writer of the ' rn stuff™ school,
Where the one 18 artless in letting [t out
{ the other is red in the Face from holding

Lit in, #o that it I8 equally evident in | & |!”. ndjust III“.\”“H n.ltu.!yrln t‘Tlf'l.l
| v standard, to find stability where all s
{ hoth, There !q_H"h & toing &8 Iml"f I rush and change, to fnd a servant class
Ls.‘."nm’m"l Qver nol hm“u, sentimental, | and an upper class whers no such things
|"The only unsentimental I“riler I8 'h"f.x-«r The millionaires of our to=day
writer to w‘hnm sentimentality is not a lare paupers to-morrow, our newshoys
hughear. |'113|~ bravado of much of our | .. puving motor cars, our East Side
current English fiction |8 like that of | ogpeen wear white stockings and the

the youngster who says, "See what a
hrave little man 1 am!" at the moment
when you know he is ready to br--r\k|
down and weep

Aund for heaven's sake why shouldn't
Ihp break doan and weep” What |8 there
unnatural u tears? What I8 there for-
bidden In eomfort, or any other bright,

demure little stenographer at whom her
employer's w looks so coldly may be
reveiving weekly cheques for moving
pleture seenarics that would make the
other lady turn pale with envy

The Constant Reader will not have |t
g0, He knows that therea are fat girle
land  dlvorces and  snobs  and  labo
optimistic thing? Why shouldn't the | troubles and all the yeasty distresses to
reader be made to cry us well as to | which so hastlly ‘wed a mixture as
laugh, If he llkes It?7 What does the | this nation of ours is heir, but he will
Englivhman gain by this poss, which our |not read about them. The writer may

.

WHOSE'NEW'NOVEL'IS
ANNOUNCED'BY'APPLETON.

E.TEMPLE
THURSTON

L

||-4--‘ the dramatic poasibtliities of a row
f ltile crude suburban houses bravely
perched on a muddy bank, he may read

the tremendous ory that every trall
of factory smoke writes on the April
skies, he may ache to make mmortal

the comedy and the tragedy of the city's
bova and girls, pale faced wnd cager, at
the film play, but the Constant Reader
will not see it

S0 he writes of a lesser theme, a
southern girl, with a bay horse and
r %, or arr irreproachable young en-

gineer who transforms a whole railroad
syst and of course as he writes he
preac For even his casual inves-
tigati have given him something
about wt ' he may preach

Yet o s that his real day |s

coming very fast. There is dawn behind
all this groping darkness, there s suc-

cess beyond all these clumsy fajlures
And while we walt it is good to feel
that there have been those before us

preserve the old times that are no
more Surely “Cranford” s no truer
picture of the old England than Miss
Wilking and Migs Jewett have given
us of the new; old California is safe
n the pages of RBret Harte, and for

the South we have Cable and Page and
Ruath Mekaery Stuart. We shall not lose
e« ful phase of our national de-
velopment  while Mr, Howell's “Boy's
Town” is In print, nor forget the child-
hood that was in little country towne
when "“The Hoss of Little Arcady” and
‘Rebiecca of Sunnybrook Farm' and “The
tientleman from Indiana’” were written
These are all American to the core, as
“The Call of the Wild" was American,
ind as Stiriing” was American,
And each presents its distinct and sep-
irate glimpse of the clties and towns,
the men and women, from whose his-
torfes the reat American Novel will

some day be wrought.

Nivholson's inter-

‘Peter

s
L By ERNEST POOLE

Since reading Mr.
esting article I have been thinking of
the novels—modern American novels—
that 1 have read In the last few years.
Most were disappointing, but some inter-
vsted me enormously—and of these last,
as 1 look back upon them now, It seems
‘0 me that almost every book In the
ot gave me the feeling as of a window——
a new window-—through which a tre-
mendous vista was opened for me upon
this American life of ours. For, though
I wag deeply thrilled at times In each
of tt novelds as 1 read, 1 was, |1 re- |
member, thrilled still more by the thought |

that for me at least this was one of
he first books, one of the first really
g novels dealing with this fleld of
" life How many others 1 would

d in the still richer years abroad—

as human life, all Kinds and conditions,
teeming, pregnant, multiplying, spreads
over this wide and generous land and
ts writers glean the true tales that are |

the others of

for
more powerful of their kind,
richly
ind women and children—-in New York |

their kind, the still

that will

ol in Chicago and In Oklahoma Clty, |
i Butte and in Seattle, on our coasts |
and up our rivers to lonely lttle river
towns, and in isolated houses or sweep- |
ing flelds of wheat and corn, or cattle
ranches, on plantations, in mining towns, |
steep mountain sides, amid strikes
l{ke those in Colorado—books revealing |
! such struggles, all such places, all |
ueh people-—and again and again, books

prople most amazingly rich and people
most alarmingly poor—the [ntense and
dramatie, significant life of the milllons
of our immigrants—and again the ruuhl
ol yvoung people for towns, |

Thess are only a few of the flelda of |
our life that come up in my mind as
I wrile.

In reading 1 know that nine times
out of ten 1 shall be disappointed. 1!
shall take up books and drop them— |
sometimes because they are dry as dust, |
all erammed with the most painstaking |
truth, the most useful information, with |
just the ghost of a story, and an arti-!
ficial ghost at

Uther disappointments  will
that are small Russias, ruled by a liter- |
ary cgar, a chap who has a purpose, a |
sermon or a tendency, who writes wllh‘
4 pen of iron, jabbing hig charaoters In- |
to lines—poor devils or saints as the case |
may be--to prove the point he is mak: |
nK.
mine used to call “so damn tendencious.'
And wtill other disappointments will
be novels that at first leading the in-
nocent reiader to think he Is golng to see
some real life here, procead later to drug
.h bhead over Neels into a plot: so

i

l will very soon cease to be honest,

here the wonderful stories that uhulll
be here
I huve read such hooks as “The Octo-
pus” A Certain Rich Man,” “Maggie,” |
‘A Man's World,” “The Jungle,' "Th!':
Virginfan,”  "The Midlanders,” *“Old |
Wives for New” and many more—and
s novels, though they have grlppﬂl!
hard, have done more than that,
they have made me all the hungrier| be frugal

reveal to me lives of real men | lsolating himself from his kind he will

of the town, the great cltles 1 mean, Of;(-m-"_\‘, are equially worthy a4 man's or a
{ woman's devotion

that, looming up for- & SBouthern gentleman of the old sohool,
lornly through the pages here and there, | Congressman and Senator of Virginia
bhe books !

Books that a Russlan friend of | the presant Princess Troubetzkoy.

Lreathieas that it will not be untll the
end that with a gasp he looks back and
sces what a pitiful little bag of tricks
it was that drew his nerves so taut

But among them all I shall find what
will be the great novels for me. They
will paint real life with a depth and a
power which while sweeping me along
in the personal narratives will at thel
same time bear me far out all over this |
wide country, books that deal first and
foremost with a few individual lives,
but lives not isolated, lives bound up In
the intricate warp and woof of the mass |
life all around them, as our lives are’
increasingly bound these days, when |
not only the affairs of our nation but |
cven those of all nationa on earth have
sudden and amaszingly deep effects upon
each one of us—on our jobs, our In.
come, our homesa, our reading, our hopes |
and beliefs, |

Stand in the Grand Central at a rush
hour and In a few moments thousands
of people will have swept by vou, peo- |
ple from all over the land. Watch their |
faces. They all seem Intent upon get-|
ting something for themselves—money,
fame, soclal position. Or they seem ab.
sorbed in lovea and hates and jealousies, |
or dreams and hopes and plots and |
schemes—all their own, mind you, all
for themselves or concerning themselves, |
their wives and children. And In this
straining, groping, in all ths breathless
hurrying some of these people’'s faces |
mark at this very moment pereonal
crises that would thrill you if you knew.
Nut you can't, for they won't let you. |
It's none of your business. It's .their
own'! But though each of them thinks,
“This is my own life, my own scheme,
my own trouble,” you standing there can
quite eslly wee that his life is about as
much his own as {8 the life of one small |
drop upon one wave in the ocean '

Well, in the big books | shall read
1 think people will be shown more like '
that than ever they were in the books
of the past. 1 think the tendency will|
be to depict characters more and more in
their vital relations to the whole, so that
following their stories you will be drawn
too Into those vast tides of business, pol-
ftics, Industry, education, social move-
ments, the swift spread of new ideas
into the world of the making of money.
and all the many other worlds, of the
spending, the wasting, the bullding, the
dreaming, the groping and the stralning
on which all go to make up this astound-
ing life we are leading these days as
slowly and in epite of ourselves who are
bound closer and closer together—for
good or for evil, bound into a common
life,

[ By HENRY JAMES FORMANJ

Mr. Meredith Nicholson has put his
finger on many weak gpots in the Amer-
ican novel, and everything Mr, Nicholson |
says, 80 persuasive i8 his pen, carries |
conviction. Yet to my thinking he has
not touched the vital polnta |

“To see |
life steadily and to pee it whole” s, In|
Mr. Nicholson's opinion, essentinl to the|
writing of sound American novels. There |
are at least two reasons why in the
hurlyburly of our present day life 1o
wnee life steadily and to see it whole™ is a
dificult trick to acquire. |
For one thing, we are not a homo-
geneous people. Our fiction is of neces-
sity chaotic because our nation is cla-
otie. Where else do you hear of hy-
phenated citizens, unhyphenated citizens
and semi-hyphenated citizens? It may !
tnke centuries to make of us a homo-
geneous people. But to say that a novel- |
ist has to reflect all of the population of
his country is, of course, to straln .
point. Turgenieff e credited with
conscience of his people. But sifting
down, Turken!eff's ‘“people’” 8 a vory |
amall class—the Russian aristocracy
What does Turgenieff know of the null-
fons of Tatars, Mohammedans and
Jews living in the Russlan Empire?
But in the United States, where th:
malting pot is supposed to be always en-
gaged in melting, the very caldron jtself
seething on the {Ire, with al] its heat and
smoke, 8 fit enough material for the |
earnest novelist, English nm'(-iu-m.l
moulded and safeguarded by the ﬁhiu‘]'!
distinctions and demarcations of class, |
envy Americans the infinite possibilities
that abound in American life But one
of the chief indictments, perhaps, against |
the American novelist, s that after his
HIsSt one or two serious efforts money be
comes an ever gErowing temptation
him. He craves all the luxuries of the
successful business man He forgets |
that novel writing is the high calling he
envisaged it In his early ideals, With
the pressure of the popular magizines
upon him the writing of fiction becomes
@ sSpecuiative enterprise like hanging
round the ticker In Wall Street. Where
in his youth it seemed to him ulmost
like joining a religlous order, requiring
preparation, purgation and Initiation,
middle life sees him (generally, but not
always) Judging success wholly in terms
of makazine and public demand. That
is why novel writing with us becomes s0
often merely a manufacturing industry !
Generally speaking, fiction of the best |
kind does and should aim to portray life, |
to paint the truth, to carry on the great
business of the teachers of mankind,
that is to exalt the ideal 1f romance
does that it belongs among the best
fiction, If realism doesn't do that it
should no less certainly be excluded
from the best fiction. Well, to do your
best means Yo forsake the maunfacturing |
industry of fiction The mobh of read-

to

ers not only in the United States luulI
throughout humanity hasn't the hest of
taste. Part of the business of the n-n--'
elist I8 to elevate 1t But what chance

has an artist of doing that if he knows
not how to be fruzal? If he knows n-nti
how to be frugal, Stevenson has sald, he
T at|
spectacle we see about us every day. No
country pavs the highest price for the|

best work “Commoniy,” says . E.|
Montague, author of “Tha Hind Let |
Loose,” *it is tough work to keep a|

medern country from Kicking away any
quite great work of art that fs laid at
her feet.” This country (&8 no excep-
tion to that rule, That is why the nov-
elist of serfous purpose must learn to
I do not mean by this that
he must become Timon of Athens. Nut
he must so hlend his life that while not

vet not have his soul ground out of him
by the whirrine of the machinery., For
in the last anulysis the novelist ls con-
templative, a philoropter, not a mer-
chant. And he wha so looks upon his
calling will embrace literature not to
gain but to give And more and more
his soul will grow, and so will our lit-

erature. Romuance and realism, be they
what they may, s0o long as they are
based on truth and permeated by sin-

|

We in America have
no lack of devotees. HRut sreat ur|!ntn|
are rare the worll over.

THE ROMANTIC CAREER
OF AMELIE RIVES,

Few readers of the Princess Troubetz-
koy's romantic new novel "Shadows of
Flames'' will know how this popular au-
thor lays claim to her gracefdl Franch
name of Amelie or the title of Princess,

The Princess Plerre Troubetzkoy is the
granddaughter of Willlam Cabell Rives,

and, bhefore the outbreak of the civil
war, Minister Plenipotentiary to France.

During the reign of Louls Philippe the |
eldeat daughter of Minister Rives was
born, and the French Queen bestowed |
her own name on the child, who in turn
handed it down as n legacy to her nlece,

Col. Alfred Landon Rives, father of |
Amelis Rives, was also born in Paris, and '
the Marquis de Lafayette, descendant of |
the great Lafayette of American Revolu- |

tion fame, was his godfather at baptism. |
He re odumﬂo;qurM '

| stant companion of the

‘ ln‘

IMPORTANT NEW FALL PUBLICATIONS
THE NEW RUSSIA By Alan Lethbridge Net $5.00

“Rumsia, the Iand of the Future.' Is the anthor's ery, who ares [n the vast untouched
forests and mines and unused water-power of Russia the great storehouse for ciilizs-
fon’s needs in the XXth Century nhr-“h the Western United States were in the X1 Xih
n fact, he makes us reallze the country as something vastly greater and more valuable
to humanity than has been hitherto recognizsd.

ATTILA AND THE HUNS By Edward Hutton  Net s2.00

Attila, In the Afth century A. 1, destroyed more of the works of civillzation than any
other human being has sver done.  He ereated a huge Empire of savage tribes by means

whi e rulned the Kastern Roman Empire devastated Gaul. bathed Northerg
taly In blood and yet he falled in each one of his great undertakings.

THE BELGIAN COOK BOOK Edited by Mrs. Brian Luck

Net $1.00
Bﬂlﬂlﬂ women are celebrated for their excellent tables and strict eeonomy.  This col.
lection of inal recipes has been gathered from Relgian refugees In Enaland and i
fssued under the patronsge of the Queen of England and the Princess of Belgium

SCHOOLS OF TO-MORROW. By John and Evelyn Dewey

Third large edition in press. Net $1.50

“At & time when so many sducators are dissatisfied with the results of traditional theory
and practice, and In quest of an adequate adaptation to existi social conditions, the
appearance of this Mluminating volume is to be heartlly weleomed. - Outiook

WILD BIRD GUESTS By Ernest Harold Baynes  Net s2.00

New edition with Preface by THEODORE ROOSEVELT. Thoroughly llustrated
This in the most comprehensive ook yet written concerning the fascinating art of at.
tracting wild birds, The (llusteations, chiefly from photographs taken hy the authos
form an array of interesting and convincing proofl that Ly using Mr. Baynes' mothods we
can make our feathered guests feel thoroughly at home,

WHO BUILT THE PANAMA CANAL? By W. Leon Pepperman

R : et $2.00
Fully {llusteated by JOSEPH PENNELL'S Series of Canal Pictures
It in an Im| ant contribution to American history and Mre Joseph Pennoll’'s wonderfyl
etchings of the Canal {llustrating the wolume are equally valuable as an artistle record
of this unique monument to the triumph of American pluck and engineering skill

BETWEEN THE LINES By Boyd Cable Net $1.35

These are sketches of actual war operations on the field of hattle, which make clear
and vivid to the reader of imacination the exact meaning of the bald phrases in the ofcial
reports of the different war offices These pictures are simply superh, there i no other
word to deseribe them. They are horrlible, of course. but one cannot find any note of
PR ation or & wish to accumalate horror for horror & sake They make one unde;
stand exactly what modern war 1< and as such they ought o be of permanent valye
there bas not as yet been any other book which even approaches them in this power

E.P.DUTTON &CO., 681 Fifth Ave.,N.Y.
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' J;tstl ssued by Thé Cen.ifui'yjé; A

PARIS REBORN
| By HERBERT ADAMS GIBBONS, author of “The New Map

of Europe.”

A day-by-day record of the facts and feclings of Franea during the
transforming first five months of the war, as shown by the national pulse
at Paris. 16 full-page illustrations by Lester G Hornby, the etcher, who |
was with the author in Paris Price $2.00 net

MY CHILDHOOD

|
i
| By MAXIM GORKY, author of “Twenty-Six and One," ete. {

More iniimately Russian than even Russian fietion. A human doeu-
ment of astounding contrasts, explaining at onece the bent of an extraor-
dinary writer and the national character of Russia,  Ilustrated

Priee $2 00 net

ESCAPE AND OTHER ESSAYS

B A. C. BENSON, author of “From a College Window," ete.

This always popular philosopher herein writes with delightful ease and
charm about war and how to foreet it, about sunsets, villages, his own
Hterary creed, ete, Sceond large printing just issaed, Price '$1.50 net

* i v r }
HIGH LIGHTS &t FRENCH REVOLUTION |
By HILAIRE BELLOC, !
A brilllant presentation of the outstanding moments of the most dra-
tie hour in modern history deseribied by the ablest living writer on thesa

nes,  Picturesque, vivid, minutely circumstantial, rushing in
full-page illustrations

MARIE TARNOWSKA
By A. VIVANTI CHARTRES, author of “The Devourers,” ete.

the
48

intorest
S300 net

The confessions of the most famous woman eriminal in the world. An
expose of Russian high socjety 1ife and the first true account of the beauti-
ful Rus<iar Vampdre,” the celebrated Countess Marie Tarnowska, just
released from piriso Mustrated Price $1.50 net

THE CENTI RION . an filustrated monthly magazing
o, writers and thetr wori, will be gent regularly an '

TURY CO.

The Centyury
upon applica-

353 Fourth

Avenue New York

City

THE CE!

The Decoration
and Furnishing of Apartments
By B. RUSSELL HERTS

Large Oectavo, & Color, 24 Black and White Nlustrations. $3.50 »/:
“Harmony and simplicity of line hecome more important 10 the apar:
ment), becawse deviations from the heautiful strike the eye more sharply 1
small apace, and the modern aversion to dust has banished useless hano
which fnrmrﬂu softencd harsh o 1 /

There is less room for hrieea-hr;
and mere things, and so we are t

Sorced to become selectivoe.”

Have you the problem before you of making an apartment tastefu
artistie, lirable? You will weleome this volume the first of its kind.
written by a man, not only qualified, through his partnership with one of
the most famous interior decorating firms in the country, hut also as :
editor and writer of long experience, who is able to give vou his invaluah!e
ideas in clear and untechnical language. s : »

uah

New York
2-0 W. 43th St London

74 Bedford St

G. P. PUTNAM'S SONS

1861 Sarah Macmurdo, a noted ®

heauty. To 1 was b in Richy .T e
Va., the daughter, Amu who has
tinguished herself as a wiiter of fetion i
and poetry :
Since Col. Rives's profess on of a civil
engineer anded a nomadic life the
chilidhood of Ama Rives was spent
chiefly with her atesman grandfathoer
at his estate, C Hill, in Albemarle
county, Virglea, The ohild was the \

wve andd cour

- Howdo you—

gentleman until his death, and Castls

HIll is still her home, whera she now

llves and which to her is the most le- .

lovedd spot In the universe. Alwwve the 0 r l y 0 u
lenderly panelled man tudy

where she writes her 1l

hangs a clustered
and tattered sily
is thrust a palr «

+ through which

hed sworids —a

—write your

memento of a fu g1 country and sg

dld scenes. The crumnlad shining n D

i« the first court dress worn by her 1 0 v e Iet ter S .

grandmother, and tha swords onee

clanked at tha slde of our former Min-

ister at the gay court of France Elrannr. a “r'fﬂhh_‘.' and busy
The authoress’'s fhrst marringe was I & .

unsuccessful and ended In divoree by young hld), induced her se

cause r ireompat ibitity - of  tempera retary to commpose, write,

ment, She married a second tin it i : L

1866, at Castle Hill, a sign and mail love letters to

man and artist, Prince 1! tz- 1

koy, who I8 descended fre the man to whom she was

Russian Troubetzkoy fumily, a mna J i

striking physieal appear eeand highil engaged. 1 h(‘ secretars

successful in his career as an artls wrote good letters, argued

Among his most notal portrait ne

of the statesman Cilnds o, which s fa Eleanor. And the secretary

vorably compared by 8 with the 3. . st ) X

it el ot i 0t Ml T MR R did; with surprising results
we of PFlames" Amelie Rives writes | Well worth reading is th

vividly of Lake Mugg

drawing the pieture from ber own resi- novel which opens with this
5o Mhon, et 'aka 1, s e of | gituation. 1t s “The Wooing
of Rosamond Fayre,” bv

Berta Ruck (Mrs. Oliver

EVERYMAN,S Onions), whose first novel

*His Official Fiancee," pub-
ished last Spring, is now n
the 10th edition. All book
stores sell it,

DODD, MEAD & COMPAMN
New York

LIBRARY

A great democratic educational
institution.

Only 35 Cents Net
Send for a complete list
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