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SOME OBSERVATIONS BY “Q."
L.\DIBH and Gentlemen: It is true that the
distinzuished educator about 1o address you

has published a nmmber of novels and shorter tales,
and that these are of an imaginative order and
some are exciting reading. It is even frue that
three or four ag widely popular.

On the other hand, he was educaidd at Oxford,
and he taught there a while, and Le has edited two
or three famous and eonservative anthologies, and
the style he writes is almost mannered in its old-
fashioned refinewent; and besides being a Fellow
of Jesus College hie is now King Edward VII Pro-
fessor of English Literature in the University of
Cambridge.

In view of all this, yon will apprehend from him
nothing unsettling voneerning English literature,
nothing disturbing to the views that were carefnlly
dinged into your yvoung mind in English A.

You won't!

Shudder! Shudder!

It is a redoubled pleasure to imtroduee Sir Ag.
vHUR QuitiLer-Coria:

“I think it is time to hint at least that the
Modern and Medirval Languages Board [of Cam-
bridge| intend to justify by practice what they

‘meant when, in framing the separate English

ripos, they <o far imored academic tradition and
dared the rage of schoolmasters—which, like that
of the sheep, is terrible —as to open the study of

English down to our own times, deelining to allow -

that any past date eould be setiled, even by uni-
versity statute, as the one upon which English
literature took to its bed and expired, and was
beatified.

**I have possibly as mueh reason as any one in
this room to know how fauity one s judgment may
be about modern work, and speeially ahont modern
poetry. Still the task of appraising it has to be
done, for the hooks of our time are the books of our
time, They tell us in their varions ways ‘How It
Strikes a Contemporary”; and we shall not intelli-
gently prepare ourselves, here at Cambridge, by
drawing an imaginary line somewhere between the
past and the present and announcing, *On this side
are the eertified dead, sho are aiive; on that, the
living, who are non-existent. . . .

“*Now althongh our fathers —it musi be con-
fossed—tried harder than we to write prose; al-
though to our age belongs that rampant substitute
which T onee denounced to you under the name of
Jargon ; nevertheless it were, gs 1 hold, a folly to
hedge off good writing of our day and bid yon
fasten your study upon remote masterpicess, Ad-
mire them, study them, by them improve yonr own
style. But improve it also by stndying how good
writers to-day are adapting it to express what men
and women think and do in our time.  For we be-
long to it.”’

Ruthless? You Wait, |

If so far yon are surprised aml delighted wath
Nir ARTHUR, see now the way he is capable, without
strain and ranecr, without the least smart-Alecking,
rather with urbane good nature and playful ease,
of pitehing the Philosophical Systematizer out the
window :

“1 propose 1o say a few words upon 1wo ferms—
‘Classieal " and * Romantie ——with which vour hand-
books to Enelish Literature have doubtless by this
time made you familiar, though yon will not find
them frequently mentioned in the masterpicces
of which those handbooks are  sapposed to
treat . .

“*T would I conkd persuade yon ta remember that
you are English, and 1o go always for the thing,
easting out of your vorabularly all such words as
“tendencies,”  Cinfluenees,”  Crevivals"  ‘revolts”
“Tendenvies” did not write The Canterbury Tales;
Georrrey CHavoen wrote them.  * Influences” did
not make The Fperie Quecne: Epyuvsp Spesser
made it: as @ man called Bex Joxsox wrote The
Alchemist, a wan called Surrmax wrote The
Rivals, a man called Merepitia wrote The Eqoist,

“Now it is the weakiness of Germans in eriticism
that, not having a literature of their own to rank
with the great, but being cndowed as a race with
an unusual 1alent for philosophizing, they habitual-
Iy think and talk of a literary masterpieee —which
is a work of art achieved in the way of practive—
as thongh it were a
product, of philvsophy; preducible by the methods
of philosophy . . Literature being literature,
and philosophy philesophy, you can*never under-
stand or account for literature—still less can yon
produee literatare—hy eonsidering it in terms of
philosophy ; that is, by being wise about it in a
eategory to which it does not happen to belong.

*“*So when a German, eultivating his own bent,
bemuses himself with a theory that WorbsworTs

product, or at any rate.a by-.

than 1 wmaisters to us what the German thinks he
medns. For we koow that what Wornswonrtin
wrote was Tintern Abbey, while what naturalicm
wrote was nothing at all? for it never existed but

(a8 & voneept in sowebody s mind, an alstract no-

tion. Gop made man in His image.  Germans nuke
generalizations in theivs. That is all, and that is
5":\1' the differcnce . | |
“But they do confuse and nullify eritivisms all
over Europe, even among men of strong mind who
happen fo be eritics only, and have never under-
gone the discipline of ereative writing. For ex-
ample —yesterday I took down a volume by that
man of really powerful mind, Dr. Grorer Braxprs.
1 opened it guite at random, and read :
*“The strongest tendency even of works like
Bygox's Doa Juan and Saesy's Cepei . . '

“Do you know any works ‘like’ these, by the
way 1"’ 5
La . is in reality Naturalism. | In other

words Naturalism is so powerful in England that it
permeates CoLERpGE 'S, Romauntic supernaturalism,
WorpswortH's Anghean  orthodexy,  SHEms s
atheistie spiritualism, Byrox ‘s revolutionury tber-
alism . . " :

“eism, - ism, ism ! Omme=jeetive and sumim—

-_i.ﬁ'l ive!"

The Inanity of Isms. e N

Nir  ArRTHIR  proeeeds to  quote from’ 111'

Braxprs's introduetion, all about the * deep, ln'v‘_r..

nant earrent . . which, sweeping away the
vlassie forms and conventions, produces a Natural-
ism dowinating the whole of literature, which from
Naturalisw leads to Radiealism, from revolt against
fradditional comvention’ " —to something else., e re-
ks : o

“Is not that fine? Evervthing ending in - ion
permeating ~verything that ends in —auee or ity
or —ism, fighting it out like gieer aguatic mon-
sters in a tank Gentlemen, tell yourselves
that these foolish abstractions pever did any of
these foolish things. “The great artist, History !
Call up your conrage and say with Bersey Pric
fliat you dou’t believe there is no sich person. Cure
yourselves, if vou would be either artists or erities,
of this trick of personifying inanities [T

Al this, amd mueh more as ulml-wslm‘ i Mmhm
in Literature, by Siv Artive Quinier-Coves (G,
P. Putnam’s Sons. $2507. We shall guote from
it, on this page shortly, Sir ArTHUR'S example of
a wodel Haudbook of English Literatiere hased on-
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wer will Sy o wrote Natwrabism, or that nataralism
wrote Wornsworis, i matiers whicli oven loss

.2 BOOKS AS NEWS,

§6TF yon haven't anyvthing on those subjocts
please send a book on the ancient history of

Greeee or Rome, Anvthing of that sort will he news

to me.”’ So wrote a soldier, an offeer of the A E.

F., to the Awerican Library Assoeiation’s ventral

lihrary in Paris.

Nothing conld wore naively ilhistrate the theme
of books as news; nothing more forcibly bring home
ta one the knowledee hunger of the ordinary Ameri-
can, once his imagination has been fired and his
enriosity stimulated by adventure bevoud the bor-
ders of his howme town.

And even the willion and a half young Ameri-
cans whose life in khaki took them no further than
cantonment or training camp have had a Great Ad-
vepture. They have travelled hundreds, perhaps
thousands of miles, seen strange eities and perhaps
a different elime, mingled with tens of thousands
of others, of various races and tongues, various
habits and poinis of view, formed new fricndships
ind acquired new wanners, The Spirit of Adven-

|

" ture has been implanted in their souls, Having seen

<o mueh they did not kuow existed they want to
know more of what was before to them unknown,

It is from the ranks of these and the 2,000,000
others who went overseas that Adventtire will re-
eruit her legions of pioneers to explore and open
up the fastnesses of Earth’s remotest hounds. Many
niore, having onee tasted the life of the erowd, will
seek the big eities rather than their village homes;
already New York is swarming with returned sol-
diers from the South and West who have cashed in
their transportation home and are looking for jobs
in the metropolis. But even those who go back to
the immdrum routine of factory or farm will see
life bercafter from a new viewpoint and will
hardly be content to let it fow past them without
at least sneh tastes of it at seeond band, as it were,
as they may get from hooks,

Truth Hunters.

Most of us. indeed, however bravely we may have
set forth to conquer worlds in onr yonth, wind up
like Lowell s lovers of teath, who

tirely on the - anities, L . lavish'd Tife’s hest oil
.\nud |Iu- dust of books to find her,
JACKETS. R Y i‘dnmvnt. at last, for guerdon of their toil,

E vare not who reads a nation s books as long

as we can read the jackets. Nowadags, no

Jucket, no bovk. It is the gaudily dressed barker

who stands outside of the thonght-shop and howls

his wares at you—stridently, in yellow: appeal-

ingly, in blue; luringly, in white; threateningly, in
red.

We know a man who spends whole days in a hig
Fifth avenue hook &tore reading the jaekets on the
books. He says if he went to the Publie Library
he'd have to read the book, as there they pecl off
all jackets. But in the big book store he has Found
the Seven-Leagied Boot of Knewledge. 1 kuows
all about all books by observing jackets. e con-
fesses to have read the jackets on 7,402 war books.
He knows all about Treeport Derwsigr, Josorn
Hercesnzimer and' Amy Lowknn by reading the
press notices about their books on 1he baek of the:
jackets of their latest works, b

The jacket is still in its infancy, like the movie,
Whaoever first coneeived the idea got. hold of some-
thing of which be did not know the value and
future mnportanee.  The jacket is becoming more
and more literary, and Wernis and Spaw and
Hunekes, we understand, reeeive Tabulous priecs
for writing jackets.

Jdacket, colleeting will be the next eraze. Private
libraries will disappear and give plaee 10 jacket
files. Men will pay enormons prices for jackets in
yvears to com>, as they colleet rave art ohjects now,
There may even, some day, he a Metropolitan
Museum of Jackets, a Louvre whose walls will lie
hung with curious and artistic hook coverings.  As
the handle of an umbrella or 4 cane is often worth
more than the umbrella or cane itself, so we may
have in time carved and jewelled jackets, illumi-
nated jackets, jackets lettered in diamonds apd
prearls. Then will come the gambling and specu-
lative era in jackets, and pot to have at least
one begemmed jacket in the house will immediately
stamp one as a philistine, a bourgeoiy. 5

‘Pity the Frenei!” Tn their yellow-backs, whiel
Lhave eirenlated throughowt the world by the
millions, there 15 enly literature. The French have
no jackets on their books! Onpe has really got to

read these hooks te know what is in thpan! Ah! hut
wait! They are going to change all that. And we

prediet that yoa will live to see Bibles with a jacker,
by Binuy Sunpay, and Vieror Hueo's The Legend
of the Centuries, with an external scnud-off, doue by
Hazsy Kxwp,

With the cast mantle she hath left behind her.™

Onee having tasted, however, we cannot bui eon-
tinme to seck, and no small part of the work that the
cirvumstanes of war has charted for the publie
libraries of Ameriea is to facilitate the search of
those who, having tasted of the Great Adventure of
Tiving, must now perforee content themselves with
stueh news of it as may be found in bouks.

Recruits for Libraries.

Not all, of eourse, will at onee or ever e active
users of their home town libraries, thongh eyvery
man who served ander the Stars and Stripes knows
now, if he never knew before, what libraries are
and what they have for Lim, Some, on the other
band, doubtless will reernit the ranks of thosa
Jibrary habitues, wsually bearded and often un-
kewpt, apon whose patronage nice voung lady
library assistants frown, but who, to me, always
weem like ‘frue advénturers, seeking vicaviously to
live aguin the lives they lived, or would have lived

“had not Fate deereed otherwise, in their vonths,

But =in between is the great mass—umillions—
whose eves have been opened through travel and
contacts to the knowledge that men live and deeds
are done in lamds and ways that onee they knew
not of, and who seek to add to that knowledge gnd
turn it to advantage in their workaday lives. These
are the new patrons the librarics must find ways to
serve,

THE FIRST YEAR.

ITH this nvwmber Books and the Bool: Waorld
begins the second year of its existenes. We
believe that we shall make a much wore interesting
paper than we have made in the past twelve moni his,
In onr first year we have listed and tried to de-
seribe adeqnately for our readers perhaps 1,200 new
hooks ; of these possibly ome-half have had more ex-
téndel notiee than is given in the space recording
Books Received. All that is routine, of course; but
if the rontine performance has not been good noth-
ing_clse is of any aceount soever. The prime thing
is to tell iuterestingly the news of new hooks.

In a drawer of the desk on whieh this is written
are some delight ful letters from readers, We shévuld
like to print them, but the space is needed for ook
news and may not be yielded for what, after all,
might be an exhibition of vanity, however harmless,
We thank the writers, and promise to try to deserve
their praise.
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