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A Born Fool Is “Vamped With Benefit of Clergy

il we are to believe the author “¢rept un-
consciously to his heart and nperves,” a

{oo much secret trinmph—and besides it
makes better Literature. If all English-

HERE are two kinds of fools—the beautiful and eultivated Beatrice Luecy

splendid ones who rush in where
angels fear to tread, and ihe others who
insert themselves with the aid of meas-
uring rod and shoe horn after meticulous
consideration to the intense disgust of
everybody, ineluding the angels. The
Born Fool in John Walter Byrd's novel
by that name is of the second order. If
ever a mortal let himself in for trouble
deliberately Kirk Clinton did, and we are
about to discuss how he did it, and why,
whether we think he should have done it,
and what the consequences are likely to
be—everything, in short, that invites dis-
cussion. If there are anv of vou who dur-
ing the course of the long and uninter-
esting address which we are about to
make intend leaving, will you kindly pass
out quietly now? . . Thank you.

Mr. Byrd's novel reads as—if Hardy,
Phillpotts and W. B. Maxwell had col-
laborated. Conan Doyle says it is the
best novel he has read in a year, which
fact alone should make it worthy of eon-
sideration. I§ is a story of English eoun-
try life involving class enlanglement and
has for its main objects the assertion of
propinguity’s friumph over the more
lenient forms of comtact, the danger of
mistaking cowardice for courage and the
ease with whieh a eruel parent sometimes
wrecks a child's life. It is, moreover,
valuable as a warning to mothers sand
vouths—to the mothers against dying un-
less it is absolutely necessary, and to the
youths against lodging in houses which
have daughters. A monstrously gloomy
book when all is said.

If Kirk Clinton's mother had lived his
father's cruelty as depicted in many a
bloodeurdling seene would probably not
have left any lasting impression, being
more than overbalaneed by her devotion
and ecomradeship, but she was killed off in
one of those regular old fashioned scenes
in which the reader is allgwed the freedom
of the death chamber, and Kirk was left
with practically all the odds sgainst him.
He longed for just law, for harmony, for
permanence and fixity, for ideals; occu-
pmd himself with fishing, geology and en-
gineering, and finally when his home be-
came intolerable struck out for himself,
shorn of ideals but still a potential ideal-
ist. In conneetion with his geological
work the Rev. James Blenk had proved a
liar and & scoundrel, and this combined
with his over religious father's emelty
and injustice so ‘shook his faith as to
deny him tha eomfort of the chureh.

Kirk left home st 20, a gracious, tender
hearted and suseeptible youth, fit prey for
the woman who was sure to be lying in
wait. He lived within arm’s reach of the

without registering a throb, but when be
went to the grim town of Bruside in the
north of England Marian Gisburn, in
whose house he lived, fastened her piteous
talons directly upon his heart. Marian
was a weaver by profession and a sensual-
ist by choice, and she had a stepmother
and an obscure ailment which made weav-
ing difficult. She was quite frank in eon-
fessing to Kirk that it was his legs which
took her fancy first. She also confessed
doubts about immortality. In this wise:

“Do you remember, Kirk, I onee said I
wanted & man who'd kiss me and that
+ » » that's my idea of love. . . .
Fve always felt miserable that after
we're dead . . . we've no bodies
. « » there’d be nothing sweet.”

II.

Mr. Byrd differs from many English
novelists in that he does not overcome
his hero with physical methods. True,
Marian hurled herself upon Kirk after the
approved modern fashion from time to
time, but she never took him by storm or
even attracted him, and long before the
morning when Kirk finally declared him-
self he had eome to find her actually re-
pulsive, Coldly and deliberately, with
only pity in his heart, Kirk nssumed the
position of Marian's lover and almost be-
fore the process was complete tried to
kill himself—put the muzzle of a revolver
tohntnlllmple and pressed his finger
on the er—harder—ag hard
as he eould. . . . The safety lever had
been drawn over, we need hardly say.

Taking up his life where he had Jeft it,
Kirk eame to this comfortable way of
thinking and mistook it for bravery—
that “one must go to bed and get up each
day and live through that day without
outlook, and be philosophieal, and in due
course all would eome to a blessed final-
ity snd oblivion—if one did one's
duty,” There followed the oeecasion of
his first publie appearance as a lover,
when Marian and the other girls by the
interchange of warm glances indulged in
“that secret eternal trinmiph of women
over men of which women are always
aware."”

We hardly know what to think of this
book. Sometimes we like it and often we
hate it. It is long and goes slowly, and
before you know it has become a habit.
We jog along in a dumb, driven way,
bracing ourselves for the impmding trag-
edy, and meantime upmencmg that
pleasure which is born of pasin. While
we do not wish to appear to bite the
hand that feeds us, we eannot help feel-
ing that Mr. Byrd mlight have made
Kirk's capitulation appear inevitable, in
have been no regret. As it is we ean
think of a thousand ways in which be
oould have made a perfectly fine escape if
he had had the backbone of a jellyfish. It
is & good thing for women to be deceived
sometimes. They ought not to be allowed
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men were ss fastidious as Kirk there
would be no Hey Nonny Nonnys in his-
tory. Women of Marian's sort are made
fo be deceived, and when well treated be-
come obnoxious. Her own stepmother
knew this—in fact it took her some time
to aceustom herself to a marriage. Final-
ly, accepting the inevitable, she gave her
blessing.

“We shall be glad to see ye inarried,
Marian. We thinks better to ye than ye
seem to believe, though we're your own
kith.”

Deep gloom fastens upon Yhe reader as
he approaches the end. The wedding
morn is more truly harrowing ‘han the
mother's death scene,

“Time dragyed painfully thi= bright
and sunny moming. Kirk had that un-
comforteble sense of being in the way,
the unpleasant feeling that men have in
hat and corset shops, or during birth of
their children—a vague sense of one led
eaptive in the lrain of some woman eon-
queror. It has been known to men when
their partner in the dance was very lovely,
well aware of it, and radiantly arrayed.”

IIL.

The unfortunate bride and bridegroom
are disecovered shortly, at the waning of
the honeymoon, sitting on & beach, “Kirk
in a ealm mind, the deathly ealmness that
precedes typhoons.” Btill, we take it
he was none too ealm even so, His hands,

surt of Swedish movement probably, un-
known fo us but ne doubt useful in mo-
ments of distress. Even Marian's dull sen-
sihilities were more or less affected by the
=ense of eoming disaster. “‘Each fore-
boded, for each bebeld in spirit the dis-
tant shadow of the inevitable that ap-
proached them from bevond this lovely
place and day.”

Still thegu:ue reader must not feel oo
miserable over the fate of thess young
persons who have become so muech of &
habit. Every typhoon has its silver lin-
ing, and even idealists and sensualists un-
duly mated have been known to eome to
terms. While we were in Mr. Byrd's
hands we were more or less helpless, but
now that the book is done and we are our
own masters there comes a resurgence of
animal spirits and we are not inelined to
be bullied into sabmission to gloom. Tak-
ing a base view of the situation, we feel
that the match has as good a chanee of
success a8 most. Maran undoubtedly
eooked well and she was used to hard
work. Many & man has less than that
to be thankful for.

She was pretty well bowed down hy
work and disesse in the second place,
and there is small reason to believe that
ghe lived more than a brief span, so let
us leok on the bright side, slough off eare
and regret and be ourselves once more

THE BORN FOOL. Py Jons Waims

Brep. George H. Doran Company. $1.50.

Set Up for Spite

By GEORGE GORDON.
ET in spite of his title—which is in-
tended Lo attract attention, it being
in some sort an attractive title—Mr. Ger-
ald Cumberland has his enthusiasms. He
mentions his searce limited admiration of
Mrs. Pankhurst’s brave and proud gifts;
he tells us that “perbapzs the most ex-

quisite and the most fragile thing in the
world ‘at present is the Chopin playing of
Vladimir de Pachmann”; he apparently
appreciates Yvette (}mlbert he speaks s
gmdwrdforhwkoblm he
does what he can to attest the “genins”
of Hall Caine; he plays his game some-
what after the manner of Frank Harris.
His book is, I think, worth reading;
though he has degraded Whistler's geutle
art of making enemies into the ungraious
and too often unfounded backbitine of &
disappointed Jover of the arts. But he
will pay (in the general respeet of his
fellows) dearly for what he says—not
8o inuch eoncerning Mr. Amold Bennett,
who ean take éare of himself; nor eom-
cerning Mr. St Johm Ervine, who, ap-
p-mﬂy,hathuhmdmn;vhn
he failed to make a eonfidant of
Cumberland; nor coneerning Mr. Bh“r.
whmmymmbddthmhl
but coneerning the late Stanley Hough-
ton, author of Hindle Wakes, whom he
patronizes, and Dixon Seott, by long odds
the most premising eritic lost in the war
—and bhecause of such all-wise sentences
as that in which he says that “only G. H.
Mair, Williec Yeats and high school girls

rather fossy about his tes, and that Mre

Annie Besant, for all her earnestness, will

not argue theosophy with every chance

interviewer, and that Augusius Joha
wears his bair a bit long.

SET DOWN IN MALICE. By Grrawp Com-
BERLAND. Hrentano's. #$2.00.

The first volume of the uniform edition
ofmm‘(‘urgdmouutof
His Youth, with introduction by Barrie,
was published by E. P. Dutton & Co.
early in April in an edition limited to
1,500 eopies. Within three weeks the last
eopy was gone, and people were clamor-
ing for more, which has resulted in a pop-
ular price edition of the novel. At the
moment of writing s similar popular edi-
tion of The Actor Manager, introduetion
by Mr, Howells, bas just appeared.

If you like good books,
well made, ask the dealer
to show you those of the
Marshall Jones Company
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THE BELOVED STRANGER

By Witter Bynner

Tbamduuhﬂxg::ﬁar:b' rarer, finer, more ethereal tone than anything we find

in the earlier work of Witter

“—Willism Marion Reedy. $1.50.

GONE WEST

By a Soldier-Doctor

Edited by H. M. G. and M. M. H.. with an Introduction by FREDERICK W. KENDALL of the

Buffele Express. The author, uhummnmdidudnﬁumd the War.

or messages, from him from the ™ the War as those on that side saw it, and show o 0 o o & taste: it is $1.50 MOFFAT, YARD & COMPANY '3
the bays who made the Grea &c&chhﬁﬂl&mhﬂl.:ﬁﬂfd.m‘h—w&rﬂd lot ns F i .
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NEW PATHS Edited by C. W. Beaumont and M. T. H. Sadler
Thbdukﬂthemuadm-bmmhumpthnthﬁdd:dn literature and

in England to-day is in this valuable and

Lawrence,

volume. Walter de Ia Ml:c.pdll'{

entertaining
Gaudier-Breesks, and J”G..‘:hchumm-hwdﬁn names

Robert John,
included. Limited American edition of 250 copies.

You will ind many of the best (and best looking) books of the day described in the
sttractive new PBorzoi catalog, which will be mailed anywhare free on request.

Borsoi books are sold at all bookshops.

_ALFRED A. KNOPF, 220 West 42d St., New York

ofothen. The effect is that of a free-

loud voice pointing to the erudity of the
construetion, the colorless windows, the

thongh he be eertain the heathen are mis-

guided through swperstition, acts famil-
hﬂthutllluluerbuplzpbnunﬂn
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his. It has raised something o
tempest in England. It shouid am
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mmimmna

PUBLISHED TODAY
By Henry Leverage

Whose first bock “Whis
Wires” was declared by critics
“scmething actually new i a de-
tective stcry.”

THE FURTHER ADVEN-
TURES OF JIMMIE DALE
Frank L. Pdckard

Author of “The Wire Dewils’

“Vibrates with action—the dual
role of lackadaisical club man and
furtive citizen of the underworld
d_cg:ctd with amusing invention.”
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