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Owen Johnson—"In splendid con-
trast to ‘Three Soldiers’ stands
out ‘The Wasted Generation.'”

virohment—much as Selma White, in
‘Robert Grant's “Unleavened Bread,”

and revolted twenty years
g and ruthlessly won her goal in
ashington, Of course Main Street
ftself is what most readers remem-
ber; but that is because most read-
~ gra do not care primarily for femi-
~ pine psychology. What Mr, Lewis
has really given us, whether he is
precisely aware of it or not, is what
‘Main Strest meant to Carol Milford
angd how she reacted to it. That
~ thers were many other ways of see-
ing Main Street is hinted with true
artistry—hinted but not insisted on;
" Bea Sorenson's way, for Instance;
electric lights, a movie show and
~ four whole blocks of stores! “It was
worth while working for nothing, to
be allowed to stay.”

VI.

~ Scott Fitzgerald seems quite nat-
~ nrally to ¢laim attention next, partly
 because of the complete antithesis
 he affords in standing for a radical
‘break with traditional methods, but
- more especlally because of all the
- Younger group he has perhaps the
largest share of promizing raw ma-
terial that is still woefuly In need
‘of discipline. His books nre a con-
~spleuous example of the new ten-
flency, probably an unconsclous one,
. to follow the technique of the mov-
ing picture, to seek primarily the

take teo promirent a place and get
somewhat in the way of his real
story, and, while his characters talk
more, weg seldom know quite clearly
what they think. As a picture of the
soelal speed limit in these hectle
days ol the Eighteenth Amendment,
it is, doubtless, true enough. PFut,
artistically, It is overdone, The rev-
elry, the ubiquitous cocktails, the
maudiin discussions and silly quar-
rels, the insistent, endleasly relter-
ated note of drunken depravity fills
g0 large a portion of the pages that
Its effect becomes dulled. Now, the
main issue of the story turns upon
the theme. “Has a young man In
these dJdemocratic days the right -ta
‘naist upon remaining one of the idle
rieh?" On this point the hero and his
uncle @ - strait-laced reformer,
with as many prejudices as he has
millions, sharply take igsue. It 'z a
foregone conclusion that if that uncle
whonid ever see just one of those end-
legs  coextail parties  he would
promptly make a new will, We see
the uncle just once or twice, In the
early chapters, and then we more or
less forget about him through some
two hundred pages of tinkling glacses
and befuddled wit. And then at last,
when the old man does happen 'n at
an unfortunate hour and does make
a new will, the net effect Is surpris-
ingly undramatic. We had almost
forgotten about the unclé, we were
satiated with the nephew and the
whole eplsode was something of an
anti-climax. The new will, to be sure,
is broken later—but we learn of all
this at second hand; we never get
even a peep Inside the court room.
Mr. Fitzgerald tries to compensate
us with a sardonie picture of his
hero's mental collapse, the price ex-
acted by outraged nature.
VIIL

By a timely coincldence Mr.
Hergesheimer, one of the very few
writers of to-day with a real sense of
proportion, has shown In “Cutherea”
how the seductive tinkle of ice in
the forbidden glass may be used
throughout a book, like a recurrent
leitmotif, Insistent yet subdued, so
that its effect does mot pall. Mr.

appeal to the eye; yant
colors, dazzling lghts, a thousand
and one distracting detaile of envir-
onment. Then follows a hrief “close-
up" of some young couple, a few
eryptic utterances flash heforsa us

and we are left with a baffled won-
derment as to just what those two
young people wite really thinking. |
The art of the moving piclure gives |
us on the screen the th:we clements |
essantial to story tellinz: first, the
action, doubly convincing because
wa see it; secondly, the dialogue,
~ finshed on in homeopathic doses;
* thirdly, the thoughts, read more or
. lesa elearly through mobile faces and |
exproasive gestures. But in the new |
. Tetlon we havg the picture, we
. have the dialogue, but much of the
time we do not get the thoughts, for
the printed page cannot show us the
_play of the features—and the tempo
of the novel 13 too fast to leave time
for analyzing emotions.
Vb -

“This 8ide of Paradise” is a study
. of adolescence; the gropings, the
~ Blunders,"the dlsillusions of an Amér-
©lean youth who is exceptionally un-
lucky in starting life with more
~ than an average share of false ideals |
~ and misfit ambitions, Many novels
~ bothbetter and worse have been huilt
“around this theme; stripped to the
‘bare framework, that is the theme
of “Pendennis,” Tiizgerald's pages
swarm with incidents stra‘ght out of
life, so vivid that the reader won-
“ders how many were personal ex-
periences. Moreover, they are young,
naively so, and narrated with such
; & cheerful assumption that they are
.~ new discoveries that in reading them
one Is almost tempted to pelieve that
. Mvr. Fitzgerald’s hero is the first
. Young man who ever suffered frown
the morning after or found some-
= thing rather bittersweet {7 the savor
3 of a first kiss. The book as a whole
Is wather amorphous. The author
might readily have shuffled his
whola deck of episodes and dealt
them in a different order. They
would have led up to the same age
old cry of disillusioned youth, “All
| gods dead, all wars fought, all
~ falths in man shaken.” That is how
Amory Blaine feels because he has
Jost his Rosalind. Wasn't it some-
what the way Pendennis felt after
* Be lost his Emily? And the differ-
ence i that one remambers poor
ndennis with an indulg Eym-

Hergeshel is too blg to waste his
uncommon powers on relatively
cheap themes. It seems almost a
pity that the same hand that pro-
duced “The Three Black Pennys" and
“Java Head" should descend to the
sordid commonplaceness of the pres-
ent day divorce habit. Yet he largely

|dimrmq eriticlsm by his odd sym-

| bolism and new angle of approach.
Of course the doll, which his hero
names Cytherea, and sets up as a
bizarre little idol to worship in secret,
is simply a symbol of the dream-
woman who sums up all the at-
tributes that are missing from the
praosale domesticity of the average
menage, The real art in “Cutherea”
Hes in taking an apparently happy
couple after years of married life,
showing us the wife, Fannie, as a
model of domestic virtue, patient,
uncomplaining, llving solely to meet
her husband’s whims, and all the
while seeing him slowly slipping
from her, tiring of her, restiessly
seeking elsewhers, simply because he
is a male and wants the unattain-
ahle—and all the while, even while
verbally Insisting that the woman is
In the right and the man utterly in
the wrong, Mr. Hergesheimer mirac-
ulously wins all our sympathy for
the husband and leaves not an atom
for the wife. It must be admitted
that the book drops sadly midway.
When the man meets the living
replica of hia Cytherea in the person
of the emotionally starved wife of a
New York milllonaire, and when this
neurotic lady finds herself alone with
him and voices her long repressed
primitive desires with an outspoken-
ness which it would be indecorous to
reprint here, the guthor becomes, for
at jeast once in his life, unconsciously
grotesque. But later he retrieves
himself with a climax worthy of a
better book; and the scene of the
woman's death In the squalid rural
hostelry in Cuba, where the truant
couple geek asylum-—the hideous din
of native revelry, the endless night.
the almost palpable heat, the strange
illusion of pallid blue light invading
the room and spreading ever the
stricken woman effacing the flugh
of life—is one of those rare, haunting
pictures that read like a page out of
o new “Inferno.”
IxX,

There seems to be an epldemie of
what Mr. Floyd Dell calls the “Novel
of Young Marriage" 1t is one of the

1 for after all, the Fotheringay
a personality. But we forget
Jind onrn!ght in fact, we never

leading themes in the “Beautiful and
Damned,” alrcady discussed. It is
the whele subject, treated from many
aygles, in “Brass,” by Charles G. Nor-
ria, who is frankly pessimistic, and
it is hendled with a mature us-
ness by Mr. Dell himsell the

ary Bush" in which he comea

out frankly and strongly in faver of
the ¢lose old fashioned marriage bond
as against the dangerous looseness
of modern theories. There are ele-
ments of real bigness in the “Briary
Bush,” It studles with unabashed
frankness, the trouble that Felix Fay
and his girl-wife, Rose-Ann, gratui-
tously muke for themselves hy vow-
ing mutually to leave each other
free, If ever either finds love wan-
ing or fancy straying elsewhere,
they are free to be offt with the old
love and on with the new. The time
comes when the man does wander
and accepts his freedom; but what
sounded #o logical in theory is disas-
troug in practice, Felix Fay's new
freedom turns to ashes; while Rose-
Ann's generosity is the mask of a
heart-break that leaves her long im-
placable, 1t is only after a thorny
pilgrimage and much penance that
they realize that their foundation

mistake lay In “playing at mar-
riage."
In “Brass” the theme is not merely

the rather hasty and ill-advised mar-
viage of Philip Baldwin and Marjorie
Jones, but of Marjoric’s sister, and
Marjorie's friends, of Philip’s part-
ner and various business connections
—and one and all of these marriages
turn out disastrously. Fometimes it
iz the fault of the wile, sometimes of
the husband. and again of both, with
the mother-in-law aiding and abet-
ting, From sheer surfeit of incom-
patibility and infidelity the net im-
pression {2 one of weariness and dis-
taste. Mr. Norris would be much
more convincing if he had not so
woefully overdone it. Like so many
of the younger group, he mistakes a
sweeping pessimism for mature wis-
dom. His title etrikes the kevnote:
Marriage valnly shines like gold—
“but its no more than brass, raw-
cut and ugly, cheap and tawdry,
hard-edged and Dbitter-tasting—a
gorry substitute that gangrenes the
minute it ceases to be new.” Such is
the incessant note pounded out
through 452 pages. It defeals iteell
by sheer exaggeration,
)X.

Sherwood Anderson has been taken
with a seriousness out of all propor-
tion to his achievements, That he
can achieve the results he aims at
and ieave behind him the memory of
a bad dream must he granted him.
At best he has the grimness of Toe
or Baudelaire, without their breadth
of human understanding. His char-
acters, one and all, belong to the psy-
chopathie ward. They are neurotics,

| religious fanaties, erotomaniacs, vie-

tims of some fixed idea. In short,
Mr. Anderson is a craftsman of yer-
bal gargovles, but, unlike the sar-
goyles of French Gothie architecture,
they do not even serve the practical
function of drain pipes; the siories
remain malodorous,

John Dos Passos comes near (o be-
ing the most significant figure among
latest arrivals. “Three Soldiers" s
a bigger book than has generally
heen conceded. - Many of the review-
ers have heen more concerned with
the _guestion of its truth as an indict-
ment of American army meihads and
conditions than In its qualily as a
work of art. From the latter point
it makes little difference whether the
incidents, singly or collectively, ever
actually happened. It Is enough that
they very well might have happened
—and whatever the author intenled,
his actual showing of attendant cir-
cumstances leaves the conviction
that whatever degree of abuse and
discipline his three heroes received
was merited; they were looking for
trouble, and they got it. It is im-
possible in a few brief lines to touch
in detail upon the epic quality of
“Three Solkdiers.” It has the kind of
frankness and of self-restraint that
we associate with the Latin rather
than the Anglo-Saxon novel. The
book is Zolaesque In Its ambitions
scope, its crowded, tumultuous de-
tail, its sense of multitudes of herded,
driven humanity. It is equally true
to type in its episodic brutality. in
the coarse, ribald jests, the sudden
ouatflung obscenity that make one
wince from the sheer ugly truth of
the picture. But after all it is Zola
with one essential factor missing:
namely, a close knit, convincing,
Inevitable human story. The bhig
general theme is spread before us:
Waur as a force of Destiny, exalling
and destroying, promising the re-
wards ¢ o deathless glory, and leav-
tng in its wake a harvest of broken
and crippled spirits. Each of the
three goldiers selected to fll1 title
roles Is left with crushed ambitions
and a warped soul; and every gepa-
rate episnde in the process rings
true. But taken together they lack
that reciprocal relation of cause and
effect which alone makes memora-
ble drama,. Andrews, for Instance,
was hls own worst enemy; even‘u-
ally he was bound to wreck himazlt

Yet repeatedly one feels that the
author unfairly shoved him enward
to disaster by accident, coincidences,
sheer bits of bad luck quite inle-
pendent of his own thoughts or ac-
tions, For all its brilliant promise
the book leaves sometling akin to
the disappaintment of a game de-
cided. not by skill but by a succes-
sion of false mowes,

At most what Mr. Doz Passcs had
to say about the world war was In
the nature of destructive eriticism.
That I8 why “The Wasted Genera- |
tion,” by Owen Johnson, stands out
In such splendid contrast. For he
had something worth while Jto say
consiructively: and in this book he
gsaid it with a =oul satisfying force
and emphasis. Mr. Johnson saw
vith clear eyes the selfishness, the
indifference, the half-hearted patri-
otism against swhich Amerlca had
to fight at home while she fouszht
the enemy abroad; and he voiced
his criticisms through the medium
of his appealing French hercine,
who found excuse for us in our long

immunity from devastation gnd
death. It is only a counlry, =he
points out, such as France, wheare

not a family high or low but can
point to some father or uncle, some
lang line of forbears, who Rave
given their lives in battle, that knows
to the full limit of sacrifice the
meaning of patriotism. Mr. John-
son's novel is perhaps open to criti-
cism in its plot strueture. He has
handled a daringly c¢ruel theme witk
rare delicacy. If his sermon at
times elbows his plot out of the
way. his earnestness is his best ex-
cuse: S¢ far as this is an artistie
flaw It Is In his case a pardonable
one.
XL

Of the remaining Puukx that in re-

cent months have been hailed with

Harvey Ferguson—"‘The Blood
of the Conguerors’ has much of
the instructife artistry of the
Latin school.

the young wife's indiscreet lefier By
following her to the Great Wlite
Way and enjoylng two weeks of
flleit passion in obscure Yoreign ho=
tels and suburban roadhouses.

XI1IL

Because “Miss Lu'u Bett" is used
by to-day's critics and columnists as
a convenient standard of measure-
ment, it seems to need a passing
word, To the readers who found a
rare and delicate Ilte:ary fragrance
in Miss Zona Galbs inimitable
“Friendship Village"  stories there
has always been scmething discon-
certingly incengruous in a beek like
“Miss Lulu Bett"” coming from the
same pen, For this book Is not in-
imitable; in spite of its clever crafts-
manship it i in tune with the times
that have begotten it; il is unpleas-
ant enough to find favor with people
who llke such diverse unpleasant-
ness as the books of Theodore
Dreiser and Sherwood Anderson, and
it was not near enough to the inmost

more or less rash enthusiasm the
eriticisms already made in other |
casss seem to apply with equa!|
force. There is, for instance, “Zell”
by Henry G. Aikman, which, as ap-
pears from the wrapper of the latest
edition, has been held as superior to
“Moon Calf,”” “Main EBtreet” and
“Miss Lulu Bett,” while its hero has
been called “the most significant
character of the year's fiction.”
Parenthetically, it is a deplorahle
tendeney of the day to measure new
books and writers by their contem-
porary next of kin and not by the
more vigorous products of other
generations or races. It is a sorr of
literary breeding in-and-in, disas-
trous to the virility of eriticism, To
be fair, the author of “Zell” gives
enough initial promise to make him
worth walching. But the book itelf
contains nothing really significunt
which has not been said & number
of times alrcady. Amory Zell, fizht-
ing his Inward battle between an ar-
tist and a good citizen, is comn.on
enough both in literature and lfe
It is told in the same bald, harried
fashion that suits the impatience of
the present generation, and is as an-
noyving to lelsurely readers as a
moving picture when the operator
finds himself - behind schedule and
speeds up. What one remember; of
“Zell” is not Amory's waverings be-
tween his uninteresting wife, Ruby,
and her equally unseductive rival,
Inex Copeland. No, it is the early

| heart of the author herself to make

her averse to changing its ending at
popular] demand, Fut one knows
without being told that she would
not have changed the ending of any
“Friendship Village" story.

_ Lastly, there are two Iinsistent
notes running throvghout the work
of all the younge. writers—an In-
herent pessimism and a calculated
salaciousness. In “"Brass” we leave
Philip Baldwin bemuening that vouth
and love are dead and that he is old
and disillusioned; 'a “This Side of
Paradise” our last glimpse of Amory

| Blaine finds him with “no God in his=

heart" and nothing bt the pain of
memory and the doubt whether life
was worth while; in the “Blood of
the Conquerors” our last glimpse of
Ramon shows him sitting on his

heels in the sunshine “trying ineptly

to discover what had been the mat-
ter; more acutely than ever he felt
the cruel guerdon of youth—the con-
trast between the promise of life and
its fulfillment.” This attitude of dis-
illusion, of the uselessness of young
ambition, the Dead Sea fruit of at-
tainment, Is the ¢losing text of nine
out of ten of the current books,

XIV.

When you listen, however, to the
filscussion and comment going on all
around you it is not this note of
discouragement thai you hear em-

part covering Amory's boyhood; his
coarse mouthed father's anger at
being caught in an amorous adven- |
ture, and the vile message he sends|
to the boy's mother: “Git out-a|
here, you little brat! An’' tell that!
hell eat who sent you, if I ever calch |
vou papa-ing me again, she'll get|
yvou back in a hearse!"
XII.

“The Blood of the Conquero: ="
by Harvey Fergusson, is a pleasant
contrast to the majority of muach
vaunted recent performances. It is
a4 remarkable achievement by a
young American, for it has mueh of
the instinctive artistry, the self.re-
straint and sense of proportion of
the Latin school, and more especial-
lv of the Spanish realists. One is
reminded more than once of the
early work of Valdes, Ramon Del-
easar, representing the last upward
leap of the expiring flame of noble
Spanish blood, is a picturesque fig-
ure when seen in the sun parched
hills of his native New Mexico.
There is small wonder that he
catches the fancy of a sadly bhored
New York girl dragged away from
the height of a New York sc¢ason, In |
the wake of a domineering mot'ier
and a tubercular brother, The hee-
tic courtship is a fine plece of rist-
ous eolor and flaming passion. T'he
fauit of the book is that the fMares
are smothered prematurely by family
intervention and the girl whisked
away to New York and marrled to the
man of her mother's choosing. And
hera the author spoils his whole pic-
ture by making Ramon respond

phasized. It is the hidden morsel of
impropriety, the daring wantonness
of action, the audacious freedom of
speech that is remembered and re-
peated. “Oh, no,"” some young woman
will tell you, "I have not read the
‘Briary Bush,’ but T know all about
the snow bath!” Readers forget
| many things in the “Beautiful and
| Damned," but they do not forget the
honeymoon scene, where he fatu-
ously murmurs, “My wife!" and she
counters with, “Don't call me by that
stupid, commonplace name; call me
your permanent mistress!" And then,
of coyrse, there Is the scene already
mentioned in “Cytherea,” where the
heroine so surprisingly cries aloud to
the man who is almost a stranger,
“I want to be outraged!" For gen-
erations, an opprobrium has been at-
tached to the French novel because
of certain frank epl=odes in “Madame
Bovary,” in “Bei-Ami,” in the
"Rougon-Macquart” series. But the

‘French masters of fiction used their

frankness as a surgeon uses his
knife, where the dingnosis demanded
it. Their sordid, uvgly facts were
structural: remove them and you
gpoil the fabric of the plot. But our

|own younger group Insert here and

there the salaclous touches as gratui-
tous bonpe bowches—any one of them
could be extirpated without leaving
a scar. Perhaps those that get into
print are merely a residve of many
others. Books that strip bLare sin
and corruption may have tragic dig-
nity; but books that assume a mere=
h:lﬂm leer are stooping o an un=



