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American One-A- ct

Plays Selected
Americana have been overrnodestWE in the matter of our own achieve-

ments in art. Tills has been particularly
noticeable in the field of dramatic cn-- di

savor; ten years ago you would find very
few people willing to declare that the

native drama of the United States was in
any way comparable with that of England,
Germany or France. Of course, no one
to-da-y would dare maintain that any
American is likely to cause concern in the
breast of a Barrio, or a Hanptmann, or a
Cure, over the loss of the litter's interna-

tional prestige; certainly we have no dra-

matist whose career entitles him to a posi-

tion beside the men I have mentioned. But
we are advancing.

It is still the thing to point to Europe's
theatre in admiration" and follow Ger-

many's lead in the. matter of theatre con-

struction and management. However, we
may now pause for a moment and survey
with pleasure our own achievements, and
oven indulge our vanity when we hear of
Sir. Norman Macdcrmott founding his
Everyman's Theater in London on the
principles worked out in our own little
theatres, and editing his magazine, by his
cwn confession, upon the policy of Mr.
Sheldon Cheney's Theater Arts. English-
men come to these shores to inspect our
little theatres andvsee onr plays.

The tide is turning. We have reason to
he proud. We must now take good care
not to overestimate our achievements.

"What these achievements are may be in-

ferred from a casual examination of the
first collection of native one act plays:
Representative One-A- ct Plays by Ameri-
can Authors, edited by Margaret Q. Ma-yorg- a.

These twenty-fou- r plays afford us
little more than a glimpse, however, of
what has been done, but that glimpso is
encouraging.

It will be realized in turning over the
pages of this, book how far we have ad-

vanced in .less than ten years. The little
theatre has offered opportunities to the
native dramatist which he has not been
slow to seize ;" the "movement" has given
birth to young men and women who are al-

ready well known from coast to coast. It
is interesting to think that within the Km- -

realm of the little theatre world thererlalready a group of "classics"; such
authors as Engcnc O'Neill, Stuart Walker,
George Cram Cook, Susan GlaspelL Per-dv- al

Wilde, arc now regarded as old
standbys.

Representative One-A- ct Plays by Amer-
ican Authors will prove serviceable to lit-

tle theatre groups; it will also be of inter-
est to the reading public, that cares about
American drama. As a record, it leaves
something to bo desired in the way of his-

torical data, though I am well aware that
the time has not yet come when a record
of our contemporary achievements can bo
made. We might have done without the
little essay on the one act form: the sub-

ject has been more exhaustively handled
by others.

The principal trouble with the book is
that the compiler ought to have included
cither more plays or fewer. As it is, she
has included some of the best and too
many of the next best. It seems to me that
a volume of twenty-fou- r American one-acte- rs

ought to have been devoted exclu-
sively to dramatists of the stamp of
O'Neill, Cook, Glaspell, Middleton, Wilde,
Moellcr, Akins, Dreiser, MacKuye, Lang-
uor, Walker. Or else a larger collection
might have been made, including nearly
all the truly . representative efforts, good
and bad.

Bnt no collection can meet the approval
of everylwdy, and I am aware that Miss
Mayorga was of limited in her
choice. She has given us a book well cal-

culated to arouse our pride; she deserves
our gratitude. B. H. C.
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ton: Little, Rrowa & Co.
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Thurston Writes a Sequel

E. Temple Thurston.

the several ways of conducting aOF sequel, Mr. E. Temple Thurston
has in The World of Wonderful Reality

selected that which has least room in our

heart. We gather from his introduction

that the ten years since the publication of
The City of Beautiful Nonscnte have been

spent as follows: Four in resisting the
temptation to write a sequel; four in
struggling with that temptation, and two

in deciding what method he would pursuo
in the writing of it.

An author who has shown this amount
of stamina should be forgiven the final
downfall. The method chosen may bo
called the unravelling process, consisting
as it docs in undoing all that has been
accomplished in the first instance. It
always seems a bit of foul play to take
away from those earlier readers the fruits
of their satisfaction or discontent.

A sequel such as The World of Won-

derful Reality should in any case be read
only by those who have wasted no pa?ans
or pains on what has gone before, and in
this case the book has been made some-

what impossible even for them by a vague-
ness so extreme that unless they bo
unusually astnte they must spend three-fourt-

of their reading time clutching at
straws to find the way of the wind.

That you may "judge for yourselves;
however, we shall say that the book tells
what happened to John Grey after Jill
promised to marry him on a night in
Venice, disregarding the fact that she
was engaged by her parents to marry a
Mr. Skipworth, old, bearded and with vast
sums of income. We are constantly
running across just such people as John
and Jill in novels, and likewise in life.
The Johns when introduced into fiction
stop work entirely. They are poets who

arc planning to write short stories and
plays, and they may work between novels

but they never do in them. The only
evidences of John's giving any thought to
the mundane getting of his daily bread
are three poems and innumerable trips to

places of pawn.
The poems are very nice, so is John

himself, and likewise Amber, a young
lady who has entangled herself in his past
and goes on entangling. Strangely
enough, Jill never runs into John and
Amber on any of their jaunts about
town, meetings at jail doors and in John's
rooms, where Jill also called occasionally.
This would have been the work of a less
dclicato novelist than the one in Jiand.
. . . But Jill docs run into R ality,
that well known character in Modem
stories. Conscience prevents our telling
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which is victorious. Daring the course of
tho story we feel sorry at one time or
another for each of the leading ladies and
moro so for the leading man, particularly
when he has to attend a sort of nuptial
lunch in gray flannels instead of "the de-

sired tail coat which he had onco pos-

sessed, in which he looked liko a dentist
but felt like tho proprietor of half the
theatres in London."

"Yon can tell me there are men who
don't mind what they wear," Mr. Thurston
says, and we with him. "There is but one
answer to that That is their role; and it
takes a man as long to mako up for it as
if ho were pulling on silken tights and
offering himself to the world as an
Elizabethan Cavalier."

Tire woBn of wonderful bb.il
ITY. By E. Tkmplk Thurston. D.
Applcton & Co.

Dislikes "Saint's Progress"
the Editor or Books and theTOBook World Sir. Mr. Galsworthy

has his admirers, and they may eulogize

his latest novel, Saint's Progress, but thcro

are other readers who wonder why ho
wrote it. Does he think that his group of
characters are typical of these days of
upheaval T We greatly doubt if they are.
Are thlere other such young women as Noel,
devoid of modesty as of filial feeling T Tho
gentle clergyman who is her father would
have been the last to think himself a
"saint," and tho label is given him in
irony by the author, whom it pleases to
make the kindly gentleman ridiculous. If
his two daughters gloried in their want of
Christian faith, they might have spared
their father the pain it caused him and
kept their opinions to themselves, since he
did not provoke argument or attempt
more than a mild statement of his own
viowB in answer to their challenge.

We can hear with an unpleasant book
sometimes, if there is anything to be
gained but it some exposure of wrong, or
laying bare of a fal,c theory of life But
what is to be gained by unpleasantness
which is gratuitous?

Truth is truth and should be shown at
all costs; we fancy come would reply. And
that suggests the question: But is it
truth t And even if it is, what then?
I cannot but think that a good many
readers will not be able to find any suf-

ficient reason for the dose of pessimism
which is offered us in Saint's Progress and
the bad taste it leaves in our mind when
it is put down. Louisa Hkhet.
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A Gouverneur Morris
Tragedy of Manners

a wild goose loses his wife when ho
JF is but six or seven years old he is

faithful to her memory in thought and
deed until tho day of his deatlu And so

Gouverneur Morris has named his new
novel The Wild Goose after its hero,
Francis Manners, who had all of the dis-- "

advantages of a wild goose. Mr. Morris
enlarges upon them until along about tho

sixth or seventh chapter. You will, if you
aro anything like us, wish to heaven that
lie had been made, less "faithful in word

and deed'1 and more interesting other--,

wise. You might supposo that faithful-

ness, or unfaithfulness for that matter,
would have to be pretty thorougldy en-

riched with other things to" float the wholo

burden of a popular novel, but the author
does not agree with you, and surely ho

ought to know more about it than you do.

At any rate tho whole burden of this
hook, which is a popular novel, unless we
inistako badly, is Manners's faithfulness
(in word and deed as catalogued) and
his wifo Diana's unfaithfulness in words
hovering on tho brink of deed. The keen
edgo of our excitement over the gooscliko
husband's discovery that his young and
beautiful wife has given her heart to an-

other is dulled on learning from Mr. Mor-

ris that this is no new trick with her. Now
wo cannot flinch as we might have earlier.
Manners, bearing in mind his child and
tho fact that Diana's affairs arc generally
short lived, refuses to release her, kicks
up the deuce of a row here and there, and
then finally, giving in, goes tho wholo
goose that is, decides to soil his fair
name, relinquish the child of his heart and
undertake financial responsibility for the
cntiro outfit, old and new.

In our opinion Manners is what WilHo
Baxter's little sister would call the "word-c- st

fool" that ever lived. If thero is any
direction in which ho failod to make an
idiot of himself Mr. Morris has failed to
mention it. Practically everything Man-

ners does in the bounds of this novel is
something that most men would blush to
have told of them. And this isn't count-
ing the time he cried himself to sleep se

lib mother-in-la- w saw fit to bring
him a hot water bottle and tuck him into
his lonely but faithful bed. That would

le enough to make almost any ono cry, and
besides crying is decidedly in fashion for
tho Morris dance school of heroes.

The long strain of goodness on the out-

raged husband is broken toward the close
of tho book, when he takes to carving
things up in splendid despair. Women of
pleasure; discussions of whether'thc mar-

riage tie is holding; admissions to birth
chambers; tho inevitable violent death or
two. What more can you expect for
whatever the prieo of a popular novel
may have soared to by the timo this trib-

ute nppcarsT C. M. G.

THE WILD GOOSE. By Gocverneub
Morris. Charles Scribnor's Bonn.
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A WOMAN'S

Marjorie Patterson
AHthci tf FORTUNATA.THE DUST OFTHE ROAD

Thesloryof a temperamental man
of letters who, having achieved
fame, suddenly faces a crisis
brought on by his eternal infatu
ations for the women who seemed
to kindle his genius. Seemed,
for over and above his distraught
life, hardly noticed, broods the
beautiful Madonna-lik- e presence
of his wife, Bernadetta. Her in-

fluence breathes through the va-

pors of her husband's life like a
scent of lavender in old gardens.
A strange and arresting study of
the human spirit.
The most brilliant
achievement of this
young actress and
writer.
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James Branch Cabell
says:

"THE FACE of the WORLD

is a big ironic book, very finely

conceived and very finely

executed."
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