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Ironies of Authorship

[h’ one of the most diverting and individual vol-
umes of literary criticism that have emanated from
America, a certain writer, now hailed in many
uarters as a supreme stylist and a literary immortal,
fixed to that latest example of his then unknﬂwn
ork copious extracts from all the :
sviews his books had rc-::mvcd Fur the Judlmﬂus there
much neat e’)n} in these comments now,

But ther such irony in the whole history of
s writer's sudden popularity with the -public that
hatever gods there be must hold their sides. His
resent prominence in the general mind, if mind it
ay be called, is the result of the suppression of one
f his latest works, lately indicted for inidecency.
opies of this work, being now unprocurable, have
sen known to fetch astounding prices. Discussion of
1e book has run riot. The author’s name has become
nown to the masses in a sensational manner. There-
sre his former critics have begun to rub their eyes. As
- throwing off a cloak of invisibility he has suddenly
appeared”’ to those of undoubtedly. discerning judg-
ient. Over and above his sudden appeal to the peo-
le, on other grounds, he has, overnight as it were,
chieved fame as a great writer. His earlier books
re now in demand.

-, 7 how |5|:ﬂr1. rcpe:-.ts itse § '
h’ﬁr the death of a great writer that the ll:t:\'lt:hlt
kﬁmnrphn-s:s takes placr.. Those who once said such
nings as ““The author tails of making his dull char-
cters humanely pitiable,” and “Worse than immoral—
ull. The narrative is cheap and sickly
. the effect is revolting,” now pen fervid appre-
iatmns Strangely enough, certain able writers of the
ounger generation which now lauds him also failed to
iscern anything at all in the man's books in earlier
ays. “He is unable to create those illusions so neces-
wy for the reality of fiction,” cries one from Chicago.
lis “writing bristles with the maudlin and lachrymose
ymantics such as fascinate the shop girls in the pages
George) Barr McCutcheon”; and a well-known
odern poet and novelist comments scornfully, “There
‘no understanding in this book of social currents of the
lst, much less of the present. The story is i
|mmt banal enough to become a best seller.” Most
licious are a series of one-line remarks dismissing a
ork that contained the whole gist of the author’s

this:

tistic theory with comments Eun:h s
ory is illustrated with full-page-pie

oward Pyle.”
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.E;:'pnmu day, perhaps, some wise and witty pen will
/e us a volume with some such title as “The Ironies
ﬁuthnr&hip" fit to put with Disraeli’s “Curiosities
Literature.” For the case of our chosen author is
' no means the first, as it will, we fear, by no means
the last, of a series of cases of critical blindness and
apidity, of odd fame built fortuitously upon quite
perfluous circumstance, of true merit and rare in-
viduality going a-begging, till one of its random
‘rows stirs ignorance and dulness to rise for its sup-
ession, Meanwhile such contemporary criticism as
found, for instance, in the footnote quotations ap-
ded to certain pages of Cabell's “Beyond Life” will
. the oracles in which the public devoutly believes;
perlatives of praise for very mediocre writers, declara-
that wnrk a]:nd}r almnst faded from the memory
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The Scarlet Sun
By ArTHUR SyMmons
Who shall quench the soul’s desire
Of the moth, that is God's fire’
~ Who shall wi & painted cloth
Stain the hrflgﬁﬁf of the moth!
Who shall wa "

Whﬂ sh.all turn up Siig -
And bid the scarlet-sults
None, for none shd]s- y

To flout the benut'_l,r of a ﬂnwcr

went forth with trumpets upon the pages of the daily
press.

One thing that this comic neglect and misapprehen-
sion of actual literature in fﬁi’ﬂr of its meretricious
imitations may inject into out American writing is an
mgm:'lmnt it has lacked too lnl:lg {mth a few outstand-
ing exceptions). We refer to the ironic spirit. Already
this gift has been bestowed v on the most persistently
underrated and neglected of our best contémporary
writers. The price in the ing of our own self-
esteem may seem heavy to pay for our own part. But
we must continue to pay it ® long as we fail of any
real acumen and _discrimingion. = Meanwhile, may
more great satirists be assigned us by the planetary pow-
ers, unworthy though we are,
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The Taboo in Literature
By James Braxcu Casrre

PR_E—EMI?-'EHTI.T the meos:t engaging feature
of the assigned topic, assgned to me in particular

tnp;c ma}- I:c dl_-.:puﬂ'-Ed of.

-I-.-,’.

Since time’s beghiﬂlng every
aze lizerary taboos, selecting certain things—
mﬂhdﬁﬂhm mm&w
must not be written about
To violate any sul:h taboo so ]-:'mg as it stays prevalent
15 to be “indecent”: and that seems absolutely all
there is to say concerning this topic, apart from furnish-
ing a trifle of historical illustration.

The most striking instance which offhand occurs
to me sprang from the fact, perhaps not very generally
known, that the natural function of eating, which
nowadays may be discussed intrepidly anywhere, was
once regarded by the Philistines, or at all events the
Shephelah and the deme of Navogath, as being un-
mentionable. This ancient tenet of theirs, indeed, is
with such clearness emphasized in a luckily preserved
fragment from the Dirghic of Saevius Nicanor that
the readiest way to illustrate the chameleon-like traits

of literary indecency appears to be here to record what
of this legend survives.

o .

.___
E'\—. |_

Now, at about the time that the Tyrant Pedagogos -

fell into disfavor with his people, avers old Nicanor
(as the curious may verify by comparing Lib, X, Chap.
28), Philistia a clerk whﬂm some

did not know where toward a goal which he co
not divine. So this Horvendile said, “T will make a
hmkufths;uumermg.fur it scems to me a rather
queer journeying.’

They answered him: “Very well, but if you have

had dinner or supper by the way, do you make no
mention of it in your book. For it is a law among us,
for the pmttctmn of our ynuth that eating must never
be spoken of in any of our writings.”
— Horvendile considered this a curious enactment,
but it seemed only one among the innumerable mad _
customs of Philistia. So he shrugged, and he made the
book &f his journeying, and of the things which he
had seen and heard and loved and hated and had put
by in the course of his passage among apgeless and un-
fathomed mysteries.

And in the book there was nowhere any word of.
cating. But to the book comes presently a garbage-
man, newly returmed from foreign travel for his
health’s sake, whose name was John. And this
scavenger cried, “Oh, horrible! for here is very shame-
less mention of a sword and a spear and a staft.”

“That now is true enough,” says Horvendile, “but
wherein lies the harm?” :

“Why, one has but to write ‘a fm—k‘ here, in the
placf nf each uI thuL uﬁ'msnc weapons, and the

L

Section Three

==

! q : .y ybur Wr;tmg
and ot my w r:tmg “which “-'ﬂllld refer to eating.”

John said, “Abandoned one, it is the law of Philistia
and the holy doctrine of St. Anthony Koprologos that
if anybody chooses to understand. any written word
anywhere as meaning ‘to eat,” the word henceforward
has that meaning.”

“Then you of Philistia have very foolish laws,”

To which John the Scavenger sagely replied: “Abh,
but if laws exist they ought to fairly and impartially
and without favoritism be enforced until amended or
repealed. Much of the unsettled condition prevailing
in the country at the present time can be traced di-
rectly to a lack of law enforcement in many directions
during past years.”

“Now, I misdoubt if I understand yow, Messire
John, for your infinitives are split beyond comprehen-
sion. And when yvou talk about the non-enforcement
of anything in many directions, even though these
directions were during past years, I find it so confus-
mg that the one thing of which I can be quite certain
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carried off the hook along with his garbag;c. and w:tﬁ—
whlch was the hmwldermfz part of it—self-evident and
.,EIE-ng self-esteem. And all that watched him spoke

tie Dirghic word of derision, which is “T ee-Hee.”

But Horvendile forthwith consulted with a man of
| law. And the law-man answered a little peevishly, by

‘reason of the fact that age had impaired his digestion,
and he said:

if you have been suspected of writing about eating!”

“Sir,” replies Horvendile, “I would have you con-
‘sider_that if your parents and your grandparents had
‘not eaten, vour race would have perished, and vou
‘would never have been born. I would have you con-
sider that if you and your wife had not eaten, again
‘your race would have perished, and neither nf you
‘would ever have lived to have the children for whose
pmtcctmu, as men tell me, you of Philistia, avoid all
nention of eating. And I would have you consider
ww little is to be gained by concealing even from the

ung ‘the inevitability of this natural function——"

Tﬂ whﬂ':h the | r .

ing effect of talking very wisely ﬂn-:i ]Jatl'ﬂﬂﬂ‘_'." L

‘but it does not matter at all whether or not the func-
'tion - of eating i§ practiced and is inevitable to the
nature and laws of our being. The law merely con-
siders that any mention of eating is apt to inflame
an improper and lewd appetite, particularly in the
young, who are always ready to eat: and therefore any
such mention is an obscene libel.”

S0 Horvendile lamented, and fled from the man of
law. Thereafter, in order to learn what manner of
writing was most honored by the Philistines, this
‘Horvendile. goes into an academy where the old books
of Philistia were stored, along with other relics of the
past; and as he perturbedly inspected these old books,
‘one of the fifty mummies which were kept in this
‘place, with lackeys to attend them, spoke vexedly
“to Horvendile, saying, as it was the custom of these
:mummif:s to say, before this could be said to them, *I
“never heard of you before.”

. “Ah, sir, it is not that which is tmuhlmg me,”

: 'ihen.anﬁwered Horvendile; “but rather, I am troubled
because the book of my journeying has been suspected
of encroachment upon gastronomy. Now I notice
ynur most sacred volume here begins with a very re-

~markable myth a.bnut the fruit of a tree in the middle
Ot :

Lot shared erh “two angcls anﬂ with hls dau ters
‘also, and of the cakes which Tamar served to ﬂmnﬂn,
‘and to spcak over and over again of eating. I notice
that your most honored poet, here where the dust is
thickest, from the moment when he began by writing
about certain painted berries which mocked the appetite
of Dame Venus, and about a repast from which luxu-
rious Tarquin retired like a full-fed hound or a gorged
hawk, speaks continually of eating. And I notice
that everybody, but particularly the young person, is
:nmuraged to read these books-and many other old
hugks which speak very explicitly indeed of eating——"
“Of course,” -the mummy replies: “for .all these
books are Lla;.sics, and we used to discuss them in
Paft's beer-cellar.” -
~ “Well, but does the indecency of this word E:!.t-
ing’ tvapnra;tc out of it as the vears pass, so that the .
‘word is hurtful only when very freshly written?”
The mummy blinked so wisely that you would
never have guessed that the brains of all these. mum-
mies had been removed when the embalmer, ca‘llcd
T:m;, prepared these fifty for the academy. Yﬂung
fellow, before estimating your literary pretensions, I
must ask if you ever frequented Paff's thl’-s.l’_‘ll:lr
fEW Hnnfend;le sald “Hu.'f_ -
- “Thgﬂ ﬂ]a&t. to setrl rpre SI011S.
- =a a
'T'_ﬁml..m{ tw 1~:Idh, m F’niﬂ _beer-cellar is the,
“one real proof of IIIETHT}’ merit, no matter what sort
‘Euf twaddle you may write in your books, as. I am here
in this academy to attest. Moreover, I am old
'.-mw,gh to remember when cuuker}-bﬂnks were snld
..npanll.r upon the new s-stands, and in consequence. I am
very grateful to the garbage-man, who, in r_ummnn
with all other intelligent persons, has never drtamed

of meddling with anything I wrote.”

“And all the other mummies. spoke the word qf de-

-r.smn, which is "Tee- Hee,” and they said alsc: “He
never meddled with us either, and we. never heard of
gou.” And one of the lackeys who attended the mum-
nics said stn:rnh' “T am not at all in sympathy,” and
another said, “Pseudo-littérateur,” and yet annther
said, “I can perceive that you do not produce the neces-
sary profound murmurs and inflowings when you
“Aeditate upon the name of Bradford,” and there was
iruch other ircoherent foolishness,

© But Horvendile had fled, bewildered to note that a
mummy, so generally e&te:me& ] klruﬂ;..r :md wn:ll-
meaning fossil, appcam:l quite honestly to’ ; ;
'Jitentﬁ.a»ew out of the beer-cellar.

“But of course yvou are a lewd fellow

tai ed acn:ﬂunt nf T

-_a’ﬂnﬂﬂiﬂl ﬂ;‘.qf sking
d Eﬁu cltiz.-.:n, who ws coming out,
stntahvr, restaurant with 1 o cpmcnta.twr.:_ wi

“Sir,"” says Horvendile, ¢ perceive that vn::-u,havt
JllEt been cat:ng and that emboldens . me to ask
you g

But at thl‘i point Hﬂwiﬂlle found hl: ]md ‘been
knocked dn:m n, because the paents of the represcntarwc
citizen had taught him fros his earliest youth that
any mention of eating wag highly indecent in. the
presence of gcntlewnml:n ind for Horvendile, re-
cumbent upon the pavement, t was bewildering to note
the glow of honest mdlgnatm in the face of the rep-

resentative citizen, who waitd there in front of the
restaurant L

o o

Here, rather vexatiously, he old manuscript breaks
off. But what survives and has been cited of this frag-
ment amply shows you,"I think, that even in remote
Philistia, whenever this question of “indecency” arose
E?twbﬂd}f acted very foolishly, It has attested too, I
hope, the readiness with whi natical training may
lmd Yyou to imagine some u y iMoropciets. in al
abour any natural-f

Eﬁm—

Cabell the Masquerader

By Louss Umnt EYER.

SPEAK by the bmk—d!e text-book, to be precise,

I do not purpose by my title to call attention to

the obvious fact that Cabell is a writer of prose so
illuminated and fantastic thet it is invariably poetic
By “poetry” I mean Poetry:—lines that tap their feet
to an even measure; words I:Ft clap hands and kiss in
rhyme; phrases that perform'the most difficult of bal-
ances and pas seuls and dlspa'tt themselves in a round
of lyrics, madrigals, sonnets, ts, ballads, bland coup-
lets, curious quatrains, stiff | tl:lt tercets, I refer spe-
cifically to a volume entitled “From the Hidden Way.”

“From the Hidden “"q—-tﬂ:mg Seventy-five Adap-
tations in Verse by James Branch Cabell” was pub-
lished by Robert M. MecBride & Company in 1916.
The rest was silence. App P of his work summed
up Cabell’'s varied volumes “vithout weighing a line
of “his metrical experiments| friends and Philistines
charged and counter-charged over the battlefield of
” urgen,”’ vet not one sir"‘& tanza was hu:rlcri or

':_;r‘ln]l'h “_“: 7
....... he % James Branch Cabl:ll"

(the Yale Review, July, 102 ), failed to mention the

simple fact that an entire Whlume of Cabell’s poetry
Even the

had been published less than four years ago.
cognoscenti were ignorant bofy of it and of Cabell, the
writer of verse. ~ Yet C
of his favorite occupation; tolplant sign posts thruugh*
out his scattered romances, ‘tales, and '”hiqgraphms,

His books are spotted with or Ema[ rhj,mes that do duty
as chapter-headings, mottoes, tail-pieces, dedications, in-

terludes, interpolated songs, iepilogues. -He has even

l'_.. ".. |.u.'||.l-. o

gone to the extent of In ing a technically perfect '

sonnet Iin a conversation, '[ ¢ curious may h find this
tour de force disguised as p s¢ on the ningtr-gw{:nﬂ]

page of "Jurgen"—if they {are fortunate enough to
possess a copy of this magnifi

the Hidden Way" Cabell, 1%31.1:"1: of signs and sub-
terfuge, proclaims himself inihis dearest medium. And

e discarded; Cabell the
paraphraser speaks through the Jips of uuid'minneéinp
ers, forgotten troubadours, obecyre Parnassians. Here
are poems "ad&pted”" from %l{mdm de Medici, Raim-
baut de Vaquieras, N huas r.‘ m Antoine Riczi, and
] rqdore Pﬂ"-:fﬂf Chaﬂﬁ

e B o

i y A1 , . o 1% .

doubt the existence of mﬂl’ ut .-"I,-""' We ey
Cabell given their histories, oks like: “1 ]1:: Certam
Hour,” he has carefully ted the first Lines of the
original (in Latin, It:than, Prmenqal _and modern
French) before his own vemsions. But the persistent
stadent still suspects. A search at the Public Library

confirms his suspicion: even the Questions and Answers

column in the New York Times yields nothing, He is
still more puzzled when he finds the verses “Alone
in April” (supposed to be written by Allesandro de
Medici) credited in another bbok by Cabell (“The Line
of Love”) to Adhelmar de N intel, and the poem “One
End of Love” (assigned ta the Iatttr day Alphonse
Moreau) spoken (in a scarely less musical prose) by

Raimbaut de Vaquieras of the thirteenth century' in-

the first story of “The CE:It_H'n Hour,” entitled “Belhs
Cavaliers.” Here, for the nterest of controversialists
and craftsmen, are segmentsof the tale:

Biatritz said, “It is a long. vhile since we two met.”
He that had been -hcr love all his life said, Yes”

P P

abell had not failed to hint

t book.) But in “From

the quamtl:,r titled “A Wood-Piece: To the Whlr uf

- m the

Am! s0 you hnr m_

N' ﬂ ﬂa“. ﬂuhr iil-lsr,gurgﬁd into he:’ ﬁm_m-wnrt ‘face and -
 thought ' f:xhuuwgua&nra, es were
like the eyes of I:us young Bmmtz She said: “You never

married?” . . =

“Yes," said t]:u: ]mlght, “nh, }:s, : iz
He thought of another April evening, so long .
Gm!laurﬁc de Baux had stabbed him in a hedged field near
Calais and had left him under a hawthorn bush for dead;
and Raimbaut wondered that there was no anger in his
heart. “We are friends now,” he said. Biatritz, whom
these two had loved and whose vanished beauty had b::ﬁﬂ
the spur of their long enmity, sat close to them and hardiy
seemed to listen. . . . - f
; Thus the evening passed and at its-end Makrisi fﬂ"‘:}":_d
the troubadour to his regranted fief of Vaquieras. A%
was a chill and brilliant night, sway ed by a frozen moon s0
powerful that no stars showed in the, unclouded heav u;:!
and everywhere the bogs were curdled with thin ice. E:
obdurate wind w;e]:-t like a kmfl:vbl":de across a WwWor
which even in its spring seemed very old.

we both gruw old.”

And here is how Cabell has mndfn-td the whole
episode in the compact and colorful rhymes of

ONE EXD OF LOVE

“It is long since we met” she said.

1

But very old now, and no gn"d
Gleams in that scant gray withered hllr
Where ooce muoch gold was: and, 1 think
Not easily might one bring tears

Into her eyes, which have become

Like dusty glass,

: ‘“Tl: 'I:hll'tj' ri:-tri," .
I said. “And then the war came on

Apace, and our young King had need

Of men to serve him oversea

Against the heathen. For their greed,

Puffed up at Tunis, troubles him——"

She said: “This week my son is gone
To him at Paris with his men.”
And then: “You never married, John?”

I answered, “No."
Musing a while.

Then with his guests
Came Robert: and his thin voice broke
Upon my dream, with the old jests,
No food for laughter now: and swore
We must be friends now that our feud
Was overpast.

And so we sate

“We are grown old—
"Eh, John?"” he said. “And, by the Rood!
*T'is time we were at peace with God
Who are not long for this world.”

when thll'-

I answered; “we are old” And then,
Remembering that April day

At Calais, and that hawthorn field
Wherein we fought long since, 1 said:
“We are friends now.”

And she sate by,

Scaree heeding. Thus the evening sped.

And we ride homeward now, and I

Ride moodily; my palfrey jogs

Along a rock-strewn way the moon

Lights up for us; yonder,.the bogs - £
Are curdled with thin ice; the trees

Are naked; from the barren wold

The wind cumes like a blade aslant

Across a world grown very old.

In short, the aroused reader comes to the more or
less natural conclusion that Cabell has laughed at him

again; that, instead of disc;‘trding the old masks, the.

author has merely put on new ones; that his models
glibly between Jurgen and the priests of Philistia. In
chort, he believes—and believes rightly—the entire col-
lection (names, references, first lines in the “original,”.
and all) to be a forgery, a careful and. remarkably
complex hoax, R P

_‘Lm.i what a brﬂlmnt hmh. 31: 1*:'

ot » a1 '_‘

refuge from reality,
gem-studded ivﬂrr tﬂwr:r in which-Cabell lives and o5
capes the blare and: hlatancy of the modern world.
Artificial?  Perhaps. But it is the artifice solidly
erected upon art. Cabell’s erudition is staggering; he
knows his Provence in far greater detail than any of its
twentieth century commentators; in his _reflections of
Romance literature he puts to shamu: s0 pretentious a
dabbler as Ezra Pound.. Whether he echoes the me-
dizval planh, the canzon, the ballata, the sestina, or

It is, In 4 sensey
Here he “ﬁ ik anut r stu;;jt to thab .

. are as fictitious as the impressive authorities tossed

'l

writes strictly in the more recent ballade, rondeau,

roundel, and sonnet, the figure of the compaosite Cabell
hero emerges—the eternally disillusioned, eternally
hopeful Jurgen-Charteris- Kennastun, the human snul
secking some sort of finality, some assurance in a world
of illimitable perplexities. The heat and hungers of
to-day - burn beneath  the archaic contours of such
pseudo-restorations as “Dame - Venus in Thun'ngm,
“One End of Love,” “Ronsard Re-voices a "Truism,”
“Jaunts from Stratford,” “According to Their F nll:,r

. mhﬂfndmuudm T
- Hidden Way” is an amasing pe
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