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| By James

HERE other parsona decently attempt to conceal
their folbles, and mistakes, and vices, this manias,
the Hterary artist, stung by the gadfly of self

gon, will catalogue all his and print tham in a
ok Hinos write he must, interminably he writes about
ssmeell Decause dn this respect at least resambling the

o membaers of his race) he has no certain knowlsdge

@ 1o a2y ene alsa. And the part he has played In other

# fives he will likewiss axposs in & manner that

5 pot always chivalrous. Indeed, he will undertake much

#r_ﬂhﬂththmdwummmdu
o eatirely comprehend they are participating in a philo-

sxperiment. .And all this, teo, he will print In

-.-i book, for from s social standpoint the creative
Jnary artist is always a traitor, and not infrequently &

soandrel.  Meanwhile he becomes callous. by virtus of

- ylelding so entirely to any emotion as to loss sight

of iia being an interesting toplo to writs about All that

ghich la paturally fine in him, in fact, he will so study. and
mgaed from every aspect, that from much handling it
dingy. And very clearly does the luckless knave
parcelve this fact, for all the while, amid these constant
mpairments, his vision grows mores quick and kean, and
parcliessly shows him the twisted and scathed thing he ia

Nor 18 this the final jibe. However pleasant it be to

geam of survival in the speech and actions and libraries

o posterity, refleciion suggests that this “ immortality = is

dplorably parochial For we and our contemporansous

wasters of shos leather and printers inlk, It may be recalled,
ue that = posterity ® to which Shakespsars and Milton so
safdent!ly addressed themselves: and it wers folly to
getend that to us, as a generation, either of thess poets
2 nday, not merely as generally known and read but as
gaerally an intellectual influence, as Mr. Harold Bell
wrght or Mrs. Genes Stratton Forter®. Of course, s cen-
w7 hence thers will still be a fow read—for “ Hamlet ®
wirsia “ Frackles "—which s regarded, I bellave, as Mra
peir’s mastarplece—will concelvably be out of print

Teieren In the whole outcome of things it may be disputed

if &e great creative artist exercises more Influence, all in

g or Ia more widely a public benefactor, than is the

prpetrator of & really popular novel . . .

| ave spoken of the literary artist's patient tmmola-

#a. which he himself contrives in order that his dream,

wee nared with comely and fit words, may be perpetuated,

of that so the artist may usurp the braln cells and
gompt the fleah of unborn generations. And I have

“Faustus,”™ at some length, as the
table masterplece that it i but suppose you com-

its actual aggregate influence upon humanity with

e influence, say, of the novel called * Queed.,” which was

extensively purchased, not even the publishers pretend

ye that “ Quesd " was an Important contributlion to
ture: but this book was read by milllons, and by many
its readers waa nalvely enjoyed and admired and more
jess remembered ~ Queed * did thus somewhat influ-
moe All thess honest folk and tinge their minds, such as

%y werea. Now the " Faustus * during three centuries

d polite speeches about It, has not with any such direct-

= tinged the minds of millons, nor has it besn read by

Ssands of their own volitlon. Nor has ths " Faustos ™

#r given that general pleasures which was provoked by

‘med.” And moreover, the " uplifting ™ optimism of

‘Gmed.” It must be remembered, really brought out that

wich was best in the readers who {ook the book seriously.

Tou cannot, of course, evoke from any source more than

uready there, and to every end the means must be

surate; so that, while to bring out the best thers

i & wrecked veasel or a gold mine, or a person of some

requires a deal of elaborated apparatus, a nutpick

do as much for a walnut, and a popular novel for the
mind. And the point is that this averages mind,
from * Quesd " derived snjoyment and some benesfit,

rf:}?zl?h?}: /.
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bas (after a brisf toleration of the™ Faustus ™ on account of
ita dreadful * comic ™ scenes) for some three centuries per-
celved In Marlows's masterplece * just another one of those
old classics,” and will o view it always. . . . Wae thus
reach by plain arithmetic the proof that as m writer Mr. !
Eydnor Harrison (who wrots “Quead *f) has axercised a'
greater influence, and has really amounted to more than |
Christopher Marlows; and, continuing to be gquite honest |
In our mathematics, we find that as touches imfluenoce, |
neither craftsman can pretend to rival the sympathetic
moribe whose dally column of advies te the lovelorn is
printed simultaneously by hundreds of our lsading public
journals, and dally advises miillons as to the most delicate
and lmportant relations of their sxlstence
. =

ND should you raise the objection that, none the

less, the “ Faustus” is fine literaturs, whereas

" Queed ” is fairly answerable to some other desérip-
tion—that the drgma Is profuse in verbal magic, and the
novel, to put the matter as civily as possible, ls not re
markable for lterary art—I can but remind you that, after
all, your protest amounts to astonlshingly littla. Al you
assert Is true emough, but to what, in the high and potent
name of Bt. Stultitla (who presides over the popularity of
our reading matter) doss your objection amount? Even
to the very, very few who can dlstinguish betwesan compe
tant work and butchery, the *style ™ of an adroit. writer
s apt to become an Increasing annoyance, as he prooseds
with such miraculous and conscious nicety: until at last
you are fretted Into active Irritation that the fellow does
not ever stumble and flounder into some more humarnly
Inadequate way of expressing himself. And for the rest,
how many persons really care, or evem notice, whether a
book be consclentiously written? It is merely * something
to read *; and thay, good souls, have besen reduced to look-
Ing it over, not quits by any reverential quest of ~art”
but by a lack of anything elsa to do.

For lterature is a starveling cult, kept allve by {he
“ Uterary.” Buch literaturs has been, and will continus to
be, always. I grant you that It will continue always,
Bt}t always, too, Itsa master works will affect directly mo
one save the " literary ”; and to perceive this is the serious
artist’s crowning discouragement For he has every rea-
son to know what “ Hterary * persons are, if but by means
of dlscomfortable introspection, and all and sundry of them
he despises. At an authors’ league dinner, or any similar
assemblage of people who * write,” you may always detect
the participants uneasily peeping toward mirrors, to see
if they really do look like the others. . &« . And It is
only persons such as thess, the artist sometimes compre-
hends forlornly, who will be making any to-do ever him a
thousand years from todayl At such depressing moments
of prevision he recognizes thltthu&ldltumm
ly, and thus to win to * literary ¥ Immeortality, is but an-
othser &ynamio {[lusion; and he concedes, precisaly as Con-
greve long ago detectsd, that, viewed from any personal
standpoints, the game is very far from being worth the
candla

*Charteris here refers to two very popular novelists
of his day. *“ It is his almost clairvoyant power of read-
ing the human soul that has made Mr. Wright's books
among the most remaskable works of the present age.”—
Oregon Journal, Portland. * It |s diffloult to speak of the
wock of Gens Stratton Porter and not call upon all the
superiatives of praise In the language."—8San Francisco
Call

t“ Of all American authors who have mads thelr debut
in the twentleth century, I regard Mr. Henry Sydnor Har-
rison as the most promising. . . . Of all our younger
writers he seems to have the largest natural endow-
ment."—Wlilllam Lyon Phelps in “The Advance of the
English Novel * (published 1916).
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