more ferocious than 1 had
jedged from his work, and I am
purry | atiracted his lacersting
1 have [ust anocugh streagth

o revert o the considera

JAMES BRANCH CABELL i |

‘“”urhlﬂhnﬂm-.
g0 aBDOYS him Admitting that 1

what | got for baing foollah
egh b InterTupt ‘he dreamy babbils
"_r., | must sk for & Mttle
ﬂﬂ-

{ wrote complimenting Tas Tasuwe
- pralning po enthusiastically so fine
S velist as Mr. Cubell, but I falt called

1o potnt out that as a histerian of
i mefieval and Elizabethan art
ol he guve an ullerly lalse and

acenunt of them 1
s ptatements verbatim and an-
e with history.
ps spewer 10 ma he ignores all
_--“ﬂ of my citations, and
qae 4ol rends me with his super-

' And here also he
avoldance of what he so

-

danounces A8 " a 100 apar-
aploymen! of untruthfulness.”

w “ Who's Whe In Amer-
unition to destroy me
& few facts and a few

. »

AT a0 | complained before, he se
lects too carelesaly. I would not
svoll his sacellent satirs by fall-|
jng to enjoy ila fine careless
but | must again call him to |
as hopelesaly unfitted to deal
what be so frankly hatea and that

e treth.
| B mpv that my article I8 “a curt
sarned performance sven for a
Reserve graduate™ This Is
to annihilates both the univer.
apd this particular product of It
AMaibart callege has alwuays maln-
a high standard in its classical
. which | took both In lh-|
and Lhe slective courses and |
ted with voraclous reading
second bonors on graduation

felivering a salutatory in Latin
I had studied Greek art at my moth

knee. AL Westarn Reserve |
the Gresk phllosoaphers and
and playwrights. [ 100k & course
Greek archeology and wrote a mono-
on Praciteles, reading for that
every word that sexists about
Ia ancient CGreeh
Tars after | was comncerned in the
of an allaged status of
now owmned by Mr. Rockefel
1 recognizsed at once that it was
what it pretended to be, yet a very
: work. and [ visited the princi
wti palleries of Europe searching
iInfermation on which to bass ita
ascription. [ 'ad quite A wran-
wilth 1he papal curater of the watl
ever some Greek fragments
| smtributed many articles on art
ferfdner's and other magazines and
wrticls on American sculpture to
walh edition of the Encrciopedia
This I state to show Lhat !
have e right to discuss sculpture.
ia common honesty Mr. Cabell might
feoted from “ Who's Whe ™ the
that after graduating from
Reserve | took a master's de- |
ot Tale. 1 specinlized In the his- |
of mtire, particularly Ellzabethan
1 spent most of my time in the
. laking home armioads of books
read of nights. [ read everything
]l couM find In Greek, Latin, Ital-
wrly French, Spanish, German, |
French satire
| mad before the Modern Language
2% & theais on Blashop Joseph Hall's |
Vegemiarum.” which Hall erro- |
Y claimed to be the first English |
1 remember blandly stating
Hall was greater than Pope, be- |
Pope attacked the Individuals of |
own time, while Hall satirized the |
in general. Prof. Lounsbury, a
cholar, whose knowledge ml.r.le|
the more human and reasonable |
of affected and superior, re- |
e gently, and statled that any- |
Y tcould berate evils in general. but
ok art and courage to deal with |
dWn contemporaries
that such contributions to litera- |
ware much more valued by poster
Y than the generalizations of bookish i
I otill wince with shame at thell
scholasticismm of my thesis, |

=

minutely. | -

Richard Pryce

Alr. Fryoe @& the awihor of " The
Btatue in Wood,” a movel of high meriz

which will shortly be reviewed in [Aese
columng,

—

ssum, made tweo trips to Parls for
work im the Bibliothegque Nationale
and later spent ysars in the libraries
about New York.

I am not so foolish as to pretend that
this constitutes me a historian, but it
Enve me, | think, the privilege of tak-
ing Mr. Cabell's measure as a chron-
lrler It also taught me that from
ancient A=arvria to modern Guatemala
people alwavs have been peopie. also
that Cabelis always have existed to
speak with disdain of everything mod-
erm and native and rhapsodize only
over an Imaginary golden age.

The past pralser is found In the most
archale papyrus. Even Hormce roasted
hm In the well known phrase “ lauda.
tor tempari= actl,™ for the Romans suf
fered from those who thought that
only Greek was artistic. Dante was
considered cheap for writing In the
dialect of his town instead of In Latin
and for putting his neighbore into hell
and heaven GCower and Chaucer apolo-
gized for not writing in polite French
And Mr. Cabell thinks 1 am a4 mere
sensationalist because I try to maks
falthful portraltsa of New York City,
in as many of its phases—rich, poor,
gentle, eriminal, tragic, gay, lazy, and
swirllng—a=s [ can reveal without for-
getting that as a novelist It Is a duty

and an art to buld = and tell a
Mr. Cabell speaks wi t of

my “Music Lover's C
on whieh | spent Aerce years of
toll, and which <contSins thousands
more of names and definitlons than
any other musical directory In any
language e doea not mention the
research among manuseripts shown in
my ploneer work, * American Com-
posers,” nor the vast amount of read-
ing Involved in the very serious work
“ The Love AfMairs of Great Musicians.”
He does not mention my wvolume of
poetry, “ Gyges’ Ring.,” a dramatic
monolog In blank verse, nor my son-
rets and vther verse contributed to the
Century, Scribner's, sto.

But he mocks “The Lady Who
Smoked Cigars,” plainly knowing
nothing about it. It is a very short
story, hard.y more than the transcrip-
tion of what 1 heard a very wealthy
American woman tell at & London din-
ner table of her early experiences
when she and her husband were penni-
less prospectors. She was a very
quaint and beautiful character, and 1
m proud to have given her beautiful
deed what publit:.lum; it has had.

z F 3

\HGHG my plays he mentions
“ Tommy Rot,” with which I
had littie to do except to get
the deservedly bad notices, and

“ Excuse Me.” for which I do not apol- |

| never forgot the lesson. 1 got
tharer vision of what true scholar- |
= and [ came at length to try to

L cbolar In my own period

z =%
FTER various editorial rovings
I landed In London with thl|
Encyclopedia Britannica com-
pany and soon was assigned to
" History of the World
four years my job from % a. m. to
} B was to read history, searching
the original sources and
test historical verdicts.

{ ent months in the Pritish mu-

e —

Greal® a poor thing, but very ambl-|
tious., mnd “ The Bridge” a serious|
treatment of the gulf between capital
and labor.

A/ | guote all this autoblography be-
Ignorance and luﬁlﬂ-rer;cu as a4 man u{i
“ an lagenuity hitherto devoted to the
contrivance of mysterious murders and
an indignation until this reserved for
the tniquity of milllonaires.” As usual
he has not read the work he so gayly

dlamisses—not that I blame him,

——— - i

—

cause Mr. Cabell presents me in his'|

—-llllll_

Mr. Cabell next destroys me thus:
“It i undeniable that there have al
ways been writers who were unable to
venture In Imagination beyend the
orbit of thelr dally lives; and so have
devoted their talents to the making
of ephemeral chronicles of ephemeral
conditions, to the delight of a vast
number of equally unimaginative peo-
ple.” He goes on to refer to “ What
Will People SBay " and * Empty Pock-
ets “ as types of that sort of work, not
alluding to the many books, poems,
far beyond

I can't say, of courss, till long
both Mr. Cabell and I are dead which
one of s has written ephemeral chron-
leles; doubtless both of us have. But
I insist that the spiritual conditions I
describe are not ephameral, and I can
honesatly say that my novels of modern
American life are written with all the
scholarship I have, all the Indefatigable
urge to ressarch, all the longing for
trath which impels me, and which Mr.
Cabell despises. And I am happy to
say that my heartiest support comes
from scholars and men of high Uterary
ideals, who realize that my program is
earnest and honest, and have compared
it with Balzac's.

Mr. Cabell simply will not use the
truth. In lmplylng my * vast number
of unimaginativg readers.” he flatters
me outragecously. I have not a vast
number of any sort of readers, axcept
in so far as the magazines I contribute
to have big circulations. I wish I had
more readers. 1 should esteam It an
honor. Mr. Cabell seams to assume
that the more readers a man has the
less worthy he 18 as an artist 4

Let me warn him solemnly that if
he does not choke off Mr. Burton Ras-
coe, Mr. Cabell will ind himself eter-
nally disgraced, for Tue TRIBRUNE has
a vast number of readers who wiil buy
almost anything the book page rec-
ommends. 1 love Mr. Rascoe's en-
thusiasm and I think he is dolng Amer-
ican letters & service In erying up Mr.
Cabell, who really ought to have sever-
al mora readers.

* %

NE final personal word: Mr. Ca-
hell keepa harping on my cap-
tainey and refers to me as one
of “ these bluff military fellows.”

He likes this so w:'l that he uses It
agaln, and a third tme refers to my
* sturdy military humor.”

I wish to God 1 were indesd a bluff
military fellow, for then I should be in
the regiment I sérved twelve years
with and now In France suffering the
gas nttacks of the enamies of our
country, Instead of being kept bark
here by a slight damned deafness and
undergoing the perfume asphyxiation
of Mr. Cabell and a bombardment of
tuberoses by one who affecis a learn-

| ing he lacks and procinims himself an

Imaginativé artist hecduse he s sy
perior to the truth about sither the
past or the present. Since he will have
it that I am a bluff military fellow, 1
may say that his writings in this fleld
give me the Cabélly-ache.

As for the rest of his answer, he
alternately ridicules me with lah-de-
dah flippancies and pretends that I
have stated trulams which he was
about to pronounce artistically in fu-
ture essays. This is the usual method
of argument, but it does not correct
the particular misstatements to which
I objected In the es’ay In question.
They are just as glaring now as before
he pooh-pooh'd me to death.

Just once he answers a specific
charge specifically, and that Is when
he protests agajnst my allusions to
loat dramas and to the satyric farces
of Athens. He insists that nelther I

nor any one else * can gﬂtltul o

ogize. He Ignores “ Alexander thl_:

speak with authority sawve that of
casual mentiona.”

But what I sald was none the less
true for his denying it I sald that
the three names he mentioned as sum-
ming up Greek dramatio art—aAsschy-
lus, Bophoocles, and Aristophanes—did
not adequately represent Athenlandra.
matio art as it waa, because there were
other playwrights far more popular
than any of them, and because the in-
decent knockabout farces wers 80
prevalent

He points out “some trivial differ-
ance " between the choruses of * The
Clouds " and of “]1 May Be Gone for
a Long, Long While,"” and thinks me |
answered. Im.llhtplukuutmnf:

with some of Aristophanes’ more char-

acteristio llnes and business, but TH® |

TrieuNe would not print them. .
Mr. Cabell seems to feel that Imagls

T y B -

summer Night's Dream " as well aa
horseplay. I enjoyed " The Rivet In|
Grandfather's Neck ™ ¥

But I think that I Lave
and more than enough about both of
us., As Theocritus might have ended |

the pool of the lotusea.” |

An Epilogue

BY JAMES BRANCH CABELL.

ITH pardonabl: gusto I have

read every word of Capt Ru-

pert Hughes' painstaking and

enthuslastio article dealing
with himself from the time he left his
mother's knee, and I congratulate the
captaln upon hls strategic removal to
a topic concerning which he speaks
with authority.

For nobody can well deny his dlota
to be unanswerable now that Capt.
Hughesa confines himself so rigidly to
the accomplishments and exploits of
Capt. Hughes and meddles not at all
with the makers of literature as to
whom 1 had erronecusly assumed the
captain intended to favor Ture Trie-
uvNE readers with some ldeas,

Instead, It seems that nothing of the
sort has ever enterad his head or else
the captain has quite unaccountably |
tranaferred the exposition of his liter-|
ary notions to the Cosmopolitan Mag- |
azine, whereln we have the captain's!
standards stated In gratifying direct- |/
ness. In the June number one dis-|
covers that Capt. Hughes' {deal of a |
really “ brilliant artist™ in literature |
is Mr. Robert W. Chambers, whose |
“ masterplecea™ and " triumphs of|
art” have aroused the captain to a|
three page outburst of naive and touch-
ing reverence, but little inferior to that
with which he speaks of the fruitage |
of his own flerce years of toil.

S0 I elect to return good for evil|
and, in spite of his harsh words, I shall |
even now magnanimously indorse, in |
addition to Capt. Hughes® fairminded |
tribute to himself, his paper upon |
“The Art of Robert W. Chambers." |
With this 1 obediently return to my |
reveries and wish him H.H. prnapeﬂty'i
m the commission of yet other amia- |

ble crimes. |
#
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