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[ronies of Authorship

N one of the most diverting and individual vol-
Iun:u of literary criticism that have emanated from
America, 3 certain writer, nowe hailed in many
quarters as a supreme stylist and a literary immortal,
affixed to that latest example of his then unknown
work copious extracts from all the most unflattering
- reviews his'books had received, For the judiclous there
is much neat irony in these commenty now.

But there is such irony in the whole history of
this writer’s sudden popularity with the public that
whatever gods there be must hold their sides. His
present prominence in the general mind, if mind it
may be called, is the result of the suppression of one
of his latest works, lately indicted for indecency.
Copies of this work, being now unprocurable, have
been known to fetch astounding prices. Discussion of
the book hag run riot. The author’s name has become
known to the masses in a sensational manner. There-
huhihmqiﬁﬂhuhﬂuuiﬂﬂﬁrm As
if throwing off a cloak of invisibility he has suddenly
“appeared” to those of undoubtedly discerning judg-
ment. Owver and above his sudden appeal to the peo-
ple, on other grounds, he has, overnight m it were,
achieved fame as a grest wrirer. His earlier books
are now ia demand, .

- A

This is, of course, the oldest of stonies, showing

merely how history repeats itself, though it is usually
after the death of a great wrirer that the inevitable

metamorphoss takes place. Those who once said such

things as “The author fails of making his dull char-
acters humanely pitiable,” and “Worse than immaoral—
dull. . The narrative s cheap and sickly

. + + the effect is revelting,” now pen fervid appre-
sations. Strangely enough, certain able writers of the
unger generation which new lauds him also failed to

¢erm anything at all in the man's books in earlier |

‘He is unable to create those illusions so neces-

- thg reality of fiction,” cries one from Chitago.

~Mis "writing brstles with the maudlin and lachrymose
romantics such as fascinate the shop girls in the pages
of George Barr McCutcheon”; and a well-known
modern poet and novelist comments scornfully, “There
is no understanding in this book of social currents of the
past, much less of the present. The story i ;
almost banal enough to become a best seller,” Most
delicious are a series of one-line remarks dismissing a
work that contained the whole gist of the author's
artistic theory with comments such as this:, “The
story-wHustrated with full-page pictures in/

Howard Pyle."”
_ -

Some day, perhaps, some wise and witty pen will
give us a volume with some such title as "The Iromies
of Autharship' fit 1o put with Disracli's "Cariosities
of Literature.” For the case of our chosen auther is
by no means the first, as it will, we fear, by no means
be the last, of a series of cases of critical blindness and
stupidity, of odd fame built fortuitously upon quite
superfluous circumstance, of true merit and rare in-
dividuality going a-begging, till one of i random
arraws stirs ignorance and dulness to rise for its sup-
premion. Meanwhile such contemporary criticism as
is found, for instance, in the footnote quotations ap-
pended to certain pages of Cabell's “Beyond Life™ will
be the aracles in which the public devoutly belicves;
superlatives of praise for very mediocre writers, declara-
tions that work already almost faded from the memory
would prove permanent literature, emphasis upon the
clairvovant powers of the most obtuse minds! Un-
believable, if one examines closely many of these com-
ments!  (Inly the complete works of Shakespeare could

by any pas=ibilits have desersved them, Yer they were
made in oll carnewtrers. The wriverns ther 2 -vlaimed

color by
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Section Three

T'he Scarlet Sun

By AsTHum Symons
Wha shall quench the poul’s- desire
Of the moth, that is God's fire?
Who shall with a painted cloth
Stain the bright wings of the moth?
Who shall with an evil foot
Stamp the life out of a root?
Who shall turn vpon his heel
And bid the scarlet sun to ‘reel?
None, for none shall know his hour
To flout the beauty of a flower.

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

One thing that this comic neglect and misapprehen-
wdmmemhmdmmm
imitations may inject into our American writing is an
lmlthllth‘tﬂIﬂ[ﬁﬁlfﬂwmd
ing exceptions). We refer to the ironic spirit. Already
this gift has been bestowed upon the most persistently
underrated and neglected of our best contemporary
writere. The price in the lesening of our own self-
esteem may seem heavy to pay, for our own part. But
we must continue to pay it a long as we fail of any
real acumen and discrimination. may
more great satirists be assigned us by the planctary pow-
ers, unworthy though we are,
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~ The Taboo in Literature

By James Baaxcu Caaen

RE-EMINENTLY the most engaging feature

of the asigned topic, assigned to me in particular

for reasons best known to the Editor of The
Lirrrry Review, is the patent rase with which this
topic may be disposed of, Since time's beginning every
age has had its lirerary taboos, selecting certain things—
more or less arbitrarily, but ysually some natural func-
tion—as the things which must not be written about.
To violate any such taboo so long as it stays prevalent
is to be “indecent”: and that seems absolutely all
there is Yo say concerning this topic, apart from furnish-
ing a trifie of historical illustratiun.

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 Novogath, as being un-
mentionable. This ancient tenet of theirs, indeed, is
with such clearness emphasized in a Tuckily preserved
fragment from the Dirghic of Sacvius 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,

- -
Naw, 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), passed through Philistia a clerk whom some
called Horvendile, travelling by compulsion from he
did mot know where toward a goal which he could
nof divine. So this Horvendile said, "I will make a
book of this jﬂ-urneflrt;, for 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 protection of our youth, that eating must never
be spoken of in any of our writings.”

Horvendile considered this a cunwus enactment,
but it seemed oy one among the innumerable mad
vustoms of Philistia. So he shrugged, and he made the
book of his journeying, and of the things which he
lthd seen and heard and loved and hated and had put
by in the course of his passage among ageles and un-
tathomed mysteries.

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

““T'hat now is true enough,” says Horvendile, “*but
wherein lies the harm?”

"Why, one has but 1o write ‘a fork' here, in the
place of ®ach of thése offensive weapons, and the
reference to eating is plain.”

“That also s true, but it would be vour writing
and pot my wnting which weuld refer to eating.”

John said, " Abandoned one, it is the law of Philistia
and the holy doctrine of 5t. Anthony Koprologos thar
it anybody chooses to understand any written word
anywhere as meaning “to eat,” the word henceforward
has that megning.”

"Then you of Philistia have very foolish lawe"

To which John the Scavenger sagely replied: “Ab,
but if laws exist they ought o fairly and impartially
and without favoritism be enforced wntil amended or
repeiled.  Much of the unsettled condivion prevailing
in the country at the present time can be traced di-
rectly 1o a lack of law enforcement in many dirertions
during past years."

“Now, | misdoubt if [ understand vou, Messire
Tahn, for your infinitives are split beyond comprehen-
sion. And when you ratk abour rhe non-enforcement
i anvtlung in many directions, ever though these
directions were during past years, I find it 90 confus
ing that the one thing of which 1 can be quite certain
i« that it was never yon whom the law wlected th
pass upon and to amend all hooks.”

Ths Harvendile savs foalishly, not knnwimg ir s
an axiom amang the Philistines that literary expressunn
i best controlled by somelwsly with no misdeading
renderness toward it: and that o o thes cibeen w4
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“m'ﬂﬁb qﬂ.:. ik sk %i—ﬁlﬁ# -ﬂ---,

ﬂlﬂ tbl: [Hri‘l-‘l.gr man s nulhlng at all,
" the ‘ﬁ‘ll'"k' lhl-t he rhpn"rul e e mt rendom o Cjork”
und “table” “dish.” and “arefully annotated em )
veth in the b-uni. as meaning 1o eat.”  Thereafter he
carried off the hook alony with his gavhagy, and with—7
which was the bewildering part of i- - wlf-evident and
glowing self-esteern.  And all thar watched him spoke
the Dhirghic word ot dersion, whivh s “Tec-Hee.”
But Horvendile forthwith comulted with a man of
law. And the law-man answered z little peevishly, by
reason of the lact that age had inpaired his digestion,
and he said: "But uf course you are a lewd fellow
J you have been suspected of writing sbout eating!™
“Sig," replies Horvendile, 1 would have you con-
sider that if your parents and your grandparents had
not eaten, your race would have perihed,_ and you
would never have been born. 1 would have you con-
sider that if you and your wite had not eaten, again
vour race would have perished, and nerther of you
would ever have lived to have the children for whose
protection, a8 men tell me, you of Philistia, avoid all
mention of eating. And | would have you consider
how little is to be gained by concealing even from the
young the inevitability of this catural function——"'

. A

To which the man of law replied, with 1 hrml:iﬂ*
ing effect of ralking very nndj-dmdr
but it doecs not matter |n.ll-'h:thuﬂutﬁ:hn=
tion of cating & practiced and is inevitable to the
nature and lsws of our being. The law merely con-
siders that any mention of cating is apt to inflame
an improper and lewd appetite, particularly in the
voung, who are always ready to eat: and therefore any
such mention is an obscene libel.”

S0 Horvendile lamented, and fled irom the man of
law. Thereafter, ih order to learn what manner of
writing was most honored by the FPhilistines, this
Harvendile goes into an academy where the old boaks
of Philistia were stored, along with other relics of the
rast: and as he perturbedly inspected these old books,
wne of the fifty mwnimies which were kept in this
place, with lackeys to attend them, spoke vexedl
to Horvendile, smaying, as it was the custom of these
mummies to say, belore this could be said to them, “'1
never heard of you before.'”

“Ah, sir, it is not that which s troubling me, "
then answered Horvendile; “‘but rather, | am troubled
hecause the book of my journeying has been suspected
of encroacliment upon gastronamy. Now [ natice
vour snost sacred volume here begins with a very re-
markable myth about the fruit of a tree in the middle
of a garden, and pue on to epeak of the supper which
Lot shared with two angels and with his daughters
also, and of the cakes which Tamar served tp Amnon,
and to speak over and over again of eating. [ notice
that your most honored poer, here where the dust is
thickest, from the moment when he began by wmting
about certain painted berries which mocked the appetite
uf Dame Venus, and about a repast from which luxu-
rious Targuin retired Like a full-fed hound ar a gorged
hawk, speaks continually of eating. And 1 notice
that everybody, but particularly theeyoung person, is
encouraged tu read these books and many other old
harks which speak very explicitly indeed of eating—"

"OF course,” the mummy replies: "for all thes
hooks are classics, and we used to distuss them in
Pafi's beer-cellar.”

"Well, but does the indecency of this word ‘eat-
ing’ evaporate out af it as the vears pass, so tl. v the
word is hurtiul only when very freshly written?”

The mummy hlinked o wisely that you would
never have guessed that the brains of all these mum-
mies had been removed when the embalmer, called
Time, prepared these fifty for the academy. “Young
fellow, before estimating vour literary pretensions, |
must ask f you ever hfquamrd Pafi’s hﬂ-r-ﬂillr‘

Ilnn*rnd-lt sad, “Na”

“Then that would seem to settle your pretensions,
‘1o have talked twaddle m Paff’'s beer-cellar i the
one real proof of literary merit, no matter what sort
of twaddle you may write 10 your books, as | am here
ip this scademy to artest. Moreover, I am old
enough to remember when cookery-books were sold
wpenly upon the newsstands, and in consequence 1 min
verv grateful ro the parbage-man, who, in common
with all other intelligent persons, has never dremmed
of meddling with anything 1 wrote,”

And all the nther mumnues spoke the word of de-
riwiomn, which w “Tee-Hee,” and they sad also, “He
never medidled with us esther, and we never heard
vou,"  And one af the lackeys who attended the mum-
mies said sternly, 1 am nor at all i sympathy, and
another wad, " Peeudo-ltterateur,” and yet another
aid, 'l can perceive that you do not produce the neces-
aary  profound murmurs and inBowings when you
ineditate upon the name of Bradford.” and there wa
much other icvoherent toulishnes,

But Horvendile had fed, bewildered 1o v ote that a
aummy, s generally esteemied a kindly and well-
meaning fosul, appeared quite liunestly ta believe that
all literarure came out of the beercellar of Paff, or
Piaff, or had eome umilarly Teutonic wponsar, and that
the cookery-books of RAity yrars ago had romething to
du with Horvendile's acenunt at his journeying, from
he did not know where toward a gral which he could
pred alespe

L
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n the garhage pille,

 the lrfnlt
" muMimies and men of law uli nrmpn.

So Horvendile wemt a-steking wotll he found »
representative citizen, who was comsng out of a repre-
«ntative restaurant with his representative wnfe.

"Sir,”" suys Morvendile, 1 perceive that you have
Ty |lt-rn eating and thar emboldens me to ask
LT

But at this point Horvendile foond be had been
knocked down, because the parents of the representative
vitimen had taught him from his earliest youth that
any mention of eating was highly indecent in the
presence of gentlewamen And for Horvendile, re-
rumbent upon the pavement, it was bewildering to note
the glow of honest indignation in the face af the rep-
resentative citiren. who waited there in fromt of the
restaurant—

. -

Here, rather vexatiouly, the old manuscript breaks
uff. But what survives and has been cited of this frag-
ment amply shows you, | think, that even im remote
Philistia, whenever this question of “indecency arose
everybody acted very foolishly. It has artested too, |
hope, the resdiness with which a fanatical training may
lead you to magine some underlying impropriety in all
writing about any natural functioa, even though it be
a function w time-hallowed and general as that to
which this cunows Dirghic legend refen,

Cabell the Masquerader

By Lous UNTERMEVER

SPEAK by the book—the text-book, to be prease.

| do not purpose by my title to call attention o

the obvious fact that Cabell is a writer of prosc w»
illmminated and fantastic that it is invarisbly poetic.
By “poetry” I mean Poetry :—lines that tap their feet
to an even measure; words that clap hands and ks in
rhyme; phrases that perform the most dificult of bal-
ances and par semly and dispose themstiven id & round
of lyrics, madrigals, sonnets, chants, baflads, bland coup-
léts, cutions quatraing- stiff little tercets. 1 refer spe-
cifically to & volume entitled ¥ From the Hidden Way."”

“From the Hidden Way—Being Seventy-five Adap-
tations in Verse by James Branch Cabell” was pub-
lished by Robert M. McBride & Company in 1916

. The rest was silence. Appruisers of his work summed

up Cabell's varied volumes without weighing a line
of his metrical experiments; friends snd Philistines
rh.lrgtd and counter<harged over the battlefield of
"Jurgen," yet not one shining stanza was hurled or
lifted in his defence. Even Hugh Walpole, in a de-
tailed account of “The Arf of James Branch Cabell”
(the Yale Review, July, 19309, failled to mention the
simple fact that an entice volume of Cabell’s poetry
had beeny published less than four yean ago, Even the
rognosceali were ignorant lﬂ_lh of it and of C!-HL the
writer of verse. Yet Cabell had mot failed to hint
of his favorite occupation ; to plant sign posts through-
out his scattered romances, tales, and “biographies.”

. His books are spotted with original rhymes that do duty

as chapter-headings, mottoes, tail-pieces, dedications, in-
terludes, interpolared song, epilogues. He has even
gorre to the extent of inserting a rechnically perfect
wnnet in a conversation. (The curious may find this
tour de force disguised ms prose on the ninety-seventh
page of “Jurgen"—if they are fortunate enough to
possess a copy of this magnificent book.) But in “From
the Hidden Way" Cabell, impatient of signe and sub-
terfuge, proclaums liimself in his dearest medium. And
yet the masks are not quite discarded; Cabell the
paraphraser speaks through the lips of dead minnesing-
ers, forgotten troubadours, obscure Parnassians. Here
are poemns | adapted” from Allesandro de Medici, Raim-
baut de Vaquieras, Nicolas de Caen, Agtoine Riczi, and
the more ern-sounding Theodare f‘u:u't, Charles
Garnier, Paul Vervillee Does the skeptical student
doubt the existence of these lutisss? Not only has
Cabell given their historias in books like ""The Certain
Hour," he has carefully quoted the first lines of the
original (in Latin, Italian, Provencal, and modemn
French) before his own vermons.  Bur the persmtent
student still suspects. A search a¢ the Public Library
confirms his suspicion ; even the Qurstions and Arawers
column in the New York Times yields nothing. He is
-ull more purzled when he finds the verses "Alone
in Apnil” (supposed o be written by Allesandro de
Medici ) credited an anorther book h‘fclbt'“ {(*“The Line
of Love') ta Adhelmar de Nointel, and the poemn “"One
End of Love" (assigned to the latter-day Alphonse
Moreau) spoken (in & scarcely less musical prose) by
Raimbaut de Vaquieras of the thirteenth century in
the first stary of "The Certain Hour,” entitled “Belhs
Cavaliere.”  llere, for the interest of controverualisrs

s craftemen, are segments of the tale:

Biatritr said, "1t 1 2 long while siore we 1wo mer”
Ite that had been her Jover all his ! vild, "Yes."

She was no lomger ihe mon hl‘l:l”lﬂ @r omen, no
loages his behymned Belha Cavalierr—you may read eloe-
where how he came tn eall ber that in all his canzons—
but only a8 fine and graclous stranger. b was anifermly
g'et. that sofi snd pleatiful hair, where ance such gald had
Ramed as diveird him to think of Fven pare . there was an
ritani o these thinner lipe; and cander would bave found
o =-rn s meaplesfal thgn Jhealg ’I:l'l'!'l-'lllu,ﬂI had dreegmed

“ oanid the kmagha;
He thought of another April evening, so lobg

Guillaume de Baus bad sabbed bim in » ‘ud;d field near
Calals snd had Jeft him cader o hawtharn buah for Jdead;
and Rilmboui wondered that there wai po asger in ho

hetrt *“We are iriends now” be sald.  Bistritr, whom
those two bad lovhd and whose vanirhed beauty had been
the spur of their long eomity, ust close 1o them and hardly
scemed o lisien. . .

‘l'hlkﬂﬂ.h(pluﬂﬂninrﬂ Mok fullowed
e tosbadour to his regranted Bel of Vaquierss, This
wus & chil} and beilliant sighs, swayed by s frezen meon e
powerful fhat ne stars sbowed in the unclovded heavenm
and rverywhere the boge were curdied with thin kcr. Am
obdurate wind swept like » koife-blade across 3 world
which even i s spring semed wery old

And here s how Cabell has condensed the wlle
episede in the compact and colorful rhymes of

ONE END OF LOVE
“Ih in loog vioce we me,” she said.
| srawgred, "“"Yoeao*

Ebe is mot fulr,
But very old pow, sad mo gold _
Gicams in that scant gray withered buir
Where anee moch gold wee: sed, 1 think

S5he sald: "This week my som s gone
To him st Paris with his men™
And then: “Yeou never married, Johm

T anawered, “No.” And so we sste
Musing & while,

Then with his guesws
Came Robert; and his thin veice broke ~
Upen my dream, with the old jewns,
No foed for laughier now; snd swore
We muet be friends now that our feud
Was overpast.

= "We are grawn old—
Eh, John ' he said. “And, by the Rood'
“Tis time we were at pesce with God
Whe are oot loag fer thin warld.”

“Yea™
| snywered; “we are old.”
Remembering that April day
At Calaie, and that hawthorn field
Wherein we fought loag rince, | said:
“We are [riends now.”

And she sate by,
Scarce beeding. Thus the evening sped

And we ride bomeward pow, and |
Ride moodily ; my palirer jogs
Alnog 3 rock-sitewn way the maon
Lights up for oe; yonder the bogs
Are curdled with thin ice; the trees
Are naked; from the barren wald
Mhe wind comes like a blade aslane
Acromn # world growa very old

And then,

In shart, the aroused reader comes to the maore or
less natural conclusion that Cabell has laughed at him
again; that, instead of discarding the old masks, the
author has merely pur on new one; that his models
are as hctitious as the umpresive authoriti®s togeed
glibly between Jurgen and the priests of Philistia. 1n
short, he believes—and believes rightly—the entire col-
lection (names, references, first lines in the "original,”
and all) ro be a forgery, a careful and remarkably
complex hoax.

And what a brilliant hoax it is! It is, in 2 sense
Cubell’s most adroit structure; his elaborarely decorared
refuge from reality, Here he adds another stary 1o 1ha
gem-studded ivory rower in which Cabell livex and m
capes the blare and blatancy of the modern world
Artificial? Perhaps. But it 18 the artifice solid]y
erected upon art.  Cabell’s erudition is staggering; he
knows his Provence in far greater detail than any of ita
twentieth century commentators; in his reflections of
Romance literature he puts ta shame o pretentious a
dabbler a8 Fera Pound. Whether he echoes the me.
dizval planh, the canzon, the ballata, the sestina. ar
writea wtrictly in the more recent ballade, remdedu
roundel, and sonnet, the higure of the composite Uabel|
hero emerges—the eternally  disillusioned, eternally
hopeful Jargen-Charteris-Kennaston ; the human sl
secking some sort of finality, some asurance in 2 world
of illimitable perplexitics. The heat and hungers nf
to-day  burn beneath the archaic contours ot such
pseudo-restorations a8 "Dame Venus in Thuringia.”
“Omne End of Love,” "Ronsard Re-voices a2 Trujsm
“Jaunts from Stratiord,” “According to Their Folly,”
the quaintly titled A Wood-Piece: To the Whir of
Falling Leaves,” and half a dozen othern. Technically,
“From the Hidden Way" is an amazing performance.
Rit it is a great deal more than an exhibition al tech-
mique. 1t i something close 1o a eri dr cormr | & musical
outery thar, as keenly as anythiung he has written, or

rale the croded brain and mlﬂﬂ hearr of Cakell,
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