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Fiction and the Laboratory

NE of ‘the most distinguithed American stu-

dents of the novel, discussing in the current
issue of the quarterly of which he is editor,

the statemeng: “You cannot thus isolate :
Ithlﬂttﬂll]'mmulttfmullbﬂl.llﬂltnp
there In real life every one finds himself in
"some environment where there is a constant play
of action and reaction. So it must be in any novgl
that would give the.semblance of real Kfe." Or,
innﬂuwu-rd:.u‘itmmbclumrmulduth
to survive the moment's tidal wave of interest in the
psychoanalysical or to hold the attention of a furure
geoeration that may be more interested in the syn-

thesis of socitty than in the revolt of the individual.
When Professor Cross goes on to add that the
novel is growing ever “thinner and thinner,” he im-
m lack of earnestness in the mew fiction, but

its projection of him zs the agent and victim
of fate. No less absorbed by the human cognedy,
the great writers of modern times, like the ancients,
won to immortality on dn art that presented man
against a background of the world in which he lived,
as protagonist of his own fate in the warfare of
human passions ag#inst environment and the codes™
and conventions of soclety. But the novelists of to-
day have shrunk the world to the aura of the indi-
vidual, and are representing the whole tenor of life
ts the outcome of a single controlling impulse. They
are increasingly mmaking fiction, not criticism and re-
flection of life, but scientific apalysis of individual
lives. They are resolving the noyel into a study of
complexes and repressions as the novel of the early
cighteenth century was sometimes a study of “humeors.”

o8- . .
The danger, of course, to*which the contemporary

strip human natyre of its
disclose the causes human
dramg in ity imeoemity
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Pumas

By Georce StERLING
Hushed, cruel, @mber-eyed,
Before the time of the danger of the day,
Or at dusk on the boulder-broken mountainside,
The great cats seek their prey.

Soft-padded, heavy-limbed,
With agate talons chiselled . for love or hate,
In desolate places wooded or. granite-rimmed,
The great cats seek their mate. .

- Rippling, as water swerved, v

To tangled coverts overshadowed and deep

Or secret caves where the canyon's wall is curved,
The great cats go for sleep.

Seeking the mate or prey,
Out of the darkness glow the insatiate eyes,
Man, who- Is made more terrible far than they,
Dreams he is otherwise!

of life, the lack of which Professor Cross deplores
in his article in the Yalt Review, will they give
to the world the fiction that permanently enriches
it—the type of ficfion that persuades by its balance,
l:‘.imu!lm by its vision, and ennobles by its compas-
sion, '

-

“Selected Poems and Ballads of Paul Forr,”  ~
Translated by John Strong Newberry, '
. Reviewed by Padraic Colum 522
| “Saint Teresa,” by Henry Sydnor Harrison.
| Reviewed by William Lyen Phelpy 513
“The Soul of a Child,” by Edwin Bjérkman,
| " Reviewed by Johan J. Smertenke 533
"The Wolves gf God,” by Algernon Black- |
wood and Wilfred Wilson. A Reéview., 523
; “Ireland and the Making of Britain," by
Benedict Fitzpatrick.
: Reviewed by E. Curtir 524 |
| "“Lenin,”" by M. A. Landau-Aldanov. |
i Reviewed by dlexander Nazxaroff 534 |
‘“The Human Factor in Business,” by B, i
Seebohm Rowntree.
i Reviewed by Henry R. Seager 525
“The Consumers’ Codperative Movement,"”
by Sidney and Beatrice Webb.
. Reviewed by Rickard 8. Meriam 5254
“The Book of Madks,” by Remy de Gour-
mont. : .
~ Reviewed by Jokn Strong Newberry 526
"Literary Cu'l‘l:urc in Early New England,
1620-1730," by Thomas Goddard Wright.
Reviewed by Car! Fan Deren 526 |
| “If," by Lord Dynsany. : |
Reviewed by William Rose Benés 527
The New Curiosity Shop: Offenders in the
Audience. . ....... By Gluyas Williams 537
" Laterature -‘Abroad. . ..... .By Ernest Boyd 528
French-Canadian Literature. |
By T. M. Morrow 529 |

H'rhf Rﬂim ||‘- !-'_lrl--‘m!}p‘j!l
M—m ‘IllFllil"r'l-Illil-lllfllilllljﬂ"!ﬂ

| Next Week; and Latér
Harold Bell Wright, b W. H. Durhem.
L " by Praocesco 8, Ni
._ H’Pﬂrﬂ.. : r:ﬁh it

(AN RN R

“of Italy, Reviewed
drmutrong,
iy’s "A Letter Book,® Reviewed
. ¢ Howlep, .

—y =
L]

The Appeal to Posterity

By James Baancu Casrre .

USTOM assumes that time deals very care-

fully with reading matter, omnisciently dis-

carding the trash and preserving to outlast &
kingdom or two that which is finest. And probably
the notion of this posthumous stonemhent for the cur-
rent era’s stupidity has heartened in every era the
creative writer who viewed with a shared seriousness
his craft and his income.

_ One may permissibly wonder, none the less, if
time does actually right all in quite this taken.for-
granted fashion. The present generation is the utmost
that has thus far been produced in the way of pos-
rerity. It seems ar least remarkable that we who
have made the Saturday Evening Porst a literary sue-
cess second only to the Telephone Book should be the
clear-eyed cognbrcenti to whom dead poets appealed ;
and that it was in our standards of criticism they in-
vested their life's labor and confidence. For "Les
Contes Drolatiques™ were really written for the be-
guilement of Dr. Brander Matthews, and it was witl(
an eye upon Mr. H. L. Mencken that 3 Kempis com-
piled the “Imitation of Christ™ :

Now, not as that all-righting posterity do we ap-
proach, of course, the books we actually read. Nobody
expects that our judgments of current literature be
perennially brazen when two or three unbend in talk
about that merchandise which is sold in the same
"department’”’ as stationery and string and glue,
rub is, rather, that our chief "classics” appear to
been selected and handed down to fame by the
arm of coincidence, That which remains to us of Greek
and Roman literature composes by general consent our
greatest treasure, the treasure which time has most
thoroughly tested and approved. And it is precisely

. here that one finds least cause to suspect time of any

entanghng alliance with justice. There is no vaguest
reason to suppose that of the Greek.and Roman writ-
ers we have preserved, by any standards, what was
best worth keeping; nor that of such authors as

- /Eschy®s and Aristophanes, of whom oblivion has

spared more than the name, we have retained the
masterworks. We chgrish, instead, each’ scrap that
accident has made peerless by the destruction of its
betters. And I might go on to even more
tediously, of Sappho and Petronius and Herondas, and’
of Virgil's foiled endeavors to destroy the lafter part
of his “"Eneid"—and about the dream that. revealed
the hiding place of Dante's lost cantos, and about Dr.
Warburton's cook, and about how the Bible came by
its present contents—to show through what queer
accidents the world's chief “classics,” the books which
are likely always to remain in theory man's finest
literary achievements, have been made just what they
are. But the point is that they might quite as easily
have been something else: The point is that they
have not earned their present and probably perpet
rank by their preéminence in special qualities, nut‘g
any wmsthetic principle whatever. And if the supreme
names and masterpieces of the world's literature have
been tagged as such by justice—which always remains
just barely possible—it was done without removing
;rﬂh-ndm in the hazards of a game of blind man's
o A

But I refrain, in charity, from such pedantic con-
siderations. Here is need, though, to point out that
bei?rn printing became pandemic the only way im.
which anybody’s writing won a chance of survival
was by some other person's finding Ms matter suffi-
ciently congenial to be at pains to rgake a 'copy of it
In nature that which most rapturously recorded the
ingignificant went home to most bosoms, ypon the
chrogic principle that still procures sdmirers fo
philosophy of Dr. Frank
of Floyd and Ethel M.
mediocrity
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wadar st irs as these of Bawmuel Butler wad
Hermmmn FrtuTy upetTeign Weth colom
, thels

But whe sy wy how degp, low _
betters may not Lﬂm- tm..’r“ﬂ;ri that
literary permanence s in amy very general demand
among the buyers or publighers or writery of new
books? londeed, | know of no clam of men which quite
whole-heartedly desires the production and fegmal
recognizing of any more “clamics’ : since even those
who care for fine littrature cannot bat shecerely leel
that there is already a deal more of it existent than
any human being can hope to asumilate; and that
already the literary pantheon of the self-respecting is
thronged with gods whose virtues we are compelled
in this lmited lifetime to accept as an article of faith.
There is, Yor example, Defoe or Richardson—aer, of
mote recent hierarchs, Mr. Thomas Hardy or My,
Joseph Conrad—before whose shrine many are real-
0 40 poass with cvery pasmble form of respect which
doea pot entail stopping. And I suspect that if the
persons who cry up Do Quizete weme afiorded a
choice between silence and reading every 1ine of this
world-famous “"clessac,” there would no lenger be any
aced to think an instant beford you pronounce G
nanne,
F E

Bur I spoke of the vitaluy oi the mediocee. The
quality which muakes for acknowledged greatness in
s wnter 15— koow not how many textbooks have
assured us—the universality of his appeal. His idess
are, in brief, the ideas which the majority of persons
find woceprable ; and Shakespeare has been riraised, for
once with absolute justice, as “the myri J-munded,”
hecause mynads have alwave had just such a mund &
hise. The writer of “"dassics,” in short, lus peed of
quite honest and Lmited thinking and of an ahiliry
to utter platitedes with that wholesogse belief in their
importance which mo bypocswy or art can  ever
mimic. (3 the lerters of 3 foreign. nation nobody can
epesk without some danger ‘of magnifying hig every-
day folly. But it appears safe to priot out that the
main treasures of cur naticnal Literature, wchiding
its British robwtaries, really are, when considered in
the hight of the idess they express, mather startlingly
tillv.  The "ideas” of CHaucer and Shakesprare and
Miltun, when voce looked at without prejudice, ap-
prar to wander sheepushly from the plagtudinous
tlie imbecile, the while that thei: “stanies” rove, in
somewhat more the manner of the mounein goat,
shout the heights of idiocy. And when your compare
the reality with the ideas which Scott and Thackeray
and Dickens, quite gravely exprpssed about human
existence, the ncongruity breathes more of pathas than
of mirth, for thewe novelists expressed the vsual ideas.

Most persons really do believe, for example, that
commplete and abiding happiness s 1o be won by mar-
riage until they have tried it; and, for that matter,
widows have been known (o carry this romanticism
to the extreme of taking 1 sefond bushand, And maosr
perwans do quite honestly believe that in the vuwome
‘wickedarss s punithed and wirtue s rewarded
fagain) with g complete and abiding happiness, and
in consequence of this belief mont persons makegit &
paint i@ sacia]l iAtercourse to check the most natural
sort of impulses towards rape and murdar. Most per-
wns do, in fact, for various reasbos think it best to
he “good™ ; and do expect, for equally various reasons,
to be happy by*and by. Now, with hardly an excep-
tion  the concededly “classic” writers have, without
any detectable skepticism, set forth such popular
notioms, with every At adoramient of rhetoric and
cunming diction: and their ideas have endured for the
simple reason that they were endurable.

» -

L

Yet here again, | am afraid, the fool s answered
according to bis folly. Tr is, when you think of i, 2
rather dreadful fate 1o hecome a classic,. Onpee the
writer iy thus deified, his private character i« the first
burmt offering: for his cult has need of a legend, by
preference a highly mlored, mythology of lechery and
sexyual Curieig, such - affords vicanous outler to those
desires which we imprison fearfully in onrselves, and
reveals the demigod to be no better tham anybody else.
So Mary Fitron, and Georgina Hogasth, and Mrs
Brookficld are drageed into the wagd ; stout volumes
are devoted to proving that Wordsworth begotr a s
tard or thar Byvrap was caught in incest with his sister
nobody appears able o write about the tri-centennial
ol Moaolifre withour sigpresting that his wife was also
very probably bis denghter: amd all our literary gosip
hecomer 3 whispered ritual of Mic worship,

Nor do many of the “anctomally grear escape
rahmrmy 0 the form of a Complete Fdition, wherein
therr wlf-confeoed fallures st writing, and the chips
and rublnsh of the workslmp, and the rough drafts
and noter desipned for the waste-basker, and  the
polinic ephemere mtn which most writers are alluged
by kindness and advertiing purposes, are piddlingly
amamed to be bomad up, in porgpous scavengery, with
oIl the nrmpned refose from the hack-files of maga-
vy that com be “attribated” 0o the wctim. ng
other of the dead has even his appointed executors
combiged ta convict him of Wdiocy And, «f oures.
thoee uckier immartily who wre recallected, howerer
witrequently, by vietue of ame Yook slone. are Yot o
A th gt inn wwme wach oollection s Everyman’
[ hrmes and have the wpadesr of their svivten== idens-

fiad with the twaddle of Trallope and Jane Austen
sl Miry Comden Clurke. -
And the weiter wiis b suised 10 the peeage of

remervh red Bead i ety granted an enage, toms
mendurate with his @ignity, o the fidds of haman
aversion. Luckdes rypeserters have to read every word
of his books; in your librasy he wewrps grudged sheli-
room, in the bright armes of a binding oo Nandsgme
tp by relegated w the duom Beap of aoy mamied man;
the eppeessed woumg have his loathed wrchsioms in-
Auded frr hefr “paraliel reading” st school, wivere
alsey they are sometimes put w the peine forte et dure
o1 “parsing” hjo; in women’s clubs he incurs the
stigma of being quoted with approval from the plat-
form, by persons in the bamkrupicy of mind zppro
priate to fhat deadly eminemce; sad dear old bishops
lhowise guote him im thely serveons, wilizing hs
dreans as hypnotics. He begommes, in fing, 2 nuisance,
and 15 thought of with mingled condescension and
haziness and dislike. And it appears, to the consid-
erate, a prodigality of corrishoess thus in so0 many ways
to "beat the bones of the buried” berause their outcast
awner ance voiced memorsbly the common belicfs and
hopes—the tonic fallaciew, the sustsining delusioss—
which keep a vigorous heast o the ribs, and marrow
in the bones, of all that are not huried, not e

- »

There 15 no nced o gssume, however, that EVETY
“rlassic”” anthor has from the beginning been com
monplace in sbsolately everything. It may happen,
indeed, that a writer putting forth an unpopularly
rational thought may have his heresy so generally 2
satled and so frequently controverted as to make it
sufhciently hatkneyed for wide acceptance: but medi-
ocrity, everr in daringness’’ and ‘'unconveatonality,”
thoives from the funt, and 1s the ﬁit!ﬂiumud#i
posterity’s respectiul reprinting. And the display of
uncommon mentality s, as a rule, as fatal 1o che lige:-
ary life of -2 book as it is to the phywcal Iffe of man,

For there really does seem to be over all a force—
te be labelled what vou will—that w hostile to the
undue development, in any divection, of man's mind.
The whemie of things, i1 may be, requires of us no
more than that we live tranquilly and propagate ;
these appear in any event the only inborn human
desires 19 be encountered everywhere. And perhaps
the phencmena called “literary genius” and “artisbe
ability” are, inter slia, vexatious hittle pushaps, 2
trifle gone wroog, in the bropad working out of a
scherme whichh they minutely hamper. 50 the small
rontretemps 13 remedied forthwith,  The person af-
Ricted with “genius” is removed, be it by his other
diseascs or by his fellows' natural dislike of him it
hardly matters; either way, there is by ordinary in
his removal a smack of haste. snd you will note that,
whether in polity or mescy, it 15 somehow provided
that his children do not inherit his afliction. So does
life =eem to keep her pawns from errancy. So does
she wem ta restrict them, even with some show of pet-
tishness, to the arema and service of her large, dim,
patk nt garaseg: and weadom bids oe emulate this
panencd the while thar we get bread and children and
dir with no more active discomfort than s unavoid
able.

And vet even o, ia the bared teeth of ourraged
reason, no one of us rests quite content to be & mere
transmitter of life, and to serve ss one of mam
million instruments in life's mexplicable labor, wsed
for a hittle while as such, and then put by, worn out
and finished with forever. We sppeal against obliv-
. And not only does the shatter-pated artist ap-
peal ' ‘the pharachs have filed pyramidic caveats, 1he
hest thought of business men yetr enter demurrers in
the form of public libraries: there & no tombstone,
however modest, but incanely appeals to posterity to
keep in mind smchody's detes of birth and death and
middls name  Far we will to continne here, in the
waorld knows ™ us, i continne if anly as syllables:
we all will mot to he forgotten urrerly by those that
shall inherit our farmuliar dear estate of omddlehead-
cdmess ang fret and failare. Yer here is an odd thing
We can pretend 1o offer no rcample worth the fni-
lowing, not even anv salutary instance of just what
to avoid ; nor can we, in any of the limbo. which have
been divinely revesled, shus far, 8= the goal ef all
that lives, derive fram being so resnembered the least
minim of profit. We arempurred by peither altruism
nor self-secking, the counsellnr that prruiadet ro the
ippeal remains anonymous: and it seema that, here
sgain, same power which mocks at reason is moving
us to serve mmknewn but, one Jumpects, not  man-
pomnted eods

"Macmllan will shoartly publish & new volume
of poens by Thomas Hardy entitled, ‘Late Lync
end Earlier, wifh trany Other Verses'"™ says the
Mancherier Gwardigan. “There are upwards of 150
pieces 10 wll, absut half of which bere either been
crowded owt frem previoam vobnmes and bheld over in
manuswcript or overlooked i pamr collecrions. The
muiniag balf have berm wnitten recently.  Antacpat-
ing the objection of certsip cria v seweral af the
mage recent pieces, which may be congdered ‘oo ele-
e, too tragic, o pbentasmal, roo cathartic, ar what
not for (ootesporary feelings’ the author sdmit rhar
sompe grave productidne are intérpersed amomg the
lighter owesn " .

The Bright Phenomenal
FOEMS AND BALLADS OF
PAUL T." Transdsied from the Fremch by
Joww Sraowo Nrwamay. With an Introduction
by Luowic Lewisons. New Yorl, Duoffeld &
Co. 1921. $3.%0.

Reviewsd by Paogait CoLus

UL FORT ks likened himself o Shelley and
thereby he has shown how mistaken a poct can be
about his affinities: if ever there was a poet who

strove to get through the phenomenal it was Shelley;
if ever there Was a poet who is content with thé
phenomensd it is Paul Forrt,

Indeed, it is by his blithe acceptance of apyeirance
that e makes his appeal; be puts us into a hoiiday
mood : all’s well with the world, and the waorld 18 Just
what we see in the woods and seas and cormnhelds, on
the roads and in the cities. We are on an excursion,
If there is un‘appearance that raises a peouve feelng,
why, just beyoond is another appearance that will
make us feel *good afain. | take "In the Woad" in
John Strong Newberry's admirabls trangation ae rep-
resentative of Panl Fort's feeling®

A hrooklet 8ows bepenth the vaulted wood

Betwern the mosses cromerald pale, liacms fras) parsoe it
song, sthers epsbrowd it bed with sbladeowy moisr and blue;
3 dead birch buddles on its hiauk ; the scarsb beetles a'sr It
ikim. Fallea birch leave Gioged with red, choke ghe chann|
dank and diem Amoog the mosscs & wik! and lorly
'hought Gaxes my dreain wib it minute regard

Why, 0 my God, shauld things thet, are = amal!l ‘a
hrondler owe beoesth the vaulicd wood ) wubh their line
lile gl wnoving shadow call thu berrible despair 1o duse my
i f 1s i because af this munastonous song of & cwrreoe
almost stifled in i bhed, or of thoss ching that sty &
phantom throag, their sleep with endless Tormuw averpread ;
i it becaupe of life that is s0 brief, thlaling how wmraiy
and naffow ls our world, that T shonld sse na cause for
demth's reprieve, mar say resson why monkindiwas barn,
tave that bevard the border of the wood, like some clear
beacon-fire by Nature set, like a summens of this world m
light and jey, there shines the vivid green of growing cors?

A brocklet dows bencarh the vaulted wood.

It is always “che bright phenomenal that he givea
us, that he s never weary of gpiving us.  [f Ovid
had mot fallen into disrepuee with the poers &f rto-
day tor ne other resson than that they had grown
weary af the mythology omt of which he wove his end-
less Metamorphoses, Paul Fort's admirers—and their
name is leglon—might very fanly have recornmended
him as a latterday Owid. He, too, comes in the
twilight of farth, and with a mere literary credulity he
toirches vpon legends sacred and protane. He is an
(hvid wha had made \ altaire his God.  Like Ovid's
his Agures are often seen s dissnlving nto something
of another arder. Read one of the finest of his prems
—""The Dolghin"—and you will see the inner likenrss
of the modern to the ancient poet of the phenomenal !

«Come, O my dream, behold to what ardour int:mate doth
palpitate and yield Ocean's cternal flow. The current’s 1rpid
sheath to ribbands [ have split. Onward | By upboroe by
madrepoges aglow. Thou thet synthesized all life, ohscurs
and megiy ver, to which the uaniverse owes dolphios and
theit dreames—Life’s heaving {orees burst is phospharescent
sizegmas within thy tide robost where, lumineus. 1 rlunge. ln
deep sbywmse blae scethe primal growthe of sporge.  HAJ
verthre apthrust crevm perpendicalar. What things | see]
O gulis! O my distracsed Right! ALl the soft agure swarm
of medusas there reapires. There, wreathing rmersld whorls, *
the ginet mpsees thrive, Wos that heay lightoing’s fAare,
round the Barizon owisled ? This waste af golden sand j»
nothing but » flight. . . . Here in denth, end jume beyohd
the whole of lifs astir. Bisck quivering of help sbove
crumbled world where 2 precipien’s brew lews ream s
forests red. How mech the ocrmn’s bed is moined and alivel

- - | chise n gleaming wave made smourously bare,
She blinds me oll ot ance. "Tls to make my blise more keen,
This otheer hes & brrast defaced with bydras pale. Come an
her back 1 see whal willy the jcaloms one. For | adore them
ell. Tawards none my love shall fail. Gay, pamsionsse,

perverse alike.l must possens, and my white breast has fourd
myrisds of misiresses,

L]

Of course, Paul Fort has not the nchness thar Wae
wiven w0 Ovid; mor has he Ovid'e jorm. The free
*ﬁrnrhﬂhtmhmhmpniﬂhmitiu i French
and English.  Amy Isvwell praites them. Protesor
| ewisobn praees them in his very just itroducrion 1o
the presemt volume. But it scemn to me thar, after
Paul Fort has made bis wnitial advemtures in free:
torons, what bellowed ould not have been diffcule oo
him m#-nndnmupm 1 conquess of the
matenal. Much of this rerse maust bave heen os rasy
1 write 21 the sanrss of “Deon Jomn." which were
made vp while Byron was shaving.

He s the poct of povchic wplift. We cafinor read
him 'I;h. a feelng of exhilaration. His Vo
vream [ilpe banden on the wind, Hi mages dcli
and wtinidh ws Heﬂmmw:t;
bards For, as Profrmor Lewmohn waps, he the
modern equivalent of the troukadour snd the balladige
"He wanders the roads of the world He wes a
landecape, & vivid gesture:’ & himorical incident floars
inte hie cwind.  He indites o ballad. Since he loves 58
thipge he mabrs w0 dutetion between noble and
ignoble  You can have from Mm song of the heldy
and weg of seotimeneal Parie; you can bave from him
lus bistorwal sswries aod songs of the bastlefirdd. of
yesterday.  An sbundant poet and one who io tramls
uon ts bound to heve a lberating mfluence. And de 0
forrunate in having for trandator enr who i able =
grt prancng tres and befl-soninding rhrmes
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