By JAMES BRANCH CABELL.

l?S writing From & Southerm Porch
Dorothy Scarborongh has produced a
book which calls for eoraial gratitunde.
No doubt it would be possible to find fanlt
with the volume on divers counts, sinece
perfection rarely graces the outeome of
human endeavor, even upon paper. A
big deterrent, though, from any such fair
minded eriticising is the fact that here the
really appreciative reader lays down the
finished book in the mood of onhe who
leaves the porch of a particularly engag-
ing hostess, and is magnanimously unwill-
ing to consider the contingency of any

fault finding anywhere with his recent en-

tertainment.

With so muel{“eandor must the prﬂ-ﬂt
reviewer avoid the role of devil’s advoeate,
and indeed {he role of an impartial judge,
by contessing he has so utterly enjoyed
Miss Searborough's book that he is loth
to concede it has any fault exeept the
awkward defect of being indeseribable.

For, although it would be a . pleasure, |

and scems in fact a sort of duty, to indi-
cate to readers of Books and the Book
World the precise abracadabra of this
volume’s charming, one is at outset tripped
up by the difficulty of eatahging From
a Soulhern Porch., The book is not ex-
actly a series of essays nor of nature

studics, nor is 1t to the foot of the letter,

“Impressionism” or eomédy or folk lore.
You miehi call it a love story without being
far wrong, but with ﬁqlt:ﬂ Justice might you
appraise it as a study in the supernatural,
or for thaf matier, as a collection of verse,-
or as satire, or (more eruelly and ob-
tusely) as nonsense. "Moreover, there is
intér TEIII]"'II.'{!{ beyond q'uﬁstmn, some stark

“realistic” {ragedy, as in the episode of
the hapless traveller who lost his trousers
out of the car window.

Upon the whole then it appeats ﬂm
part of wisdom to fall back upon the au-.
thor’s own words: “The eolored people of
Virginia” have a snymg that all kinds of
meat are to be found in the turtle’s flesh.
This volume might be considered moek
turtle’s meat, for it is a joyous irresponsi-

ble jﬂmhir.ﬁfﬂamgulllku. It has writ-
ten itself, breaking all the laws I know of
unity, coherence and continuity.”

IL

Avocationally Miss E-mhnmngh has
been ¥y pnnher—thn: is, one who lives
on a poreh.” And she has “pumhed in
the South, where the porch is the true
ﬂenl:rec-fthﬂhme around which life
Mlows on gently and gracionsly, with an
open reserve, a charming eandor,”

Far more important, though, is the
fact that she has “porched” with really
percipient senses actually employed, since
the full exercise of all five wits, in any
place, reveals a world unknown to myo-
pie, sluggish brained and enstom drugged
humanity. ILiving, as it happened, on a
Virginian porch, Miss Scarborough has
perceived what in and from the vistas of
this poreh was to be gleaned of illogic and
prettiness and humor, and has with hon-
esty recorded her percentions.

Any other miliew, one fanecies, would have
'proved quite as fruitful, It merely chances
'to be the Porch that Miss Secarborough

has desu'ihﬁi with a thoronghness which
might be termed encyclopwdic were it
less richly shot with such levities as no
Aimagining ean wéll eonjoin with a tome,
* Thus is first rendered the history and
main geographical features of the Porely,
‘with due consideration of back Imm_hg,«,

gardens, roadways, arbors, fields apd®

Ialmfs and all other mwh cﬂnhﬂ'umm 4:"':;:
_.J',g- e

thv ttu-:tmlm after death of these mh,ﬂ;
tanis, in a chapter glitteringly charﬂl:'im:-,
istic of the author of The Supernatura
tn Modern English Fiction. %
Capt. Lemuel Gulliver, in short, ¢ bl
not with a more grave exactitude descrilw:
the kingdom of Lilliput; and Irom a
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Southern Porch is a preposterously: d'u
hghtful volume, E
The Porch thus furnishes the
nomizal theme, and the needful trellis to
support bright phrases and colorful fans
cies the while that much gracefunl -""_-
rambles over and about the Porch with
something like the irresponsibility and
glow of a flowering vine. Dorothy Sm'r'-
borongh, stlf-mnfc-ssaﬂl_-,* has attended *
word party, given by several famous hxm
m"mphtrs. to which all the words we
bidder”; the entertainment, indeed, is _
seribed in considerable ﬂﬂtﬂil: and readers’
pleazarably deduce that Miss Searborough
persuaded u number of the more atiroe-
tive guests (o visit her and frolic abont the
I"oreh, 1 1
I1I.
So docs Miss Searborough discourse |
yvou ot the Porch very much az Lamb ¢
coursed ot Old China and Clim
oweeps, and Montaigne of Coaches an
Cripples.  The theme does not matter.
Were it not porches, but pariridges
or ]mlm*raph} or penpoints, sayv, ihese
topies would serve equally well to veveal
not alone the writer's art but the writer’ :
arch and gracivus and caustic pe rsonality
That says ull. Sinee From a Soulhe
Starch 15 nol a book to be savored piee
meal you need not apprehend bere to be
tantalized with snips and gobbets of -z¢
lections.”

Rather does 11 appear expedient (o cmi-
phasize a trio of facts. VFiret, that (he
right minded, npon reading this book,
will fall cordially to liking the authior as qL
person. ‘:f-mnd. that lmﬂa 1S 3 woman
who, in the happy ancient phrase, e
write beautifully about a broomsti
And third—if one may here quote Pa
not quite paternally—that Miss Searbor
ough has, in this inconseqnential olla-
podrida, very delightfully disclosed her-
self to be “a humorist; in the old fash-
1oned sense of the term, to whom all the
world 15 a speclacle in which nothing is
really =aliea to her, who has hardlys
sense ol the distinetion between great
litde among things thal are at all,
whose half pitying, half amused syin-
pathy is called ont especially by the scems
ingly small interests and traits of chaxs
acter in the things or the people around
her.”
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