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rAls (s the second of & series of seleoMons from o forthooming book of essays by Mr. Cobell to be colled
Life= In the previows essay Mr. Cedeli had made the point thai the Greek poets and dramatists, fhe |

of the middls ages, and the ENrabethans whose literary works hﬁ:rﬂlﬂdﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂlﬂl'ﬂﬂ“lﬂlhﬂi|

o Dot doy and, indeod, owy heme of comtemporory, hence ephemeral, intevest. |

L came the gallant protast of the Restorution.
when Wycherley and his succeasors In dmima com-
menced to write of contemporary life In much the

gth af modarn musical comedy, which utllises a fac
of the New York Pennsylvania rallway station or
d e capitol ab Washingion as an appropriate setiling
gr & Balst and = comsdian's collogquy with the orchesira
[rrs Thus bere the scenss are In 5t James park. out-
gie Westininster, or in tha New Exchange, and other
F’w to the andlance; and the characters barter
#-“I events; but the laws of the performer's
mheis existance Are frankly extra-mundane, and their
- restoration days as now, would have sub)ected
wam 1o immediate ArTest UpOD the auditorial side of foot
b -
A great deal of quesr nonsense has besn printed con
auing the comedy of Gallantry, upon the startling as
that its authors copled the Wfe about them. [t
» tros that Wycheriey, In this the first of English au-
@em %o g0 Astray, began the pernicious practice of de-
man as belng mot very much better than thay
,‘ﬂﬂtﬁtlﬂﬂ“hﬂ;hﬂtﬁmnm
pad the mving grace to present his men and women as
gummeled by the soclal restrictions of Cloud-Cuckoo
Lasd alone
Apd, were there nothing else, it seams improbable that
camgreve, sxy, really belleved that every young fellow
waks habitually in terma of philosophic wit and hated his
ther; and that every old hunks possessed, more or less
veariously, & beautiful second wife; and that people mar.
#ed Without lcenses, or. Indeed, without noticing very
particularly whom they were marrying; and that mone
wary competence and happiness and all Important docu-
ments, a8 well as a sodden turn for heroie verse, were
reguiarly sccorded to everybody toward 11 o'clock In the

crening.
. »

HCS far the lliterate ages, when as yet so few per-

sons could read that lterature tended generally to-

ward the acted drama The stage ecould supply
much Ulusory assistance, in the way of pads and wigs and
cease palnts and soft lightings, toward making men
sppear heroic and women charming; but, after all, the
dles were necessarily performed by buman beings and
‘e charitable deceit was not continuous. The sudience
sai aver and anon being reminded, agninst ita firm set
will that men were mediocre creatures.

vor could the poets, however rapidly now multiplied
their verse books, satisfactorily deluds thelr patrons into
ghiviooking this unplessant fact For one reasom or an-
siher men a3 & whole have never taken kindly to printsd
sostry; mont of us are unable to put up with it at all, and
sean to the exceptional person verse aftar an hour's read-
isg becomes unaccountably tiresome. Prose—for no very
palent cause—Is much easier going. So the poets proved
palfectual comforters who could but rarely bedrug even
the fow to whom their charms did not seem gibberish.

With the advent of the novel all this waa changed. XNot
marely were youf relieved from metrical fatigue, but there
ape 80 commonplace flesh and blood to give the lla to
the artist’s pretensions. It was possible to present In 1it-
ersiure men " as they ocught to be” Richardson could
&te a8 unrestrainedly as he pleased upon the super-
ssinapce In virtoe and sin respectively of his Grandison
sof" bls Lovelace, emboidened by the knowledge that
thare Was nothing to check him off save the dublous
washstons of hia reader’s commpon ssnse.

Falling could not only conduct & broad shouldered
young rufflan to fortune and a lovely wifs, but could
msarsover endow Tom Jones*with all sorta of hercic and
atimibles gualities such as (in mere unimportant fact)
mamals o not display in actual life. When the movel sue-
aaded the drama It was no longer necessary for the artist
® represent human belngs with even partial verncity;
sad this pew style of writing at once became emblematic.

* %

ND #o0 It has been ever sinca. Novellsts have sev-

erally evolved thelr pleasing symbols wherewith

approximately to suggest human beings and the
ineas of human lfe, muoch as remote Egyptlans drew
swvated lines to convey the idea of water and & circle to
llisate eternity. The symbols have often waried; but
Gare bas rarely been any (1l advised attempt to deplct life
St sseams In the Uving of It, or o crystallize the vague
mtons and fechle segsations with which human belngs
stmlly muddie through to an epitaph; If only because
il smagfhle persons, obscurely awars that this routine ls
B from what It ought to be, have always preferred to
@y it axistence. And moreover, we have come long
e to be guided in any really decisive speech or action
M what we have read somewhers, and so may fairly
dhis that Nterature should select (as it does) such

speechea and such actlons as typieal of our essential lives,
ralher than the gray Interstices. which we perforce fill in

ul.umpg'a and botch.

As concerns the novellsts of the day before yesterday
this evasion of veracity Ils already more or less conceded;
the “ platitudinous heroics " of Scott and the * exaggerated
sentimentalism * of Dickens are notorious in quite authori-
talive circles whose ducdame is the honest belief that art
is & branch of pedagogy. Thackeray, as has been pointesd
out elsewhere, avolds many a logieal outcoms of circum-
stance, when recognition thereof would be inconvenlent, by |
killing off somsbady and blinding the reader with a tear
drenched handkerchief. And when we sanely appraise the
most cried up writer of :-nntn‘l “ reallam * matters are not
conducted much more candidly.

Here is & falr sample: “ From the very beginning of my
acqualntance with you. your mannérs, impressing me with
the fullest belief of your arrogance, your conceit, and your
salfish disdain of the feslings of others, wers such as to
form that groundwork of disapprobation on which succeed-
ing eventa have bullt so Immovable a dislike, and 1 had not
known you & month befors I felt that you were the Inst
man In the world whom I could ever be prevalled on to
marry.” It ls Miss Austen's most famous novel, most be-
loved and most “ gatural” character replylng—not II'I"-I
means of a stilted letter, but colloquially, under the stress
of emotion—to & proposal of marriage by the man she
loves. This is the crisis which in human life a normal
young woman simply does not meet with any such rhetor-

{cal architectures . .

* %

O there really seems small ground for wonder that
Mr, Darcy observed, “ You have sald quite emough,
madam.” and no causeé whatever for surprise that he

hastily left the room and was hsard to opan the front door
and quit the house. . . . TYet be it forthwith added,
Scott and Dickens and Thackeray, and even Miss Austen,
were In the right, from one or Another satletic standpoint,
in thus variously editing and revising their contemporaries’ |
unsatisfactory disposition of life. Indeed, upon no plea
could they be bound to emulate malfeasance.

Criticism as to the veracity of more recent writers is best
M=missed with the well merited commendation that nov.
slists today continue rigorously to respect the second com-
mandment. Meanwhile it may with comparative safety be
pointed out that no Interred writer of widely conesded
genius has sver dlsplaved, in deplcting the average of
human speech and thought and actlon and general endow-
ments, such exactness as would be becoming In an afMdavit,
but rather, when his art touched on thess dangerous toples,
has regarded romantic prevaricatlon as a necessity. The
truth about ourselves is one truth above all others which
we are adamantine not to face. And this detarmination
springs not wholly from vanity, but from a profound race
seqse that by such denial we have little to lose and a great
deal to galn.

For, as has been sald before. an inveterate Sophocles
notea clearly that wveracity is the one unpardonable ain,
not merely against art but against human welfare. I
e You will ohserve that the beginnings of fiction
everywhere, among all races, take with curious unanimity
the same form. It is always the history of ths unlooked
for achlevements and the ultimate very publie triumph of
the {1l used youngest son. From the myth of Zeus, third
son of Chronos, to the third prince of the fairy tale, there
Is no exception. -

Elﬂtrfh'hl‘h& it Is to the despised weakling that romance’
accords the final and very public victory. For in the lfe
battle for exlstence it was of course the men of puniest
bulld who first developed mental ability, sincs hardier com-
peers, who took with bloodied hands that which they
wanted, had no especial need of less rellable makeshifts,
and everywhere this weakling quite naturally, afforded
himself in Imagination what the force of circumstances de-
nied him In fact. Competent persons, then as now, had
neither the time nor ability for lterature.

By and by a staggering stroke of genius improved the
tale by adding the handicap of sex weakness, and Cinder-
ella (whom romance begot and deified as Psyche) straight-
way led captive every dreamer's hitherto unvoiced desire.
This Is the most beloved story In the world's library, andy
barring a tremendous exception, to which [ shall presently
return, will always remain without a rival. Any author
anywhers can gain men's love by YTemodeling—not too
drastically—the history of Cinderella. Thousands of calll-
graphic persons have, of course, avalled themselves of this
fortunate circumstance, and the seeming miracle |s that
the naive and the most sophisticated continue to thrill, at
each retelling of the hackneyed story, with ths instant re-
sponse of fiddle strings, to an interpretation of life which
one is tempted to describa as fAddlesticks.
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