


rarely and I am not sure that I would
be comfortable in applying it to any of
the authors I shall presently mention.
1t is well enough to have talent. Amer-
ican literature is not much more than
a hundred years old. It is only just
to remember that English literature
would not be the magnificent monu-
ment to the English spirit that it is if
you left out of it, to say nothing of
Chaucer, Shakespeare and the great
poets and prose writers of the seven-
teenth century, the whole of the eight-
eenth: if it had no Pope, no Swift, no
Fielding, no Doctor Johnson and no
Boswell.

\('I it is with a book written in the
eighteenth century that I propose to
begin. The histories of literature con-
tain few nutobiographies: they contain
none -more_consistently entertaining
than that of Benjamin Franklin. It is
written plainly, as befitted its author,
but in plensant, easy English, for
Franklin, s we know, had_studied
under good masters; and it is interest-
ing not only for its narrative but for
the vivid and eredible portrait which
the author has succeeded in painting of
himself.

1 cannot understand why, in Amer
iva, Franklin is often spoken of with
dipresiation. TV R otykgitiist boores
not a romanticist. He was shrewd and

elear-sig]
deceived by them, and he used their
fuilings with pawky to achieve
i e erehbeds & iy
but as often II“J'llIl“‘l. that he hm‘l in
view. He liked the thin

P!
, I can only think of one
To was enuml) devoid of

eir sympat
nxplllul\on
holum,

The Scarlet Lotter

Now let us come without further de-
lay to nineteenth nﬂ-n ;Al‘:‘n
outstanding figures are Herman Mel-
ville, “-;v, whmun and Edgar Allan

T may ndd, to save repetition, that I
shall only speak of books which T think
an, N e Tedmon 0e

proper place and |
fou «m the lnst nmv yoars ‘have seen
t least half o
dmn mneh hetter novelilu than Haw-
thorne ever was. It is only prejudice
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and the fact that they are alive and in
our midst that can blind us to it. But
The Searlet Letter is a famous ro-
mance and it has been read, I suppose,
by overy A American who has read any-
thing a

For my ;mrL I found the introdue-
tion, entitled The Custom House,
more interesting than the tale. It has
charm, lightness and humor. The first
thing you ask of a novel is that you
should believe it; if you feel instine-
tively that the characters do not be-
have with ordinary common sense the
spell is broken and the novelist has lost
his hold on you.

Now, Hawthorne, early in his narra-
tive, was faced with a difficulty; there
seemed no reason why Hester Prynne,
free to go anywhere, should have de-
cided to remain in where lhs
humiliation to which she had been
posed made her life intolerable; and l.m
solved it naturally enough by suggest-
ing that her love for Arthur Dimmes-
dale was so great that she preferred,
notwithstanding the attendant sl
to remain where he was. But Haw-
thorne did not face a much greater
diffieulty, for if he had he uould never
have written the story he did: The
facts of life were not unknown to the
Puritans, who were s practical s they
were pious, and no stork brought the
baby to a Hester who never enm-enenl
that such an event was in prospect.
is incredible that she should not lmvc
gone to some distant place to
cretly delivered of it, and if the lnvun\
could not bear to be separated, since
on a luter occasion they
culty in arranging to sail back to
Eumw te(!dur, it is hard to under-

d why they should not have

Read & contury laer,the could have
eoted & common-law
Hnrthnrn- did not posses porsens tha gith

g

lfo only when, the pair having fnally

n flight, he is anxious to know
e pmlw time at which the vessel on
wich they propose to sal may be ex-
pected to depart. He has mmpuud is
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weasa man of a supine characte, his ex-

perience w w, and his reading,

{ioagh, respoctable; S

trodden path. I do not think he hud

the emotional force to make his experi-
t

Election Sermon an¢ o
dehvur it. That is a nice and humnn

T4 1n ok then, hoe 1 story that I
would have you read The Searlet m
ter and, if you have done so als
1o read it again, but for the i xmpm-we
quality of its style. Haw llmme formed
his style on the great rs of the
eighteenth century. S\lch a lvhrne as:
"Thcm was never in his heart so much

ruelty as would have hmhed the
dovln off a butterfly’s wing,” might well
have been written by Sterne and he
would have been pleased with it. Haw-
thorne had a delicate ear and great skill
in the construction of an elaborate
phrase. He could write a sentence half a
page long, rich with subsidiary clauses,
that was resonant, balanced and lueid.
He could be lDandld and various. His
prose sober opulence of o
Gothic llpoltry but so restrained was
his taste that it never beeame turgid
ol’ munnmnnln. His metaphors were
his similes apt, and his
hngu.gn ﬂmnz to his matter.

Fashions come and go in literature
and it may well be that the roughneck
prose which is in favor !.od.v ln.ll in

the future, lose its v It may be
that readers will ask for - more fnrmd
a more distinguished way of writing;
authors ﬂmn w|ll be glad to learn from
lhwl.horne how to manage a sentence

than half a dozen v\nﬂh. how
to mmbma dignity with luuldlly, and
how, without pedantry, to please both
the eye and the ear.

Since Hawthorne belongs to what
historians of literature eall the Con-
cord School, of which Emerson and
‘Thoreau were distinguished members,
this seems a fitting place to speak of

'he interest of Walden must
depend on the taste of the reader. For
my part, I read it without boredom,
ion. Ttis the kind

Roger
(‘hillinlworth ll mmly a bundle of
malignancies, not a human being, and
Hester i n hut o fine piece of statuary.
le comes to

of work which needs an author of a
vigorous personality, witha background
of experience and a store of
out-of-the-way learning: but Thoreau

““Perhaps, dear, he's marrying this other girl fust to make you jeatous.’”

ment, very He discovered
that if you lum your wants you can
satisfy ‘them at small expense. We
knew that.

“It contributes greatly towards a
man's moral and intellectual health,”
says Hawthorne, “to be muxhl m
habits of companionship with indi
uals unlike himself, who care Illl]e !nr
his_pursuits, and whose sphere an
abilities ha must go olll of himself to
appreciate.” This is very true, and
none should take it more fo heart than
the writer of books.

Emerson’s Essays

merson, of course, is a_figure
e
mit that he has never been a solace to
me. 1donot vn!h to speak disrespect-

countrymen take pride; I recognize
charm and bemgmly of hm character;
when you read his jou s you eannot
but be impressed by the th thoughtfulness
which, even when he was no more than
a young boy, possessed him, and by the
fluency with which he exprossed him-
self; and since he was a lecturer, with
the pmlorm in view when he wrote, it
t his voice and presenco
added o llanﬂcanu to his discourse
which is lost in the printed page; buf
can only confess that I cannot find
much profit or entertainment in his
celebrated Essays.
Often he hardly escapes the comy
monplace by a hur'l hmdt.h He had
a gift of the picturesque phrase, but
100 often it is empty of meaning. Hcll
» nimble skater who cuts elegan
mml'l eated Ay
frozen platitudes. Perhaps he would
have been a better writer if ho had not

want to know what it is that, has given
him such a position in the world of
fotters, I should recommend you to
read his English Traits. In this book
he was bound down to the concrete
50 there is less in it of the vague,
foose and su thinking which in
his Essays he was apt to indulg in;
it s the most vivid, actual and
taining

orks. Xuaumyr-dn

with pl
lx may be that the wnmn of the
‘oncord  School ue to

Amnnvm which the fom;mer cannot
hope to comprehend; he must, be con-
tent to le-vun. n.ndpm on. This is not
the case Allan Poe; indeed
hois, I ‘hink, mm honored in Europe
than in the land of his birth, and in
France, for example, his influence is



can
ney to

senses, you do not care that th
no matter for your
work upon. They have nothing but
their beauty to offer, but their beauty
is overwhelming.

Poo was an acute critic and his
art of the short story

B ot ofootivaon the peaotion ol His
successors. He wrote brief tales in
various manners which have never
been excelled. I need hardly remind
you that in The Gold Bug and the
stories in which llmxr4~ Monsieur
Dupin he invented the g
whioh hne remulted in the flood of books
which we all of us at times are glad to
read. The field has been cultivated by a
great many writers with variety and

success, but in essentials no one has
added anything to what he at his first
attempt accomplished
It may be that his stories of horror
and mystery owe somthing to Hofl-
nn and to Balzae, but they wonder-
ruu d ha set hirmself, for
he self-conscious  of
eir renown.
nd he was
his dia~
s hix people

artin

logue was as vmmh.m
were unreal; his w; but
that you have to p\n ..;- \..m What
he has to give us is unique. He wrote
very little and almost all he wroto can
be tead with enjoyment. But there is
nothing pe American in him;
there 18 nothing that ] cn Temenber
cither in his prose or in his verse that
could not have been written by an
[ we are looking in
rican literature for something that
s in it a relish of the soil we must
rtainly seck further.

But before doing this I must spe
an author who turned his back d
ately on the Amer;

e fenry
atest writer that
a has produced, but surely the
distinguished. His gifts were
ut there was some de-
feet in his character, on must sup-
pose, that prevented hi
the most of them.

sight, subtlety n
triviality of soul that made th
mental emotions of mankind—love and
hatred, the fear of d
of life’s mys
him. No one ever plumbed the sur
of things with & keener scrutiny
thero is no indication that he
« of the depths beneath it

but
ver

Henry James’ Best Book

He looked upon The Ambe
as his best ne e

other day snd I % L
emptiness. T ia tedious t0 read on ac-
count of its convoluted style; no at-
apt s made to renc by
speech and ev
vone else, in
James; the only living person
book is Mrs. Newsome, who neve
pears in the flesh

pure

the

! great gift—the novelist’s es-
gift—of carrying the
ol Tgs to pads by the ¢
know what is going to happen next
by the wonderful atmosphere of 1

SNy kaouleden
exquisitely conveyed.

muc prefer The
written with
with some pe

mposity perhaps—people
do not, go away, they depart; they do
not go home, they repair to their domi-
ciles; and they do not go to bed, they
retire—but that gives it a period flavor
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that I do not find displeasing. It is o
curious novel in this respeet, that it isa
love stc there is no love.

The t human beings:
the men are stuffed shirts and the
e crinolines. For all that,

an is well worth reading.
So great is Henry James' skill in tell-
ing a story, so rare his sense of suspe
and so sure his touch in working up to
matic situstion, that you are held
from beginning to end. It is as exciting
as a detective story and after all
more incredible; and you cannot re-
ain unconscious of the charm of con

American is not & great book, but it is
a very readable one; there are not
any novels of which you can sa
sixty years after their appearanc

The Stature of Melville

I will speak of a great book now.
This is Moby Dick. I read Melville's
South Sea. books, Omoo and Typee,
when T was myself on the islands and |
read them with interest and pleas
but T have never been tempted to read

HEY! THAT'S “NO FAIR"! Hit the puck,
not Jimmy's hand, And us for you, Jimm

age of gauze and adhesive. So quick and
easy to put on! And once on, it stays put.

them again, and I have necepted the | 98k mother to treat that skinned knuckle Just the thing for hard-to-bandage places.
opinion of good critics that Melville | and then to put on o Band-Aid to help  Be sure you get the denuine Band-Aid,
went. to piecos when he wrote Pierre | protectit. Band.Aidisaready.madeband. with the Red Cross on the bo.

and I have not read it. But Moby

Dick s enough for any mau's reputa- | [

tion.
Some critis hiave complained of the
flamboyance of its To my mind
it is wrtten in 8 manar that mnulm-
fully suits the
i3 el b s aon |

reach the »n\vlmw when it
*t you descend to the ridiculous.
o0l ot that, wommetimes Melvile
does so de bt it is beyond hu-
owers to walk always on the top-
most heights and his tumbles may be
condoned  when consider how
splendidly, with what a noble force,
with whai o sustained splendor ‘o
phrase, he uum his best 7
will confess that

BAN

D-

MO. .5 par. ory,

ADHESIVE BANDAGES

-AID

ssagos.

chapters,
Jore mugged up n 3 deal
ing with the natural history of the
whale, which [ find tedious. .
! of

ve to nccept t
thor of great
times nods an

St i aeith
rhetoric. 1 fauey
at store on his re
ondite knowledge. But in the scene
at New Bedford; when he describes
events, the killing of whales and the
incidents on shipboard; when he deals
with men, harpooners,
course, aboveall the tremendous Ab,
then he is magnificent

There is a throb,
boding, a passion

RYTHM CUTS
CAR COSTS

mystery, a fore-
sense of the horror

and the t or of life an in
evitableness nl‘ destiny «ud of the
power of which take you by the p
throat. \uu ure left ;)mu«nd but wvben.mﬁ'»dwtﬂ"d
uplifted. And if you are n R. M. HOLLINGSHEAD CORP. S3iir tul

are proud to think that you
h is capable of
es and which can work

writer you
cultivate

98 CAR BEAUTY AND MAINTENANCE PRODUCTS /

and senses and minds of men.
But though Melville began his story
in New Bedford m( nu- action takes
in an A do not

vor of the soil
fic is valuable,
hiery fmportirllag o b
Euro His prose gives you the im=
pression of having been founded on |
that of the great English stylists of the
seventeenth century. And though h
characters, at least the impor x
are Amers

they a

Sensational extra help for colds—with Luden's
These famous cough drope not aaly help woothe
throat, but release a menthol vapor—whict
oucy breseh el
penetrate clogged
passage
reliove
o

Fy
“clothespin

an, the y accident;
littlo larger than life size and CI
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they are inbabitants really of no
deﬁxule country, but native to that
and strange land in which live
and wrtum one another the persons of
Dostoevski's novels and the stormy
creatures of Wuthering Heights.
It would be difficult in any case, and
xmpoulbln in the short spuce at tmy dis-

s ean by
the American tang: it is n ltorature
that charucteristie which differentiates

@ work from any that could possibly
have been written in another country
and so marks it as the ineluctable
product of its mmnmm but [ can
point to u very tance of it. You
have it unmmukably in Mark Twain
and he gives it you in all its richness
and savor in Huckleberry Finn.

This book stands head and shoul-
ders above the rest of his work. It is
an authentic masterpiece. At one time
Mark Twain was somewhat patron-
ized because he was a humorist and the
pundits are apt to look askance at con-
temporary humor, but his death has
reassured them and now he is, I think,
universally accepted as one of the
greatest of American authors.

need in consequence say little
about him. I would only point out one
cireamstance. When Mark Twain tried
to write in & literary manner he pro-
duced, us in Life on the Mississippi,
but indifferent journalese: but in
Huckleberry Finn he had the happy
Adu of writing in the person of his im-
ero and o produced a model

ul the vernacular style which has
served as a foundation for some of the
best and most characteristic writers of
the present day. He showed them that
a living manner of writing is not to be
sought in the seventeenth and eight-
eenth century writers of England, but
in the current speech of their own peo-

ple.
1t would be foalish to suppose

o language in whieh Hu g
prosses himself is what painters call
B presentational; o liteeate amall
could have conceived such neat phrases
or made such an apt choice of epithets.
Perhaps because he thought it beneath
the dignity of literature to write thus
colloquially in the first person, Mark
Twain, using a literary artifice which

=

"Okly " Steve said. His voice was
shrill and trembling. * I wanted you to
come back with the Laird and ferry to
Chicago to protect Trip Two in the
morning. If I have to jump out of the
Laird and let it crash, it's going to leave
’I‘rm Two nneov-md That will finish
recking the air line. But I'll wreek
Lhalin.,ﬂlhlvulo"’!‘h he snarled
ddenly, “Go home and go to bed
belong!

with you!"
Steve gave Bat Garretson a level
bnk."Ymubonldlmlmmbu
hat 1 could do and w! hnloou]dnt.
wh-z you'd do and what you
wouldn't. I couldn’t fire you, because
m&m‘hlﬂdwmmm

to
we them.” He paused. “ Boy, what a

bvits you've turned out to be! T won't
fire you now, because I'll not give you
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we gladly accept, made believe that
these were the actual utterances of his
little hero; and in so doing freed Amer-
ican tylofrom the shackdes that had so
long

Huckl eberry Finn, with its amazing

celebrated variety of fiction, the pic-
aresque novel; and it holds its place
bravely with the two greatest examples
of the genre, Gil Blas and Tom Jones:
in faet, if Mark Twain
the unfortunate notion of bringing
in that boring little muttonhead, Tom
Sawyer, to ruin the last few chapters,
it would have been faultless.
My space is growing so short that 1
can do no more than mention The
Omgon Truil, Parkman made his jour-
ney less than a hundred years ago. ,nnd
at that time buffaloes ranged t
prairie in hundreds of thousands n-d
the danger from hostile Indians was
still something k) be reckoned with.
He was & man of courage, resolution
and dry humor; his book is entertain-
ing rmm cover to cover.
also say a few wul\i» nbouz
I'mely Dickinson. T am afrai t [
many persons in Amanu
when I confess that to my mind she
been accorded more praise than
she deserves. She has been hailed as
the great American poet. But poetry
has nothing to do with nationality.
Nor should our judgment be affected
by lhe circumstances of a poet's life.
That Emily Dickinson had an un-
hnppy luvc -mnr and lived for many
n, that Poe tippled
lnd was \lnxrlldul to those who bo-
friended him, neither makes the
of the one any better nor '.Int. of !hc
other any worse.

Emily Dickinson is best read in
anthologies. Then her wit, her poign-
ancy, her simplicity mnke their utmost
effect, and it may be that most an-
Lhnloglsl would be the richer if they

were less niggardly in their .wlecnonl.
Tt i o kot v.ha whole body of
her work you are to bo disep-

pointed. She is at her e
allows horself t0 sing when Her Fhythoa
is modulated and varied, when her
language serves her emotion and when
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her invention is -mumumu But she
is loo rarely at her best
iy il sophistication
w ch induced her too often to sacrifice
lyric beauty to a desire to make uclever
point. In the short, epigrammati
poems she wrote, it is & matter of hm
ting the nail accurately on the head;
she was very apt to give it a little tap
aluzhbl) on one side. She
one, and it is only confus-
ims n her behalf
whleh there is little in hefr work to
justify. America will produce poets—
indeed I am inelined to think it has al-
ready done so—which will make the
encomiums lavi n\had m\ Emily Dickin-
s appear extray;

Now I have hut \’\ ‘ait Whitman to
speak of. I have kept him to the end,
beeause I think l)ul |l is in Leaves of
rass that we at last get, free from

pean influences, Lhe pure and un-
ndullenlkd Americanism which in this
icle we have sought. ves of
Grass is a work of immense signifi-
cance, but since I began by mmindinl
you that I would recommend you to
read books which, whatever their
other merits, were enjoyable, I am
constrained to tell you that few great
poets have been more uneven than
Whitman. I think many books are
.wm for readers because the critics
peak of them as though they had no
delet.ts. Perfection is not of this world
ts can only be
nchmved at the cost of shortcomings.
itman was a writer of splendid
beginnings, but either because he
found his way of writing too easy or
because he was intoxieated with his
own verbosity, often enough he went on
and on when he had nothing of sig-
nificance to add to what he had al-
ready said. That you must accept. He
wrote his poems partly in the rhythmic
language of the Bible, partly in the
sort of blank verse that was written in
the seventeenth century, and partly in
an uncouth ek rhges whish o0
fends the ear. That you must accept
100. These defects are regrettable, but

Leaves of Grass is a book to open
anywhere and read as long as it pleases
-m.l then turn the pages and start at

HIGH FRONTIER

(Continued from Page 27)

4 chance to into a mar-
ploggrorgilc i R oy
you'l quit!” e whiiod while Gairot:
son here at Terry’s desk, his face

white, febeebcn S5 o

Halwun‘onhll ite and hur-
ried out to the ing his hel-
met strap. He ran awkwardly to

, where Bart Oleson was hoisting
the supply bag and te into the
Lllmt cockpit the wind of the

pro

heard a shout behind him. He snapy
the throttle shut and looked around.
Bat Garretson, in flying suit and
hdmet.np.n&h dmllnszmh-
umnpwdneuknﬂbmuh

“lenrmh!"blnld.“Ymnnb

like this! Bntﬂmnmlml
tmryml'u got guts enough
thmhed into the forward cockpit.

The he
me‘mpg..vl:.ghdnwlky took

The floodlight bloomed dazalingly

of ﬂul using ..u the ﬁnld shn he
could, and revved his engine carefully
and into the take-off, holding
his breath. The wheels clattered softly
as they rolled through the snow,
ing over the frozen ruts

The Laird did not m off. And the
drifts were getting deeper as Steve
plunnd out into the dnrk. The plane,

deepening snow, -low-i down.

* Curming; Siers . vnda. |tninv

ing cirele to
busknlmxg lnchth-tluh-dmnd&
He didn’t dare cut back the uhmul;Y

hurled the ship into a second effort to
got off.
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random elsewhere. Whitman could
write lines of pure and lovely poetry,
he could turn phrases that thrill, and
often he hit upon ideas that were won-
derfully moving.

He had a vigor and a sense of life,
in its manifold variety, in its passion,
beauty and exhilaration, which an
Amencnu mny :usuy and -mh pride
think He brought
poetry hum to the common man.
showed that it was not only to be found
in moonlight, ruined castles and the
pathos of lovesick maidens, but in
streets and trains teamboats, in
the labor of the artisan and the hum-
drum toil of the farmer’s wife, in work
and ease—in all life, in short, and the
wnyn il is lived.

as Wordsworth showed tl’mt
you noed not use poetie
make poetry, but could make it out ql'
the common words of our everyday
speech, so Whitman showed that its
subject matter was not only where the
romantics had sought it but was all
about you in the most usual eireum-
stances of your daily round. His was
not a pootry of escape, but a poetry of
accaptance. It would bo dullapiited
American who co
without receiving a greater apprehen-
sion of the yastness of his country, the
splendor of its resources and the illim-
itable hope that is contained in its fu-
ink, in Whitman, America,
truth aware of
itmslt, 1t in s virile, demooratic poetry;
it is the authentie battle cry of u new
nation and the solid foundation of a
national literature.

In Buropean museums you some-
times see the genealogy of the house of
Jesse figured as a tree with Adam mas-
sively outlined in the trunk and the
branches e in_figures of the
nmnmhu and the lmm of Israel. It

a treo were made to represent the
develcpmenh of American literature
pos branches ended with the fig-
ures of 0. Henry, Ring Larduer, Theo-

son, the trunk would be rough-hewn in
the’ splendid, dauntless and_original
shape of Walt Whitman,

That time he got a little farther, The
acceleration_ was o lttle faster. The
wheels had beaten down a path, But

it wus not pkisumuck o]

Again ane n he boiled
out into the dm'knm .gl‘rluugh those
wheel ruts, thrusting them each time a
littlo farther, broadening leum. pack-
ing the snow beneath the

For the thirteenth mna.
bwk«.l into lheeomero’ the field. He
shoved the gun wide open and the ship
Imnhd at the duknn- that lay black
beyond that strip of light. He pushed
the stick all the way h)rwud lifting the
tail dangerously rying to take
o gt iyl ings dur-
ing the ncceleration. At the very end of
the e i

tl

But as qmckl.v 25 it had come off in
that stall, the ship to settle
back again, Steve (alt his heart pound-
ing in his x i throats and bt wes afraid to

(Continued on Page 68)
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