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that the
new ne .
acco . Rro 18 o312,
8’ivex:n ;::;lhed being, wh‘:) (:xi:)tll -
the nation jts mo;"}‘)’ has
oyou

Strain in them, any have a barbarie

pProse, w :
signs of l:;ha:?\?;m g thonn
It is no doub.tnr,(;:;(l civilization,
enthusiasm for ne; S ;”,h‘“ the current
some degree a fa dm:l ife and art is in
ut tve Bk Wt of e ok stay
months. But when th :-'he past few
it will leave behind m’;‘ ldd has passed
ments by white “m-wc' solid docu-
Scarborough’s ““On th rr‘i\ as Dorothy
Folk-Songs” (HarvnrdeU rail of Negro
Howard W. Odum and (vlﬂm,swy)aﬂd
son’s “The Negro :nd ‘ll,-{isn.sg:z:':
g.:m\grr::;it o!KI\!ortel:l ('Zanz!inn) and
Negro Work Soenn" y's _“Mellows:
d h Songs” (A. & C. Doni)
g ol o i
i orgy’’ (IDoran), to sa
r{othlnp: of such veracious )contribu)z
tions l')'v colored writers us “T’he New
Negro” and James Weldon Johnson
ond J. Rosamond Johnson’s “The
Book of American Negro Spirituals”
(Viking) and Countec Cullen’s “Color”’
(Harper) and Langston Hughes's *“I'he
Weary Blues” (Knopf). Bomething
has been poured into the stream of
pative culture which cannot soorn cense
to tinge it. Something hus been ut-
tered to enlarge the imaginative sym-
pathy between the racea which is an
absolute essential of any decent solu-
tion of the color problem in America.
IFads, of course, do not come without
a reason. If the whites have been
hospitable Lo negro themes and modes
of expression, it is because there was
gomething for them to be hospitable
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w ich was little conditioned b i
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b ole. 'Then suddenly 2 greater nn &
2 T of negroes than had ever belrun.

een gathered into any city fo b
themselves in Harlem, They; hatlm:d
slrum_de agninst serious difliculties st.illo
but New York was at lcust casmopoli:

tan enough Lo leave them more or less

":0 themselves and to permit them to
orm as complete a community as they
could. A gencration before, and the
thing might have come too early,
Oppressively aware of being freedmen,
they might have made a suecessful ef-
fort to lose the traits which could re-
mind them of their former slavery, and
might have sunk into @ drab, limping
uniformity. Whether they might or
might not have done this once, they
did not do it in the twentioth century.
‘The new gencration had outgrown the
earlier habit of polf-depreciation, and
gome of them were outgrowing the
Jater, and healthier, habit of seli-as
gertion. They had the cournge to
cherish certain picturesque raclal ele-
ments in their naturcs and customs.
They moved from the point ab which
they were bound together by @ eom-
mon condition, ip Mr. Locke's phrase,
to the point at which they W"{"‘b"

together by @

common COYI.CIOM,_ 3

And they swift] wered |
ance, much as Q:: Enxla’n':;" utter-
early part of the nineteenth cenpir
flowered into Tmnmndenmuce""‘“’y.

The scale i3 obviously "o;‘?"
same as it was in New Engla ),et the
mature Emerson, }lawv.hm:nnr ¢
yville, or Thoreau enriel o M
“The New Ni ek the pages of

: Aew Negro,” although the poet-
ry of Co.untee Cullen is as good as has
been written by any American in his
teens or early twenties, and the prose
stories of Jean Toomer have ex Lt

% quisite

promize. But there was no New
Englander in 1826 who could have
; profluced a belter survey of an inter-
- national complication than Mr. Du
! Bois has produced in “The Negro
- Mind Reaches Out,” or a better anal-
ysis of national conditions than ap-
pears in “The New Frontage on Amer-
jean Life” by Charles 8. Johnson, or
who could have shown himsel{ more
Jearned in vurious aspects of Amer-
o ¥ jeanism than Mr. Locke shows him-
e gelf in various aspects of Afro-Amer-
jeaniam. In fact, the most striking
jmpression of this book is that the
negro is better as analyst than as artist.
~ Perhapa this is because his greatest
1 artistic endowment lics in the direction
of dancing and music, which cannot
easily be represented in print. But it
is none Lhe less true that he hus a re-
markable skill in stating his case, &
skl which, it may be guessed, has
come from a prolonged and bitter
Kknowledge of it. At any rate, the art
of the new negro in America has now a
ehance to be built upon u very firm
eritieal foundation.
~ There is bound, ho
* this plane of art somet

' conflict, bewween white and black o8
* there has always been in the United
 Stales between the rnajority and any
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minority what w
tional impulmtfl::;, A proflound na-
lions steadily toward the h““_dnd mil-
can (0 negro reset the o asl: LBO¥
the main the impulse, when
pattern of life is W
for him by white insti marked out
when, indeed, he ml o .
o6l iy, sdicaing ey s el
y adjusting himsel! at
econemic, social, and moral poi o
the prevalling achame? Fiy samect
mark himself off by special costamen,
b s O 1Y costumes,
n{i a distinctive dialect, by different
Lﬂ:ﬂma or laws or religions. The
he ean do, probably, i
the: coursige of catan i ¥, is to have
ain inherited senti-
ments and to feel sustained in them by
racial consciousness. But this may
be a factor of great importance in
shaping his future. It may enable
him to keep his religion rich and
dramatic, instead of thin and formu-
listie; to permit his public ceremonies,
nahedoesnnw.tobeasgorgeousulm'
knows how to make them; to prefer,
in his daily manners, varicty m(her'
than monotony, high color rather than
low color, spontancous rhythms rather
than tight, regimented motions, full
laughter rather than guarded snickers,
metaphor rather than logical demon-
stration, comfortable cong rather than
uncomfortable silence, 1f the negro
can by some miracle prescrve these
generous qualities for a ecntury or o,
he may become as fertile a soil for all
the arts us for dancing and singing.
Yot miracles do not happen. The
negro will do a great deal for himself if
he carries out a small part of this pro-
gram which his {riends predict for him,
‘And he will thereby do o great deal for
American culture gencrally. -
things happen, 1925 will be marked in
the history of the nation as & memo-
rable year, and as the beginning of &
new epoch for the Alrican race.
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The Scent of Philosophies

There is a witty o i
Santayana’s "Dif,]or;ﬁ::m?"mm?{?
(Seribner) which defines, as well,

2 4 ) well, I
:)h”ﬂk. s it can be defined, the method

¥ which an expert perceives the inner
qualitics of a work of art. The fact
that Democritus in the .dialo 't

X . gue 18
speaking of philosophy, not art, makes
no essential difference. "Wh'cn the
inner heat of the body is excessive
(which heat is but rapid and disor-
dered motion) actions and thought are
bred too hastily, without altention to
things; then in the shaking hand and
rolling eye and words inapt and windy
the physician easily recognizes the
symptoms of delirium. So even in
health the look and (as we say aptly)
the air of a man will reveal his ruling
passions, every secret impulse causing
some deviation or special crowding of
the rays that flow from him in moving
or looking or speaking. Now these
rays, so compacted and directed, are
far from odorless. The swect scent
of love is exciting and to one himsell
amorous s irresistible; and the scent
of anger is acrid, and that of sorrow
musty and dank; the scent of every
state of the soul, though nameless,
being perfectly distinet. So @ soul
vibrating in harmony with the things
that nourish and solicit her has an
aura which, without spreading any
sharp odor, refreshes every creature
that inhales it, causing the nostrils
and the breast to expand joyfully, as if
drinking in the sea-breeze or the
breath of morning. When, on the con-
trary, the soul fasues from the eyes or
lips turbid or clotted, by virtue of the
distorted imprints which ahe beara of
all surrounding things, she also atinks;
and she stinks diversely according to

Tur CexturRY Macazing

the various errors whi
constitution bas imp(hmwhl ﬂ;’anm
Hence, though it be a delicate mabq'
and ot accomplished without oy
ing, _xt is possible for a pnwliudm
to dlgl.uuzujuh the precise qunlitnoo‘:
a philosopher by his peculiar o{i
Jjust as a hound by the mere scent )
tell a fox from a boar. And when m
hound of philosophy is keen, this isa
surer method of discerning the Rénuing
opinions and true temper of philogo.
phers than are their own words; for
these may be uttered by rote without
self-knowledge, or made timidly con-
formable to fashion or policy; whereas
th‘e trail which, without intention, a
.mmd leaves in passing through the air
is a perfect index of its constitution.”

Michael Webb and More

Onepenalty of writingapopular book
is that the author, when his next book
appears, is sure to have it said of him
(1) that he has not written the book
he wrote before or (2) that he has
written the book he wrote befare.
The accusations are both intended to
be deadly. Sometimes, indeed, they
are brought against the same book by
the same person. Of course neither
criticism ought to be regarded as an
accusation. To speak accurately, any
book by any author is in its essentials
like every other book by that author,
and none of them is like any other in
its details. The differentiation of &
writer from book to book I8 always
other the grade, according

dard outside him, be u‘;pf-

growth, wh
o the case

to some slan
ward or downward, Tak
W. E. Woodward, who less than three
years ago flared picturesquely into
reputation with “Bunk,” a nov

packed with brilliant, miscellancoud
ideas which strained the seams of th

plot. “Lottery,” which followed It,
told a straight story, with some cor-
wscations, it is true, but still a straight
story. At first glance, Mr. Wood-
ward’s newest novel, “Bread and
Circuses,” seems to be only a return to
the audaciouswaywardnessof “ Bunk,”
if not a mere sequel to it. Yet the
glance which fails to linger upon
“Bread and Circuses” will make a
bad report of its nature, for it ac-
tually represents a more considerable
advance than did “Lottery.” What
seems to me to have happened is that
Mr. Woodward found he had by no
means exhausted the possibilities of
Michael Webb, the hero of his first
book, and resolved to give him another
turn on the stage which had eagerly
greeted him before. He therclore sets
Michael up 2s a kind of resident phi-
losopher at an inn among the Connect-
icut hills, fills the inn with properly
diversified guests, and lets Michacel's
philosophy play upon them. This by
itsell would make a book, for that
philosophy is remarkably shrewd and
beguiling. But something better hap-
pens. The guests, like the living

wickets in “Alice in Wonderland,” do
1 not remain wickets alone. They get

up and walk around, perfectly alive.
Though this may disturb Michael’s
game, it increases the general variety
of the entertainment. And in cer-
tain of the episades dealing with these
incidental personages, Mr. Woodward
goes further, I think, than he has ever
gone before in the art of the novelist.
The story of Martha Trellis is as good
astory of oncoming madness as I have
over read. The novelist Ernest Tor-
~ bay and his secretary Jean Coleridge
are lodged in my memory with strong,
subtle barbs, The interior mono-
* logue which reveals the secrets of

I
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Alice Wayne is masterfully conducted
Much 2s I value and enjoy Mr, Wood-'
u"ard’l general ideas, [ am now con-
vinced of a thing which | suspected
when I read “Bunk,” that he has an
even greater gift for detecting human
mo'tn'a than for analyzing eocial con-
ditions. And I eannot help believing
that he has said his say, at least for the
present, about things at large, and
would do wisely to devote himself
through a seriea of novels, a series
whieh I hope will be long, to the pres-
entation of individuals shown going
about their perscnal and emotional
affairs, There are more persons than
ideas; and they are the only subjects
about which a novelist can speak truly.

A Cumedy of the Fathers

Current life furnishes only part of
the material for comedy. There is
also history. Claude G. Bowers, whose
book on “The Party Battles of the
Jackson Period” delighted many read-
ers four years ago, has once more
mounted the stage in “Jeflerson and
Hamilton” (Houghton Mifflin), and
has picturesquely narrated the conflict
between those two leaders from the
accession of Washinglon to the election
of Jeferson to the Presidency. The
major plot, of course, is the rise and
fall of the Federalists, those excellent
men whose chief fault was that they
could not understand the temper of
the young nation which they had
delivered, for the reason that it was
American when they had expected it
to be as Dritish as ita mother. But
Mr. Bowers has diversified his comedy
with many minar plots, dug out of the
best secondary sources with a good
deal of rescarch and recounted with 8
¢ deal of spirit. Jeflerson is the

hero of the book.




