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What is Literature, Anyhow ?
More or Less Dynamic Impressions of John Cowper Powys, M. A.

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

WHETHER you cal It literature or "tera-
chuah"-what ls It, when you bear a man
like John Cowper Powys, M.A., fnom Cam-
bridge, set up an invisible bookshop on

the stage and proceed to tell you wbat to read and
why, what not and why not, and why the "young
porson" about whom. censons are so canoful should
flot be allowed to dictato litenary fashions? For the
past four weeks this volcanic intorpreter has beon
glvlng passionato lay sermons on literature to Cana-
dian people in and anound Toronto. Togged In a
Cambridge gown, swallow-tall-or was it Tuxedo ?-
little black tie and Immaculate shirt bosom, witbout
the scrawl of a pencil or the mumble of a prompter's
cue, hoe bas doue bis best to make a lltorary lecture
nesomblo the bot beadlong Ues of a big meledrama
or a problein play. H1e bas talkod a mile a minute
about, great authors lu four countries. If hie had been
takion down short-hand by the phonie method the
thlug be spent an boun and a bal! deliverlng would
have been almost as impossible as the luridest page
lu Carlyle's French Revolution- or one of the rnost
dolinlous passages in "Gargantua and Pantagruel."

Now, John Cowper Powys, M.A., bas gone back
to Camnbridge, I darosay; or perbapa to New York.
And hoe bas left behind bim a trail of litorary culture,
couslstIng of Goethe, Ibsen and Strindberg, Toîstol
and Turgenieff, Balzac and Guy de Maupassant. This
man Powys Is a hypor-climacteric wonder. H1e hec-
tured last weok upon French literaturo. No, It was
hardly a lecture. It was an evangelistlc discourse
clotbed lu the lurld garb o! ejaculation and o!
Dioyusian culture. It was a Baccbantic brainstorm
based upon perceptive analysis. It was a qulck run
through the morgue of French lotters into the
Museumn, theuce into the salon and the French
Acadorny.

Somehow or othor the audiences that packod the
hall lu Toronto to hoar Mr. Powys were nine worn
to, one man, when most of the few mon were frorn the
University. This was a compliment and -a challenge
te Mr. Powys. 11e might bave knowu that nine-
tentbs of us in this country don't caro a button about
pure litorature even when It doals with allegedly Im-
pure subjects. We don't mmnd a littIe o! It dressod
up*lu the garb of drama, or tricked out Into political
orations, or furbolowod luto a good hetorodox sermon.
But wo don't as a rule care to, hear a Cambridge
don tell us what we should read and why-just ho.
cause hoe bas happeued to bave Urne to read what
we don't. Tbat's the roason we send the dear women
out to bear such mon as Powys whlle we sit at home
or go to the Club to talk about "wlno, women and
polltics.", <I arn quoting Powys.)

Times have cbanged. Mon started to, go back on
sermons some years ago. They bave begun to retro.
grade on serious draina and cultural concerts. And
now they bave oven abandoned the ltorary lecture
te the wornen wbo, of course, are supposed to do
nine-tentbs o! the world's reading anyway, except
ln the stock colurns and the sporting Pages, and
sorne detectIve stories. And this 18 proclsely wbore
a few men liko Powys, If proporly bandled by a
man like the late Major Bond, might carry the ton-
doncles of the turnes to the point o! "passionate
logic" lu revolutIon. (Agaîn I quote Powys, who,
admired the passionate logic and the Intellectual
abandoument to an Idea possossed by the French
people.) 110w should mon hiko Powys be bltched up
te the real masculine machlnery o! modern turnes?
Very easlly. Just the samne way that "movies" bave
mnade millions more or less familiar with some sort
o! drama wlthout words. or any Intellectuel effort.

WEmuet admit that civilization bas becorne so0
VEcomplex that the forty years o! a mnan's life,

wben hoe roally bas bis wits about hlm, are
too short to understand the world -as lt ls and as'It
used te hoe, lot alono what It Is likely to becorne.
Ask Arnold Bennett-i! the average man bas 'the
ghost of a chance to crain the world's lîterature and
MUSIC and art and history and polltics Into bis ken,
and at the saine time grub eut a resPectable solution
ef the H. C. of L. Noue wbatever. We are ail tee
busy.

Therefore we mnuet have Prlests e! literaturo and
art. We need mon te scour the werld for litergture
and art as once we noeded Columibuses and Pizarros
te pillage the wonld by discovery o! terae novue;
Just as we noed the phonograph and the player-plano
to give us the world's miusic that wo haven't tirne
te study for ourselves; just as we need the lllustrated
Papers and magazines to give us pictures lu place
o! travel and seeing art galleries.

And Powys Is the very klnd or man. It's ail very
woll for Public Libranian George Locke to keep a
huge castie of books open day and ulght. But wben
we get Iu there bal! of us den't know wbat under
the sun weoeugbt te read. The booksellers dowu-
tewu cau't tell us. The beok revIewers usually bore
us-God save thern! Tho unlverslty extension le-"turer puts us arniably te sloep. Therefore, If we
dou't get any literary lte frein those conveutional
functlonarles, and If even the womeu ne longer have
Urne te, give us the worldls literature lu tablold form,

lot us hire a bundred men like Powys, If as many
can be got, and send tbem round belten-skelter over
the land to tell the women wbat is and bas been
doing lu the wonld o! letters. It used to ho said that
literaturo Is life. Thon let's have litenature and yot
more abundautly.

Powys knows bow. He belioves in the dynamnic
onergy o! literature. H1e lives it. Ho began to live
It when hoe was six years o! age roading Hugo's
"Toilons, o! tbe Sea." Wbon hoe opens a book ho
clutchos it by tbe nape o! the neck and says,

"Now show me! Tbnlll me! Rovoal to me the
goulus o! youn maker o! the times lu whicb yeu
were written-or by the bocus-pocus I'1l cbuck you
into the garrot!"

Whbou hoe bas eaten alive the contents o! several
books by one author, dose ho stop thore? Nay. Ho
gets another as unlike It as possible, say !romn the
sarne uatlonallty. Ho gathers lu the books wnltten
by Froncbmen and Scandinavians and Germans and
Englishmen and Russians. H1e traverses thein by
and largo, rakes thoin fore and aft wltb bis search-
llgbts, sketches out the net mean average o! the
lot and goos at tbomi again to Minl the dotails, t0
see what lu the naino o! Apollo and o! 0. Henry
these mou and women have done te illuminate the
tondoncies o! thein times for the good o! the twentletb
century. Wben hoe bas got bal! a dozen or more big
authors verltably dIsembowelled fon bis owu mono or
less pessimistic amusement, hoe stralgbtway con-
structs, a lecture wblch no doubt hoe wites again and
again, intensely rumpliug bis bain and talklng to

SOMEBODY, gratly 'darlg, once tod WinstonChurchill tbat hoe would corne te ho famous as
the sou o! bis fathor, Lord Randolph. Mr.

Churchill, as mlgbt be expocted, replled that the day
would corne wben the world would rornembor Lord
Randoîph Churchill as belng the fathor o! Winston

Mr. Laurence Irving, a distinguiahed son of a
dlstlngulshed father.

Churchill. It w as not a partlcularly choice compli-
ment to the rnerory of is father, but It probably
had lu It serne element o! trutb.

There ls a gentleman tourlng Canada these days
wbo came te be fanious as the son o! bie father.
Thot ls how Laurence Ir 'ving begun. In 1893, Mr.
P. R. Benson, that dean o! the draina, with wborn
everybody who ls anybody lu Englisb stage circles
bas been associated at eue Urne or another, lucluded
ln bis compauy the second sou o! the groat Irviug.
People admlrod birn and loved hlm bocause e! the
name hoe bore, for the admiration wbicb England
bad fer Sir Henry Irving bad lu if sornothiug very
near reverence. Thus Laurence Irving lauucbed is
barque lu the chaunel which opens Iuto the wldest
sea. o! faie. .Tbe launcbing was another's; rnaklng
the port bas been Mr. IrvIng's task, and already, at
forty, hoe bas rnade It. Possibly, the fact that hoe was
bis, fafber's son hampered hlm. A great many people
sald, "Ah, hoe la geod, but ho cau nover be as good
as bis father." Proba4ly Mr. Irving would say him.
self! that hoe could nover equal bis father, and that

himself just to get familiar witb the kind of apo-
plectic language that hie needs in order to make up
the lecture for the stage.

Powys makes up bis language with literary grease
paint and rouge. No doubt about i. Hle tricks It
up as an actor or a Caruso does bis voice that hie may
get it across, flot fiat black and white, but plump,
llvid colouresques of dynamic energy that reminci
you of a Gargantuan feast gobbled in breathless
haste. The time leso short and the subject so big,
and the attention of the nine to one intellectual audi-
ence so rlveted upon bim as hie flim-flams his long,
black gown and black tie about the littie yellow
pulpit, sometimes almost picks it up and carrnes it
away or crumples It into kindling wood.

Dynamic? Yes hoe is. And fromn the moment hie
strides like Macready out to that yellow pulpit hie has
the spotlights full on. He pitches ln beadlong; no
sotte voce smug introduction, but "in medias res,"
wlth the pantheistic, primai energy of a Sappho
right into the arena wbere hie wrestled last week In
one hour and a haîf ail the French wrîters of note
from Rabelais to Maupassant to a glorlous and
Bacchanalian finish.

Not for hlm the grey lustre of George Eliot, the
white optimlsm of Browning, the smug complacency
of Thackeray or the respectahilities of any Anglo-
Saxon wrîtors whatever, unless It bie Chaucor, Shakos-
peare, Dean Swift, Byron and Kipling-whatever hie
thlnks of Masefield and of G. B. S. H1e deplones the
duil drudgory of the Englishman because hie is Eng-
lish hlmself. Ho glorifies the cosmlc irony o! the
French; and hie gave a red-hot, living-picture trans-
cript o! the raw-meat orgies of Rabelais, the immontal
cynicisins of the glant agnostic Montaigne, the
splendid audacities o! Voltaire, the passions o! Bal-
zac, the profound cosmic pity of Maupassant and tbe
Intellectual abandonment of Anatole France. 11e dis-
missed Hugo because hie was flot pure French. H1e
said nothing at aIl of Zola-why, oh, wby?

to hoe romotoly like hlm. ls the tbing wbeneof hoe is
most proud. But, If hoe continues upon the road
wbere hoe bas made sucb hoadway, if ls conceivable
that the mantle o! the father wlll descend upon the
son, and at the end o! the first quarter o! the
twontietb century, England and the world will see
Sir Henry Irving roincannato, who, boing dead, yet
speaketb in bis second son.

Thore is mucb that is suggestive o! the father lu
the son. I remember seeing Sir Henry two nigbts
before hoe dled lu Bradford, England, playing lu "The
Bells." Wboever saw the, great actor ln this, bis
greatest play, must always bave the imprint on bis
memory o! those mannenisms wbich made Irving,
Irving. One would ho ready f0 swoar that tbey
could nover appean in any other, for Henry Irving
transcended bis fellows, yet Laurence Inving subtly
suggests many o! fbom. Hoe is like bis father physi-
cally. His resemblanco lu method Is even more
marked. And yet, hoe ls different, and the difference
18 thero becauso the resemblance was there first.
No one but Inving's son could act as Laurence Irving
acts. As a corollany, the art o! tbe sou Is the art o!
the father developed along new Unes, and lu part
enbanced. Laurence Irving Is Laurence Irving oe-,
cause ho is, fundameutally, Henny Irving. Most o!
thaf that made the acting o! Sir Henry stand ouf as
Matterhorn stands out beyond and above Pilatus,
makes Laurence Inving stand alone and apart from
any other actor on the boards to-day. His art Is
sornething separate, different, and Immeasunably
more appeallng than that o! any compeor witb the
possible exceptions o! Sir Jobustone Forbes-Robont-
son and Mr. Harvey.

T HE old question o! wbetber au acter sbould slnkibimslf lu his part or play bimself above and
round bis part is surely setfled Iu the example

o! Mr. Irving. His succoss Is pre-omlnently due to
the !acf that hoe Is an artist first and an actor after
wards. Iu "Typhoon" hoe is completely Irving be-
cause hoe leso abselufely Takeramo. In '*The Lily" hoe
is whohly Irving bocause ho ls se !aitb!ully the
Marquis. Iu "The Ulnwrltten Law" ho is altogether
Irving because hoe la se innately RaskoinIkoif., In
"O1thello" ho ts evermfastenlngly Irving because hoe
iese truhy Ingo. Whou you have seen "Typiloon" you
say "Takerame was wonder!ul." It ls flot until
afferwards thaf you say, "Laurence Irving was won-
derful." You are captivated by the actor because
you are pervaded by the part hoe phays. Hardly any
player before the public to-day puts sueh a premnium
on mako-up. Martin Harvey se Sydney Carton or
as Captain Reresby bias SURl the face o! Martin
Harvey. Laurence Irving bas a dIfferent face wben
ho plays Takerarno from, that hoe affects whenho
phays Raskelnlkeff, or Iago. It ls nof rnorehy the
differeuce botween the marks of the groase paint
or the wlgs. It is the absolute changlng o! ex-
pression. There are players on the halls te-day who
earu their living by cont ont onlzing their feafures. Not
eue o! thern ls se perfect lu this regard as Laurence
Irving. He ls a voritable Dector Jekyll and Mn.
Hyde. Wbeu Takeramo Is playing, Raskolulkoff le0
des& Wheu Iago speake, the pollshed Marquis nover

Th11eD Art of Laurence Irving
By HUGH 'S. EAYRS


