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most penetrating satirists and resonant scoffers
at folderol that this continent nourishes. He is
far more than a colyumist: he is a poet—a kind of
Meredithian Prometheus chained to the roar and
clank of a Hoe press. He is a novelist of Stock-
toman gifts, although unfortunately for us he
wntes the first half of a novel easier than the
second. And I think that in his secret heart and
at the bottom of the old haircloth round-top
trunk he is a dramatist.

«
^He good-naturedly deprecates that people praise
Archy the Vers Libre Cockroach" and clamour

for more; while "Hermione," a careful and cut-
ting satu-e on the follies of pseudokultur near theDewey Arch, elicits only "a mild, mild smile.*
As he puts it:

>t

A chair broke down in the midst of a Bernard Shaw com-^ the other evening. Everybody laughed. They hadbeen laughmg before from tune to time. That was becau«
rt was a Shaw comedy. But when the chair broke they roaredWe don't blame them for roaring, but it makes usJTThe purveyor of intellectual highbrow wit and humourpours his soul mto the busmess of capturing a few refin^

^Zrt^ T' "• '""'^ *^" ^^^^ ^ °°«^ or twice in ageneration he can get a cerebral chuckle-and then OldBoob Nature steps in and breaksachair or flings a fat man^ on the u* and the world laugh, with aflTlJ;^


