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BUMPS

Being the story of how a literary
man takes his knocks from the cold
World as cheerfully as any com-
mercial traveller.

B H: A, CODY

Aut
hor of “The Frontiersman’ and “If A Man Sin."”

[ Dgor;()t mean those protuberances one has received
t the some remote ancestors, and which adorm
- the CI‘O_Wn of one’s anatomy. Neither are they
1 one d\;armus enlargements caused by the reception
Zineg, 0‘;’ of ten rejection-slips from as many maga-
Ye K w’ no. They are the bumps one gets after
machiom out several typewriters (I here refer
ma'teri-a,-u ‘“?S), untold scores of pens, and has
DeDartmy 1‘n'c1-ease<d the revenue of the Post Office
Which Ien't in postage stamps. The bumps about
one'g ﬁrs:ns'h to speak are those which come after
sent fopy, book has :oeera published. Having already
Roconding) eight brain-children into the world, I can
king ¥ speak with a certain degree of authority.
Career a:sg back now over the past years of my
. OMe Tece a-n‘aut:hc'yr, 1 am reminded of the bumps
You mﬂd"e‘s in riding over a country corduroy-road.
BoVernm enly speed from the firm ground upon the
rapiq sue‘m a}bmoq-mity. The bumps come in such
it ccess.lon that you have little or no time for
i Nluw.b It is after you are over, with every bone
Sous h;,i ody racked, that you begin to get mad, tear
bit of r, and say things. Of course it doesn’t do one
Yidacy mf‘“’d, for the corduroy-road stares at you as
v as the reply to your letter of indignation
Merel the .Pu'blic Works Department. You have
3 Y relieved your feelings, and that is worth
M’l‘h ing.
o ‘:mim-tial bump you received on the literary
lisheq yYWas after your first book had been pub-
that a:11 mou were greatly exalted, and you imagined
Vour try he people in your towm, to say mothing of
i bﬂ(ﬂ?ﬂd‘s, were ready to make a stampede upon
“olg e store. You wondered if the supply would
& t, and if the publisher wonld be able to meet
demang.
un:efay after the arrival of your masterpiece, you
ang it ed casually, as it were, into the book-store,
ol was then that you received your first bump.
at yun;m beheld several copies of your book gazing
Not . Tom the shelf where they had been placed.
“‘I‘ﬁunde had been touched, and though you hung
. niﬂw‘f the afternoon, every moment expecting
,ema‘inedto begin, mothing happened, and the volumes
! : undisturbed. You went back the next day,
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AVE we a national sense of humour? Nationally—perhaps not. But we have humorists.

|
I s
/1"
’
5 1\\"\\':..
Y

5 8V

: L

* L. .

<
4 -3 -

DERC.
No. 7

T his

species of contributor to the gayety of na'ions seems to spring up regardless of environment. If

we were a race of humorizers we should not need

the humorist. We are a serious people. We

take ourselves seriously. So did the United States, and Mark Twain came up as a safety valve. If
““the United Stales, in Mark Twain’s day, had not taken itself more seriously than any other people in
the world, Mark Twain would have remained Samuel T. Clemens, found in any business directory.
If we were nol a serious-minded people we should have had no need of Sam Slick in his day, or in
the present generation of such as Stephen Leacock, of Montreal, Peter McArthur, of Appin, Ont.,

and H. A. Cody, of St. John, N.B. The article herewith on Literary Bumps is real humour.
not cause tears of laughter, but it contains a q:iet snigger in every paragraph.
His books are not humorous.

usually advertised as a humorist.

It may
The author is not

But he has had enough expe -

ences as a literary man to be able to express the humours of the business of wriling books. All who

read books should appreciale what he says.

Those who intend fo write books should—take notice.

counted the number and found that there was one
less. Somebody had the temerity to r.ake a pur-
chase.
venturing near again, and then you found the copies
all there excepting three. Yes, three had aclually

been purchased out of the whole row!

SO sudden had been the bump, like the leap upon
the corduroy road, that for a while you were
dazed. Then &ou got mad, tore your hair, and said
things. You were not a pleasant companion o live
with, and for the sake of peace in the house you
strolled down town. Here you were accosted by an
acquaintance, & prominent dry goods merchant. He
was glad to meet you, and congratulated you upon
your literary success. «1 have mot read your book
yet,” he told you, «put 1 am anxiously waiting until
it is in the Public Library. They are SO slow in
getting the new books there. I wish you would
stir them up.”

You felt like saying something in reply not re-
corded in Holy Writ. But you looked wise, seemed
pleased, and passed on your way. 1t was the same
with several other acquaintances you met. They
were all successful business men, and they, too, were
waiting for your book to be placed in the library.
They hoped that there would be several copies, £0
that they would not have to wait too long.

HEN it was that you went home and did some
hard thinking. You stayed awake all night
working out your plan, and the next morning you
visited your business acquaintances, and presented
to them a definite proposition for the good of the
community in general. Your plan was as simple as
the working of a Public Library. Get the City Fathers
to procure a large, suitable building, and make 2
liberal grant of money. Apply to the Government for
another grant. Provide a staff of competent workers,
whose duty it would be to keep on hand in boxes or
on shelves most of the things needed in any house-
hold. The main cost would be in the first purchase.
. All arnticles of wearing apparel would be kept there,
cooking utensils, furniture, and the many other
things which are generally purchased. By this
arrangement, when a man needed a pair of braces
all he would have to do would be to go to the
Commodity Centre, and secure the use of & pair for
fourteen days. At the end of that time he could
take the braces back, get a new pair different in
gtyle and colour, or @ collar, neck-tie, or whatever
he wanted. A woman could have the use of a skirt,
hat, or anything else she desired for two weeks.
Tor the kitchen @& man could obtain anything, from
a knife to a cooking stove.’ By this plan no one€
would get tired of the things about his house, as
there always woulé br a variety. It was a fine idea,

You waited until the end of the week before

and all done for the benefit of the community. Why :

cause people to spend money upon such things when
they could have the use of them for nothing?

As you outlined your plan, you became so enthus-
jastic that you did nat notice the startled expression
upon the faces of your acquaintances. They liatened
patiently until you were through, and then coolly
asked you what effect such an arrangement would
have upon the business houses in the town. You told
them that it would be the same as upon publishing:
houses and authors in general. But they shook their
heads and told you that it wouldn’t work in their
case.. A book is a luxury and not a necessity, they
informed you. When you reminded them that the

main cost of living to-day comes through people

purchasing luxuries, and not the real necessities of
life, they replied that all the goods they handled
were mecessities, and that people could mot possibly
live without them, such as new Easter hats, auto-
mobiles, ice-cream, chocolates, and such like. That
was their settled conviction, and though you reasoned
with them, it made not the slightest difference.
What applied to their goods was not at all applicable
to your book. When you left, and the merchants
met one another, they referred to your scheme, and
sadly said, “Poor fellow, his new book has affected
his brain.”

You then went to the City Fathers and presented
your plan for the improvement of the community.
You were at once shown the door, and you were
fortunate in not being kicked downstairs. You had
already written to the Government, and after some
delay you received a curt letter informing you that
yvour plan had not met with approval, as it would
be a fatal blow to the business firms in your town.

By the time you had partially recovered from these
bumps, the book-reviews of your masterpiece, “The
Golden Thread,” had begun to arrive. You had sent
five hard-earned dolars to a Press Clipping Concern,
and you had expected great things. Even thoughk
the people of your own town did not appreciate your
efforts, the critics would. They, at least, would give
you complete justice, and would write long articles
announcing to the world that a new literary luminary
had suddenly swung into view. This jdea had buoyed
you up through all discouragements, and so with
eager haste you examined your firet bundle of reviews.

AN\D what did you find? Justice? A fair and

impartial eriticism of your book? Amn attempt
to comprehend and appreciate the author’s motive
in writing the story? No, nothing of the kind. 1f
they had been justly critical you would not have
cared so much. But the first glance plainly showed
that the reviewers had not taken the trouble to read
the book, but had skipped through it like grass-
hoppers, picking out a passage here and there, tear-

i




