
DON MARQUIS

T[£RE is nothing more pathetic than the

case of the author who is the victim of a

supposedly critical essay. You hold him

in the hollow of your hand. You may praise him

for his humour when he wants to be considered a

serious and saturnine dog. You may extol his

songs of war and passion when he yearns to be

esteemed a light, jovial merryandrew with never a

care in the world save the cellar plumbing. You
may utterly misrepresent him, and hang some

albatross round his neck that will be offensive to

him forever. You may say that he hails from

Brooklyn Heights when the fact is that he left

there two years ago and now lives in Port Wash-

ington. You may even (for instance) call him

stout. . . .

Don Marquis was bom in 1878; reckoning by

tens, '88, '98, '08—well, call it forty. He is burly,

ruddy, gray-haired, and fond of corn-cob pipes,

dark beer, and sausages. He looks a careful

blend of Falstaff and Napoleon HI. He has con-

ducted the Sun Dial in the New York Evening

Sun since 1912. He stands out as one of the


