
A LITTLE MORE ABOUT EVE

BY JAMES BRANCH CABELL

ASOUTHERNER is very often, and quite
easily, shocked, especially in any
matter which concerns chivalry.

I, thus, am frequently upset to an unbeliev-
able degree when people tell me, as they
do over and over again with rather mad-
dening unanimity, that women have not
been fairly dealt with in that collection of
my books which make up the Biography
of Dom Manuel's perpetuated life upon
earth. . . . Yet other persons, to be sure,
profess that women are introduced into
the Biography solely in order that men
may deal fairly with them in Jurgen's per-
sonal application of this phrase. Either
way, there seems a general feeling—pe-
culiarly awkward for a Southern author
to be encountering,—that, throughout my
books, this half of the world's population
has been neglected if not actually slandered.

After due confession that this is quite
possibly true, I confess that I do not think
it is true. I must point out that women, in
common with all other non-human crea-
tures such as gods and fiends and ghosts,
appear in the Biography only as this one
or the other of them seems to this or that
human, and therefore, of course, to this or
that very easily deceived, male person. I
must point out that the point of view of
the Biography is always masculine. I must
remind you, in brief, that I have attempted
no actual or complete portrait of any
woman, but only a depiction of some man's
notions about one or another woman.

To this rule there are but two exceptions,
I believe, throughout the entire Biog-
raphy,—in "Sweet Adelais" and "Porce-
lain Cups,"—wherein for technical reasons
all is necessarily seen through a young
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girl's lustrous and youth-blinded eyes.
Elsewhere I have self-confessedly rendered
the man's notion of the woman, whether
the man's own all-tincturing nature be a
medium so heavily or so slightly encolor-
ing whatever it transmits as I have vari-
ously employed in Nicolas de Caen and in
Richard Harrowby and in Gottfried Jo-
hannes Biilg and in Robert Etheridge
Townsend and in Captain Francis Audaiae
and in the anonymous redactors of the
legends of Poictesme. Everywhere I have
but recorded one or another more or less
individualized male's notion about an
especial woman, as a notion for the cor-
rectness of which I could assume no
responsibility.

I have preferred to err, where error ap-
peared inevitable, upon the safer side.
Reading any printed narrative by a woman
wherein the authoress—for at this precise
point all female writers become mildly
quaint authoresses,—purports to render
for you the interior being of any male
character, then the male reader becomes, at
happiest, puzzled and just vaguely per-
turbed. The teddied creatures are clever.
They, whose empirical knowledge is com-
plete, do understand us—almost. But,
after all, nothing in the picture is really
quite right. The most gifted woman writer,
at her most excellent, seems but to give, in
dealing with her ostensibly male char-
acters from the inside, one of those "artis-
tic" photographs in which not any
especial feature but merely everything is
slightly out of focus. I can recall no in-
stance in which a woman writer has de-
picted a man even fairly credible, to any of
her male readers, when once she had
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reversed the intentions of nature by trying
to penetrate the man's exterior.

Since, heaven knows, they understand us
far better than we do them, I can but de-
duce that when a male writer attempts to
depict a woman from within, he also, with
an even heavier emphasis, does but make
a fool of himself. And I refrain from at
least that single form of folly as far as may
be possible. I present frankly, throughout
the whole Biography, all women and gods
and fiends and ghosts and fabulous mon-
sters which enter thereinto, only as they
appear to some especial male, because that,
after all, is the sole point of view from
which I or any other man can ever regard
any of these myth-enveloped beings.

II

Which reminds me, through no instantly
apparent connection, of my daily corre-
spondence. There are, I now and then hope-
fully imagine, no more persons remaining
anywhere in the United States of America
sufficiently interested in the correct pro-
nunciation of my surname to write and ask
me about it: then the postman comes, to
confute optimism, and upon the following
Saturday I must type off two or three more
statements that Cabell rhymes with rabble.
But almost if not quite so often does the
postman bring an inquiry as to what was
the really fundamental explanation of one
or another phenomenon witnessed by
Manuel, or by Jurgen or Florian or Gerald,
or by some other of my leading male Man-
uelides; if the symbolism were such and
such; if the person encountered is to be in-
terpreted as so and so; if one or another
word should be regarded as an anagram;
and, in brief—through that sempiternal
assumption that all art is a branch of ped-
agogy,—what allegorical teaching did I
intend by this or that passage? What, in
the usual phrase, does this or that passage
"mean?"

Then, on the following Saturday, I must
type off a confession of more or less hu-
miliating ignorance. I must explain that I

have but recorded from the point of view
of one or another especial male that which
he witnessed. I have told the reader, for
example, what Manuel saw and heard, or
I have set down all that Florian or Jurgen
or Gerald ever knew about some particular
matter: and concerning this same matter
that is all which I myself can pretend to
know. Certainly no reader has any call to
know more. The reader should respect the
book's point of view as zealously as does
the author.

After that, I try to fold my note so as to
fit it neatly into the stamped and self-
addressed envelope which was thought-
fully enclosed by my correspondent, and I
find that never by any chance is the achieve-
ment possible. For it appears that, through
a truly remarkable coincidence, the more
inquisitive of American novel readers, in
common with most collectors of auto-
graphs, all deal with the same stationer,
who purveys a very special sort of envelope
so abbreviated lengthwise as to accommo-
date not any known size of writing paper.

Well, but my point is, that just so do
women rank in the Biography. I can but
tell you all that my protagonist, in each es-
pecial volume, ever knew about them, and
as a rule that is not much.

Ill

Yet it may be that there is a second reason
for this gingerly handling of women, as
concerns at least their unphysical aspects.
It may be that I remain too much the ro-
mantic, even before the rising phantom of
a fiftieth birthday, ever quite to regard
women as human beings. . . . For one has
the assurance of the very best-thought-of
critics that "the author of 'Jurgen' "—
whom I privately tend to disesteem as a
semifabulous creature,—is "an embittered
romantic."

He began, it seems, by writing the most
philanthropic, if somewhat overblown and
cloying tales, in his faraway youth: but,
with advancing age, he found the world
not altogether that which he had expected
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it to be, and so lost his temper, and began
to be dreadfully peevish about affairs in
general. He seems to have been completely
upset by the shock. He has never got over
it. Every week the returns from the clip-
ping bureau bring me the most authorita-
tive information as to this embittered
romantic existing in a never-lifting atmos-
phere of despair and frustration. . . . And
one resignedly accepts the label, because,
after all, every writer of some years' stand-
ing has to be classified, by those who are
both younger and more certain about every-
thing than he can ever hope to be
again.

The only trouble is that this labeling
does a bit complicate private life. Nobody
can, with any real comfort to himself, go
on being an embittered romantic twenty-
four hours to the day when so many
pleasant things are continually happening.
It would call for more self-control than
seems reasonable. Besides, if I dared to try
out the role of an embittered romantic in
the home circle, and among those sur-
roundings in which the major part of my
life is passed, everyone would be surprised
and upset. The family physician would be
sent for. So upon the very rare occasions
that I provisionally attempt to live up to
the standards of the best-thought-of critics,
by behaving as becomes an embittered ro-
mantic, it has to be done when the presence
of company has temporarily stilled the
frankness of connubial comment.

Even so, when you first meet strangers,
and particularly interviewers, the situation
is now and then faintly embarrassing. You
feel the weight of social obligations, you
feel that these aliens at least may expect
you to behave as an embittered romantic,
and that they may even have some assured
information, denied to you, as to how an
embittered romantic does behave: and in
consequence you do not at all know what
to say or do. You can but desperately at-
tempt to hide behind a look of friendly but
cynical amusement, and to assume an air
of thinking superior thoughts well suited
to publication in the Dial, which you are

leaving unworded. And you feel too that
you are bungling the whole affair. . . . For
no embittered romantic, I repeat, can
maintain the appropriate atmosphere of
despair and frustration in his private and
social affairs with any real comfort to
himself.

—All which is a bit afield. I had meant
only to say that a romantic, even when of
the embittered variety, perhaps cannot ever,
quite, regard women as human beings.

IV

Now to do this is, of course, the signal
attempt of the Twentieth Century,—to
regard women as human beings. I am not
sure the experiment will succeed: but the
outcome, after all, I take to be no concern
of mine, whereas I am certain I find it
drolly interesting to observe the progress
of Eve's daughters. . . . For so great a
while they were but conveniences, equally
for housework and copulation. Then, as
the more talented courtesans were evolved,
women here and there began to be ranked
among the luxuries and adornments of life,
exactly as we of late have seen yet other
bedchamber and kitchen furnishings, under
the name of Early Americana, turned into
prized ornaments of the drawing-room.

But the apex was reached in the medieval
notion of domnei,—perhaps the most as-
piring, and very certainly the most un-
predictable, of all the inventions of
romanticists,—whereby women became
goddesses, or, at least, Heaven's bright and
lovely symbols upon earth. Of this domnei
I have written sufficiently in another place.
Yet I must here point out that domnei was
always a cult limited in its membership to
the upper classes, and limited too, as
though instinctively, in any recordance of
its tenets, to the golden and pleasurably be-
fogging haziness of verse. Side by side with
domnei, as the main trend of medieval
prose literature shows very plainly, per-
sisted always the monkish notion of
woman as a snare of the Devil, and the
bourgeois notion of woman as a false and
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lustful animal. The romanticist, that is,
tended, as he still does, howsoever timidly,
to be a gentleman. Domnei prevailed only
among the gentry, among those who had
the leisure, and the good taste, to play
with what Gerald Musgrave calls a rather
beautiful idea.

Well, and now—as a part perhaps of the
very general discrediting of all gentle no-
tions everywhere as a bit overflavored with
fudge,—now this ends. To every side of us,
the lady—a word which is so significant
that to record the four letters of it here
must permeate this whole page with old-
fashionedness,—the lady, I observe, is
triumphantly climbing down to full equal-
ity with the butler and the Congressman.
I daresay—and at least I have Madame
Melior de Puysange to back me,—that the
pedestal upon which domnei exalted every
gentlewoman had its discomforts. The
lady, in any event, grows nowadays as
rare as the horse; these two, who were
formerly the dearliest prized chattels of
every wellbred male, now race neck and
neck into extinction: and the progress of
woman's evolution toward that day, now
so clearly to be foreseen, when women will
at last have become human beings, ap-
pears edifying. Yet I watch it with auc-
torial disinterest, for with that day my
books have no concern. My books,
throughout, treat of an older day when
this surprising metamorphosis had hardly,
if at all, begun.

I confess, in brief, that the male inheri-
tors of Manuel's life—from whose point of

view I have written all that which makes
me an embittered romantic every Thurs-
day, when the envelope from the clipping
bureau comes in,—that these Manuelides
have, throughout the Biography, ap-
proached the daughters of Eve with that
underlying feeling of unintimacy which
one perforce harbors toward all gods and
fiends and other non-human creatures.
And now a third reason for this confessed
fact occurs to me.

I would suggest that the inheritors of
Manuel's life were perhaps the victims of
heredity. For it was Manuel, as you may
remember, who remarked upon Upper
Morven, at the height of his love-affair
with Queen Freydis: "What can I ever be
to you except flesh and a voice? I know
that my distrust of all living creatures—
oh, even of you, dear Freydis, when I draw
you closest,—must always be as a wall be-
tween us, a low, lasting, firm-set wall
which we can never pull down. There is no
way in which two persons may meet in
this world of men: we can but exchange,
from afar, despairing friendly signals in
the sure knowledge they will be misin-
terpreted. No soul may travel upon a
bridge of words.''

Well, and I suspect that in this par-
ticular no one of Manuel's race has ever
greatly differed from their great progeni-
tor. For it was then that Manuel, after
all, spoke the final and all-comprehending
words that any man may say to or about
any woman. Or, for that matter, about
any other man.
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THE NORTHWEST TAKES TO POESY

BY JAMES STEVENS

IN THE hardy old times of the great North-
west the sweet art of poetry was for
ladies only. In those days the logger,

the silver-lead miner, the cowpuncher, the
jerkline freighter or the bartender caught
in the act of composing verses was regarded
with something of the hostility accorded
mine-salters and horse-lifters. Whenever a
Northwestern male of that lusty era felt
the urge to twitter and sigh in print he
fled to more congenial regions. Thus Edwin
Markham and Joaquin Miller deserted Ore-
gon.

Today, however, the situation is entirely
changed. The poetry landslide of the last
decade smote the Northwest with a tumult
of song that still reverberates. In the deep
and dark stopes of mines lyrics were mur-
mured to the accompaniment of silver-lead
ore clinking from steel shovels. Above the
drone of saws and the ring of axes in the
Douglas fir forests rose the sound of bully
logger voices chanting sonnets. On the
cattle ranges east of the Cascades cowboys
no longer shrilled the ribald rhymes of
"The Chisholm Trail" as they rode for the
towns,and the Rabelaisian lines of
"Mother Kelley" no longer boomed above
the feed-yards; in their place correct bal-
lads from the poetry books were sighed
out in the most genteel tones, and the herds
at night were lulled to rest by the recita-
tion of soothing odes.

At last poetry had ravished the males of
the He-Man Country. The Northwest was
ripe for literary leadership. Hordes of poets
were wasting their sweetness on the desert
air. They yearned, of course, to perform in
public. The urgent need for an impresario
was proclaimed. The call sounded in vain
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until 192.3. Then Col. E. Hofer, one of Ore-
gon's grand old men, offered his services.
In January, 1913, the first issue of his
famous magazine of poetry,1 the Lariat, ap-
peared. It flew this banner, in colors of
cream, black and red:

Western Poetry Magazine
THE LARIAT

A Monthly Roundup of Western Discussion and
Criticism Devoted to Higher Standards of Liter-
ature on Broad Cultural Lines of Expression.

Later on the following was added:
The Lariat is a voice crying out in the wilderness,
warning the reading world that Our Country has
standards and ideals in national literary affairs
that are well established in poetry, fiction and
drama, and should not be crowded off the map by
the slum products of Europe or even Our Own
Country.

Still later this boast and appeal were
flown:

Educators, Libraries, Club Women, Brain workers
and Professional men and women—

Are Roped by the Lariat and like it—•
Join in the Gang for the open air spaces who

are strong for clean Western American standards—
Help keep Our Country sane, sound and sweet.

Here was the stuff. Soon the Lariat had
penetrated to the remotest regions of the
Northwest. It was read over branding
fires; cowboys held it in their left hands and
perused it ardently, while their right hands
pressed hot irons into the flanks of bawling
slickears. No longer were choker-setters
and bull-cooks forlorn in their desire to
see their lays in print; they now sat in their
underclothes and read the Lariat all through
the eventide, and proudly hoped. Lumber-
pilers paused in their labors to haul the
Lariat from their hip pockets and to derive
from its pages a momentary inspiration be-
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