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Captain Kid 

IT began soon after the war. I refer 
to the war with Germany from 
1914-18—an event in history 

which, so I gather from an occasional 
movie caption, can be remembered only 
by us older gaffers. About the year 1919 
we began to hear about youth, its ra
diant and noble qualities. If the rulers 
of the great nations had only been 
youthful, say from seventeen to nineteen 
years old, the tragedy would never have 
happened. There would have been a 
glorious spirit of brotherhood in the 
world; warm, red-blooded generosity. 
All the troubles between Austria and 
Russia, Germany and France, Germany 
and England, and Germany and America 
could have been arranged in a few min
utes, and no clothes torn. With a stein 
on the table and a good song ringing 
clear, the absurdity of shooting down 
these kindly Germans and Turks would 
have been apparent. 

So also with the Treaty of Versailles. 
Here again was government by gray-
beards. A few evil old men caused all 
the woe. Another group of wicked 
grandsires sat around a table in Chicago 
and selected the Republican President. 
Once more youth, beauty, idealism, gen
erosity, and romance were defeated by 
the sons of Belial. 

The world was full of eager, noble 
lads, panting to restore the Golden Age. 
The universities were full of them; they 
were conscious of their strength; they 
ran out each morning upon the college 
green, like young Greek gods, crying, 
"Youth! Youth!" In art, literature, and 
music it was the same. Truth and free
dom were waiting in the hearts of young 
men and maidens all ready to make the 
world one gay spring song. But it was 
kept back, baffled and defeated by a few 
senile tyrants. 

In Germany, where they do not 
leave things to chance, there was an or
ganized "youth movement." In Eng
land young poets came back from the 
war, and began writing verse to show 
that living in muddy trenches is disa
greeable; that dead bodies are unpleas
ant neighbors; and that shell-torn sol
diers are as much a part of war as the 
pretty ceremony at retreat, when the 
bugles sound and the flag comes flutter
ing down. 

There was an odd thing about this 
literature of youth. It was advertised as 
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joyous and gladsome, but in fact it was 
gloomier than the caves of Hades. Real
istic and truthful it was, in a fashion, 
but it was the realism of a man who is 
blind in one eye. Two young Americans, 
Mr. Dos Passos and Mr. Cummings, 
wrote books which missed no evil sight, 
sound, or smell, but never by chance 
mentioned anything pleasant. Even in 
camps, safe in America, the sun did not 
break out of the clouds for an instant. 
They recalled the farmer who, at the end 
of a perfect season when the weather 
had been fair and all the crops bountiful, 
was told that for this year at least he 
had no cause for complaint. 

"Well," he replied, "there ain't no 
sp'iled hay for the calves." 

Writers for some of the modernistic, 
magazines were in danger of losing their 
jobs if they allowed cheerfulness to creep 
in for an instant. One of them gave a 
description of the difficulty of his life, 
when each day he had to lash himself 
into the proper spirit of bitterness. The 
friends of this Gloomy Gus movement 
called it "The Cry of Youth." 

The child poets and the juvenile wri
ters of books commenced to stir. Na-
thalia Crane's poems were indeed merry 
and youthful, and justifî ed themselves to 
all who did not have the unfortunate 
experience of hearing Nathalia's ill-
advised attempts to read in public. Our 
most considerable reviewing magazine, 
the "Bookman," came under the editor
ship of Mr. John Farrar, who was as 
young as Shelley and almost as young as 
Chatterton. His youth was much 
stressed, and for six or seven years he 
edited the "Bookman" with ability. (He 
retired this month, having learned that 
the editor of a book-reviewing publica
tion undeservedly acquires as many ene
mies as friends.) Under Mr. Farrar's 
editorship the "Bookman" was a notable 
magazine, bufthat there was any more 
of the spirit of youth about it under Mr. 
Farrar, in his twenties, than under its 
former editor, the late Harry Thurston 
Peck, who was in his forties or fifties, it 
would be dangerous to assert. 

The cult for youth passes and flares 
up again. Shakespeare in "Hamlet" 
jabs at the child actors. Colonel Lind
bergh is youthful in fact, and attrac
tively so in appearance, but in manner 
grave and dignified. I have not heard 
that he goes out in a simple chiton and 

sings hymns to the morning sun, nor 
that he is especially contemptuous 
toward his elders. During the agitation 
about Sacco and Vanzetti the youth 
business came to the front again. In 
some quarters the report made by Gov
ernor Fuller and the report of his three 
advisers was received with the rema,rk 
that you couldn't expect sympathy and 
understanding from men so old. These 
elderly gentlemen were suffering from 
hardening of the mental arteries. They 
were all for hangings and electrocutions 
and the dismal ways of the past. Of 
course they couldn't be expected to look 
with favor upon youth, progress, and the 
future. If the decision, for instance, 
could have been in the hands of men of 
vision, like Mr. Justice Holmes or Mr. 
Justice Brandeis or Mr. Clarence Dar-
row, then truth might break through the 
fog. Well, Governor Fuller is forty-
nine; President Lowell is seventy; Presi
dent Stratton is sixty-six; and Judge 
Grant, seventy-five; an average of sixty-
five years. And Mr. Justice Holmes is 
eighty-six and Mr. Justice Brandeis sev
enty, or an average of seventy-eight. 
Mr. Darrow is President Lowell's age— 
seventy. 

Meanwhile, searchers have been comb
ing the universities for flaming youth. 
The result has been as disheartening as 
it would have been in 18S0, 1880, or 
1900. Except for enthusiasm about 
athletics and college societies, the sober
est and most conservative body of people 
in America are to be found in its colleges 
—the boys and girls from eighteen to 
twenty-two. Tradition with them is 
sacrosanct. 

Mr. Halliburton's "The Glorious Ad
venture" ^ is a very popular book. It is 
all about his travels in classic lands. His 
publishers say that "He swam the 
Hellespont where Leander and Lord 
Byron swam. . . . He ran the Marathon 
over the original course. He scaled the 
Acropolis walls at night. He charged up 
Mount Parnassus. He danced through 
the Vale of Tempe." 

The book itself is not as bad as that. 
The author, when he writes, does not 
pose so outrageously nor talk quite so 
much about glorious youth. He does 
have his picture taken, in offensive poses, 
against the background of Greek tem-

* The Glorious Adventure. By Richard 
HaUiburton. The Bobbs-Merrlll Company, 
Indianapolis. $5. 
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pies. And he does allow his publishers 
to talk overmuch about sparkling imagi
nation, the dauntless, liberated spirit of 
the age, and the reign of modern youth. 
Self-consciousness is rampant through
out. Mr. Halliburton is still in his 
twenties. 

Mr. Robert Benchley, the author of 
"The Early Worm,"' is far along in the 
valley of the shadow. The shades of the 
prison house are closing over him, for his 
fortieth birthday is only a year or two 
distant. He has been writing for a num
ber of years, and if he is not the truest 
of humorists and America's best living 
humorous writer, only Mr. George Ada 
and Mr. Finley Peter Dunne can dispute 
that title with him. Neither he nor his 

* The Ear ly Worm. By Robert Benchley. 
Henry Holt & Co., New York. $2. 
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publisher has ever bleated about youth; 
and if Mr. Benchley's features some
times appear in Mr. Gluyas Williams's 
illustrations of his books, they are sati
rized for the amusement of his readers, 
instead of glorified like a hero of the 
movies or like the chesty photographs 
of Mr. Halliburton. Benchley can 
hardly write a line which has not in it a 
joyous spirit of fun. He has a perfect 
instinct for play, and a perfect recogni
tion of humbug and pomposity in Ameri
can life. His is the genuine spirit of 
youth, and it will be his at sixty-five as 
much as it was when he delivered the ivy 
oration on graduation from college. This 
spirit has little to do with years, and it 
does not engage in self-conscious poses 
either before a camera or when he sits 
down at his typewriter. E. P. 
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Fiction 
THE THtJMJERBE. > By E. Barrington. Dodd, 

Mead & Co., New York. $2.50. 

Brought up to believe Thunderer an 
epithet belonging exclusively to Jupi ter 
Tonahs and the London "Times," it was 
only the portrai t of Napoleon on the jacket 
of E. Barr ington 's new novel tha t Informed 
us of a third and certainly not the least 
terrific claimant to the title. Napoleon, ex
cept as an incidental figure upon whom the 
spotlight is turned for some brief moment 
of sordidness or splendor, has not fared 
well a t the hands of the novelists, often as 
they have been tempted to essay him; 
poets and dramat is ts have been more suc
cessful. As the leading character of a 
novel, he usually emerges romanticized 
either into sentimental feebleness or some 
sort of impossible superman. A superman 
in achievement it may be admitted that he 
t ruly was, but with limitations of character 
a s pet ty as the scope of his ability was 
great. Natura l virtues, some of them im
portant, he had; but his personal code was 
low and he never showed, either in t r iumph 
or disaster, nobility of spirit. 

Tha t is the essential thing which E. Bar
rington understands, al though the portrait 
she draws of him, especially in the days of 
his early passion for the fickle and uncom
prehending Josephine, i s by no means un
sympathetic. I t is a portrai t soundly con
structed, neither exaggerated, mushy, nor 
wooden, and bears creditable comparison 
with known historic fact. One cannot, in 
Justice to the author, say less of her t i tular 
hero ; yet it is In her thorough and admira
ble presentation of Josephine and her 
sketches in few but t rue and telling lines 
of some of the minor historic figures, t ha t 
her best work lies. I t has, of course, long 
been impossible to regard Josephine as the 
snow-white innocent lamb, the broken lily, 
the suffering saint, sacrificed to an unholy 
ambition, over whose woes our grand
mothers shed luxurious tears. The most 
good-natured of women, tolerant, kind, and 
indulgent to everybody, but to herself first 
of all, the Creole Empress from lazy and 
lovely Martinique was by temperament 
sensual, greedy, deceitful, helplessly ex
t ravagant , readily tearful, bu t never really 
penitent, always amiable—and always 
charming. . All these characteristics E. 
Barr ington h a s effectively set forth in a 
framework of selected fact and credible 
complementary fiction, with the result of 
an extremely vivid and truthful portrait . 

The book deals with Napoleon in his 
family relations; battle and oonauest are 

merely a background, except indeed those 
battles royal, or ra ther unroyal, waged 
among the Bonaparte brothers, sisters, and 
in-laws; then indeed did Napoleon thunder 
mightily, rage, stamp, bang furniture, and 
shout unprintable language a t the top of 
his imperial lungs. No imaginative touches 
were needful to heighten the violence and 
vulgarity of these family rows as history 
h a s recorded them, nor the piquancy of 
their contrast with the more than princely 
rank and station of the participants. 

In short, E. Barrington has writ ten a 
refreshingly unsentimentalized but consis
tently interesting novel about one of the 
most amazing groups of historic individuals 
the world has known. 

GIDEON. By Inez Haynes Irwin. Harper & 
Brothers, New York. $2. 

The adolescent age is not a pie to furnish 
easy plums for novelists. Despite the au
thor 's occasional flashes of penetration into 
the psychology of youth, the boy Gideon 
Hal lam remains a fictitious character. 
Gideon is a child of divorce. He grows up 
with a decided mother complex, in the 
riotous circle of his mother 's jazz-mad 
friends. Before he is ready to enter col
lege the father, of whom Gideon retains no 
memory, requests a visit from his son. 
Inhibited by an ingrowing animosity 
against him, Gideon reluctantly complies. 
The brilliant scientist-explorer father, his 
lovely second wife, and their charming life 
together are revelations to the boy. 

Here is no vitriolic propaganda either for 
or against separating those whom God 
hath joined. Obviously, the elder Hallam 
and his first wife are happier unmarried, 
but their households form an enlightening 
contrast between two modes of living. Lip
sticks, jargon, and gin in the one home; 
dowdiness and intellectual contentment in 
the other. Gideon makes his choice in an 
interesting climax of events. 

'^^'"N^^'TOW^M "̂ ^™*S™^'-y- Greenberg, 
A tale of blockade-running in our Civil 

War. I t is agreeable reading, but with no 
great depth or reality. I t is perfectly easy 
now for all Americans to read without an
ger of British ships smuggling rifles into 
Charleston and taking cotton out. The 
trade was profitable, and only reprehensible 
when the bold adventurers were caught 
The battle of the Alabama and the Kear-
sarge forms a dramatic incident. The plot 
moves, the style r u n s easily, but the brave 
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