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The Theatre 
THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. Translated by 

THORNTON WILDER from Andre Obey's 
play, "Le Viol de Lucrece," with music 
by DEEMS TAYLOR. Presentation by K A 

THARINE CORNELL. Belasco Theatre. 
Reviewed by WILLIAM ROSE BENET 

IT seems to have been generally agreed 
by the New York critics that M. 
Obey's "Lucrece" is an unsatisfying 
vehicle for the distinguished art of 

Katharine Cornell, now as generally ac
knowledged to be America's foremost ac
tress. To this opinion we cannot but as
sent, after reading the play,* witnessing 
its performance, and refreshing our mem
ories of its sources, notably Shakespeare's 
early narrative poem inspired by the ac
count in Livy's Roman history. Certainly 
M. Obey could not have desired a more 
thoroughly competent English translator 
than Mr. Thornton Wilder, but the Gallic 
dramatist's work seems to us excessively 
meagre as literature. Its structure is also 
confusing. Not till the second scene do the 
gold-masked narrators, who make so 
many of the speeches, appear on the stage, 
allowing no preparation of the audience 
for the most peculiar stylization of the 
drama. In a sense they are a Greek chorus 
—in a sense they are not—their function 
seems ambigous, and as what they have 
to say sometimes lapses into a "chattiness" 
that brings their statements perilously 
near to that shadowy line dividing the 
sublime from the ridiculous, their pres
ences cannot be regarded as satisfactory. 
This despite the highly intelligent and 
beautifully enunciated readings with 
which Blanche Yurka and Robert Loraine 
furnished these anonymous roles. 

Aside from the distinguished acting of 
Miss Cornell, of Brian Ahearne, of Charles 
Waldron as Brutus, — and the capable 
work of the others in the cast,—the spec
tacle of certain scenes and the artistry of 
Robert Edmond Jones in settings and cos
tumes (the latter more medieval than 
Roman) may certainly be commended. 
There are moments in the play of great 
beauty to the eye. But for all the expres
siveness given to their lines by the actors 
the lines themselves remained flimsy or 
clumsy. Shakespeare's poem, barely shad
owing forth the dramatist that was to be— 
overwritten and astonishingly incompe
tent in places (as in the very death of 
Lucrece)—was at least-full-blooded in 
diction, whereas it would seem that what
ever life there is in the lines of M. Obey 
springs occasionally from a faint adumbra
tion of Shakespeare's thought but more 
generally from its expert histrionic inter
pretation. In Shakespeare the high-tide of 
his poem comes with Lucrece's address to 
Opportunity and Time, a splendid, if long-
vvrinded, burst of rhetoric. In the play we 
have but the barest fragment of this put 
into the mouth of one of the narrators. As 
anything approaching literature of M. 
Obey's own, just one speech impressed the 
present reviewer, a speech Miss Cornell 
gave with poignant beauty. Before Lu
crece sends the messenger to her hus
band's camp, after the rape, one utterance 
of hers about the necessity of being a great 
lady even in misfortune, followed quickly 
by an invocation of all that is nobly Ro
man, ends thus: 

One morning, as I was sailing on the 
bay Baiae, I saw a statue of Minerva at 
the bottom of the sea, the last remainder 
of some ship that foundered a hundred 
years before. I must now hold before 
my eyes, until the end, the memory of 
that white marble statue, seated, like 
the mother of silence, among the weeds 
that grow at the bottom of the sea. 

In the matter of threading the pillars in 
his approach through non-existing doors 
to the chamber of Lucrece, Brian Ahearne 
accomplished with incomparable stage 
idroitness a most difficult task. It is un
necessary to say that Miss Cornell wrung 
from the most dramatic and touching mo
ments of the drama all there was in them. 
Remarkably fine acting knit the play to
gether, that and a true and beautiful sense 
of decor. But this retelling of the classical 
story is so thin a fabric of words that 
praise must go entirely to its interpreters, 
not—alas!—to the author. 

ILLUSTRATION BY DIEGO RIVERA FROM MEXICAN MAZE, BY CARLETON BEALS 
(Lippincott). 

'• The book is shortly to be issued by the 
Houghton Mifffin Company. 

The Dictator of Mexico 
PORFIRIO DtAZ. By CARLETON SEALS. 

Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Co. 1932. 
$5.00. 

Reviewed by HERBERT INGRAM P>RIESTLEY 

PORFIRIO DIAZ at the judgment 
bar of history cuts no better figure 
than he did on the fateful day some 
two decades gone when the Ypi-

ranga bore him away to exile jmd death. 
Thirty-five years of inscrutable dictator
ship, eighty years cross-section of the 
growing pains of an amorphous national 
development make not an easy task of in
terpretation; thus far the life of Diaz has 
elicited no impartial evaluation drawn 
from original and first-hand sources and 
authorities. Of biographers there have 
been many: paid eulogists practically all 
until the days of the revolution, when the 
stream of envenomed diatribe began. Now 
and then a member of the old guard, like 
Garcia Naranjo, emits a long diapason of 
laudation completely sterile in effect, for 
it appeals only to those who believe what 
it says before reading. 

There is one thing to be said for the 
revolutionary writers: they knew their 
Mexico, being mostly Mexicans. What 
they lacked in strict historicity they made 
up in climate, not to say temperature. The 
trouble with use of them for organizing 
a foreign interpretation is the danger of 
utilizing illustration for incident, gener
ality for fact, and attitude for reality. 
Beals with his knowledge of revolutionary 
Mexico suffers less from these limitations 
than would the more recent arrival in 
Mexico; yet it must be said that this study, 
based on a creditable series of Mexican 
interpretation, remains provisional as an 
estimate of the personality of Don Por-
firio. When the long bibliography of items 
(three thousand) which the author has 
collected have been subjected to the im
partial scrutiny demanded by the canons 
of historical method, we shall have the 
definitive work. 

Probably, when all the proof is in, the 
result will not greatly differ from this in
terpretation. The biographer has a diffi
cult task, especially when the great man 
in hand violates all the rules of conduct 
which make the normal person, let alone 
the grandeur. But was Diaz great, after 
all, and did his services outweigh his sins? 
Beals finds him on the whole rather hard 
to explain in terms of grandeur, in fact, as 
within his milieu, rather commonplace. 

The pitfall of the biographer is over-
exaltation of the personage at expense of 
the setting. It would have served a pur
pose to have shown such a man as Benito 
Juarez, for example, in the light of his 
historical value rather than in terms of 
personal jealousy. The significance of the 
Reform movement, the struggle to sub
stitute legality for privilege in Mexico; 
the meaning of the problem of the land, 
to mention a few basic factors, might have 
been dwelt on with truer emphasis, at 
sacrifice of a few meaningless skirmishes. 
As to style and preference for this or that 
one, the taste must be individual; perhaps 
the impressionist by distortion p>alnts a 
truer picture than the artist who tries the 
older forms. Beals's colorful use of adjec
tives makes for vividness, not for reflec
tion. Were his varying strong points co
ordinated and schooled he would become 
an eminent writer. 

Gabriele d'Annunzio 

I 
THE FURIOSO. By LEONARD BACON. New 

York: Harper & Brothers. 1932. $2.50. 

Reviewed by CHARLES H . GRANDGENT 

( ( " I f WANT a hero: — an uncommon 
want" is a desire appropriate to 
our present-day master of Don 
Juan's chosen stanza. And the title 

"Furioso" is equally appropriate when 
one recalls the name of the most famous 
poem composed in ottava. rima. But if 
Ariosto was satisfied with a protagonist 
of reputable character, Bacon, like Byron, 
has felt the need of a jeune premier of 
contested respectability. Indeed, Byron 
has dealt rather more kindly with his ill-
famed Juan than Bacon with his notorious 
d'Anntuizio. For the latter, in the book 
before us, has no endearing traits what
ever. Cold, vain, selfish, sensual, but not 
passionate, he can appeal only by his am
bition and his real love of beauty. In 1924, 
in Paris, an Italian university man as
sured the reviewer that the much adver
tised poet never could have commended 
himself at home to his fellow-country
men, who found him quite foreign to their 
national tastes, had he not succeeded in 
capturing the admiration of the French 
and thus led his compatriots to see in him 
an asset to Italian glory. However this 
may be. Bacon's "hero" is shown despoiled 
of his heroic trappings, a poor and, at the 
end, a really pitiable figure. And this 
transformation is wrought without ob
loquy, without explicit disparagement, 
with an appearance of calm impartiality. 

"The Furioso" is simply a biography of 
d'Annunzio, from his boyhood until after 
his flight from Flume, shown against the 
background of his times and in the com
pany of his contemporaries. It is told with 
the same clever and rather cynical cool
ness which distinguishes the work of 
Byron himself; it shows the same easy 
mastery of ottava rima, the same rather 
welcome tendency to digression (for which 
both poets apologize unnecessarily), the 
same abundance of new and unexpected 
rimes, although Bacon avoids Byron's 
excess of out-and-out bad ones. The 
new Don Juan, then, has no ground for 
complaint of inadequate treatment. 

Although identification is inevitable, 
our "hero," like the other important char
acters of the narrative, is not called by 
his real name. Bacon, however, not imi
tating the strict anonymity of Dante's 
"Vita Nuova," does not withhold the 
names of cities. And the action runs to a 
good many different places—to the Ab-
ruzzi, to Rome, to Verona, to Florence, to 
Paris, to Vienna, to Fiume, and even fur
ther afield. We are given, not an un-
brokenly continuous story, but a series of 
characteristic episodes. When we first 
meet the boy, in the Abruzzi, he excites 
in us some sympathy, for his loneliness, 
his love of nature, his intense delight in 
his own imitations of Stecchetti, his ec
static reaction to praise, even for the first 
awakenings of a rude sensuality. Some 
sjrmpathy follows him even to his first en
counter with that great actress whose ca
reer was afterwards so unhappily linked 
with his, but who now, appearing in 
"Romeo and Juliet" in Verona, merely 
arouses in Gabriele admiration and am
bition, the certainty that he is destined 
for great achievement in drama and in 
poetry, a hunger for popular applause. 

At this early experience we find him in 
the company of a wise, devoted friend, 
who returns again and again to his side. 
Daniele Glauro he is called, and his tm-
tiring, unselfish friendship almost rec
onciles us to his unresponsive comrade. 
A very different scene meets us in Canto 
III, entitled "The Banquet of the Poets." 
A rich dinner party is given by a Roman 
publisher, a Jew, to a company of authors 
of different types. The convivial gathering 
does not greatly please our poet, although 
it does afford opportimity for his remark
able gift of observation. For observation 
and description are his—^not emotion or 
imagination. The gay orgy ends with ig
nominious interruption by the police, who 
seize the unhappy host for failure to pay 
the costs. 

Meanwhile our "hero" has grown rich 
and famous, both as playwright and as 
novelist. Yet he is far from being satis-
fled. Marked to be a superman, he should 
bring the whole world adoring to his feet; 
and this has not yet occurred. A "hero" 
he is, to be sure, but not a Nietzschean 
one. The world must ring with his name 
—if not for his writings, then for his deeds. 
He longs for "activity." But what can he 
do? The occasion, as yet unsuspected, will 
come later. It is during this period of dis
content, almost despair, that he once more 
meets the great actress, whom we are to 
know as Foscarina. And this time they 
become lovers, tragically for the serious 
and passionate woman, transitorily inter
esting for the cold-blooded poet in search 
of "material," although our author does 
not portray the incident with all the cru
elty with which the "hero" himself de
picts it in his novel "11 Fuoco." It is said 
that for some time after the publication 
of the novel, its author did not dare, for 
his life, to show himself in Florence. And 
what wonder? How could it be otherwise 
when the victim, a popular idol, is so 
manifestly and immeasurably superior to 
the oppressor, as a human being, as an 
artist, and as an Italian? With gen
uine satisfaction we pass, in "The Furi
oso," to an adventure in which the "hero" 
has the losing part. The scene this time is 
Paris, and the unconscious avenger is a 
famous dancer whose name a few years 
ago filled the world. With her the new 
Don Juan became violently infatuated: 
to speak of "love" in connection with him, 
is doubtless to use a meaningless term. 
At any rate, unused to refusal, a failure 
of his wooing seemed to him intolerable. 
And fail he did, most miserably—^nay, 
worse, ignominously. 

Such defeat can be effaced only by a 
victory. And where can such a vic
tory be found, save in the manly game of 
war? Opportunely the world war comes. 
Here intervenes an interlude, relating, 
amid pictures of mountain struggles, the 
really heroic deed of a plain, prosaic 
apothecary who, more or less accidentally, 
finds himself the protagonist of a gen
uinely poetic adventure in the Dolomites. 
In cruel contrast with this achievement 
are the tinsel advertisements of our Fu
rioso—his proclamations, his airflights, his 
distribution of propaganda in Vienna, his 
seizure of Fiiune, and his attempt to es
tablish there a kingdom of his own. How 
emptily theatrical his own efforts have 
been becomes evident even to himself 
when he encounters the iron will and the 
steady eye of a real leader. He is not the 
man that he and others have judged him. 
Already, in the hour of danger, he has 
fled ingloriously from Fiume. Presently 
he will avoid the perils of the march on 
Rome. He is a disappointment, a "back 
number." Certainly a role is reserved for 
him in the reconstruction of Italy, but a 
subservient, purely rhetorical role. That 
is what he is—a rhetorician and a poseur, 
not a man of original action or thought— 
an artisan of words, a pedant. And so our 
author leaves him, relentlessly displayed 
from start to finish. Thus ends this poem, 
by no means the least in the glorious line 
of the ottava rima. 

Charles Hall Graridgent is professor of 
Romance langiLoges at Harvard Univer
sity, an essayist, and the author of nu
merous works of scholarship. He is espe
cially known as an authority on Dante. 
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Charm with Irony 
FURTHER DIARY OF A PROVINCIAL 

LADY. By E. M. DELAFIELD. New York: 
Harper & Bros. 1932. 

Reviewed by HENRY SEIDEL CANBY 

READERS of the first "Diary of a 
Provincial Lady" will not be dis
appointed in this sequel. Tliese 

" apparently random and artless 
notes upon the difficulties in being l i ter
ary in Devonshire with a family on your 
back, and upon the trials of playing u p 
to a li terary reputat ion amidst the p r o 
fessional sophistry of London, are not so 
artless and so random as they seem, a l 
though their informality is an excellent 
medium for the wit ty charm of the book. 
Miss Delafield has made a self-portrait 
here, and a family portrait , and a portrait 

THE PROVINCIAL LADY UP-TO-DATE 

Illustration from "Fur ther Diary of a 
Provincial Lady." 

of that s t range assemblage which buzzes 
about a new li terary reputat ion, which 
are indeed more evidence tha t she is one 
of the really skilful novelists of manners 
in our day. Why has she not had the r e 
sounding critical success which so many 
English women wri ters less excellent than 
she have grown great upon? Because, I 
think, of her unpretentiousness, the u n -
pretentiousness of one who, like Jane 
Austen, seems to wri te easily upon her 
lap, while others talk and clamor about 
her. She is somewhat too ironic, too i m -
sentimental, to get t he reputat ion (which 
she deserves) of humorist , too delicate, 
too unpointed in her satire, to arouse fear 
or indignation, too much concerned with 
the humors of everyday manners as the 
best index of society, to interest the 
heavy-handed advocates of social changes. 
She illustrates the difficulties of belong
ing to the J a n e Austen school in the n ine 
teen thirties. Not tha t she is antiquarian, 
in spite of he r delightful "A Good Man's 
Love," which was a t ragedy worked out 
in iced wedding cake, or imitative. She is 
of our age and no other; belongs to the 
genteel t radit ion of which she makes fun, 
whEe ra ther loving it; dips into the milieu 
of plat inum blondes or Bloomsbury sex-
ualists with a delight in new experience, 
not for an instant losing her head; is aware 
of all the new ideas and new moralities 
abroad without ceasing to love her own 
people who, by turns , make novelties in
congruous, and are made incongruous by 
them. Indeed, if anyone writ ing fiction is 
better equipped for the business of com
edy, I do not know her name. 

I would not overstate the case of Miss 
Delafield. That would be to commit the 
precise error of which she is never guilty. 
She will never be a great novelist. She 
will never be a serious novelist in te rms 
of tha t seriousness approved by those 
whose concern is wi th the class war, or 
the sex struggle, or the depicting of new 
and unlovely types th rown u p by democ
racy. She is an aristocratic writer , which 
does not mean that she is in love with the 
aristocracy, bu t does imply a certain d e 
light in the trials and er rors of civilized 
living quite apar t from concern as to its 
philosophy or sociology. I think that her 
circle of readers will widen and that those 
she gets she will keep. 

As for the "Fur ther Diary of a P r o 
vincial Lady," he re is a novel exposed in 
its making; plotless bu t with the char 
acters all made and well made; t h e m e -
less, unless the at tempts of a lady wri ter 
to keep u p with her reputat ion is a theme, 

bu t with the incident and personality for 
which, if the t r u t h were told, we follow 
themes; informal yet constructed to catch 
the intellectual whimsies of Emma Hay, 
the naive sexualism of Parmela Pringle, 
the attractive stolidity of Robert, and also 
to express perfectly the business of being 
both mother and novelist, and the charm 
with irony which is Miss Delafield's espe
cial forte. 

'^Dear Jane" 
(Continued from, page 373) 

How many transcendental philosophers 
have been the mothers of large families? 
But I am writ ing nonsense when I should 
be discussing the most glorious old maid 
of all: J a n e Austen. For in speaking of 
old-maidish qualities I have been th ink
ing of her dryness and of her sharpness 
which are revealed more than ever in her 
le t ters which now appear for the first t ime 
complete, in a magnificent edition edited 
by Mr. Chapman who was responsible for 
the splendid edition of the novels p r o 
duced some years ago. 

Mr. Chapman, who shares some of Jane 
Austen 's qualities, has presented the le t 
ters in an ideal form. Thanks to him, every 
scrap of information can be extracted, 
and nothing is likely to be passed over. 
There a re full notes telling us full details 
of every casually mentioned person, place, 
or event so far as the most painstaking 
detective work has enabled him to iden
tify them, and there are no less than eight 
classified indices as well as seven maps 
and a considerable number of i l lustra
tions. All this for a young lady who occa
sionally moved from Hampshire to Kent 
or Bath to Winchester. How absurd! No, 
not absurd a t all. Such editing as this is 
not simply self-indulgence on Mr. Chap
man's part , it more than doubles the value 
of the letters, and it excites t he reader to 
share the editor 's enthusiasm. 

Many people have described Jane A u s 
ten's le t ters as disappointing; to me they 
seem the reverse. It depends, of course, on 
what is expected, and no discussions of 
l i terature or expositions of her novels will 
be foimd. Instead of such things is the 
stream of family gossip, talk of bonnets 
and balls and the visits of old friends or 
new neighbors and the things which one 
sister has always wri t ten to another. 

I am sorry to say m y colored gown is 
very much washed out though I charged 
everybody to take great care of it. I 
hope yours is so too. 

The commonplace things all sparkle 
wi th that sort of fun, for J a n e Austen 
could not wri te five lines without revea l 
ing her character and her temperament . 
I t t ickled her to wri te down what eve ry 
one would feel secretly. 

Charles Powlet t has been ill; his wife 
is discovered to be everything that the 
neighborhood could wish her: siily and 
cross as well as extravagant . 

Mixed with this tar tness is the high 
spirits and the teasing which was so char 
acteristic of her: 

If you have never heard that Miss 
Dawes has been marr ied these two 
months, I will mention it in my next. 

One seems to hear Cassandra shrieking 
with joy and exasperation over them as 
she read them aloud to a circle of int i 
mates. But there is more in them than 
sharpness and wit; often she reveals he r 
self in scenes which are as vivid as any in 
which we meet her heroines. 

Mrs. Bramston was very civil, kind, 
and noisy. I spent a very pleasant e v e 
ning, chiefly among the Manydown 
par ty . There was the same kind of s u p 
per as last year and the same want of 
chairs. There were more dancers than 
the room could hold, which is enough 
to constitute a good ball at any time. I 
do not th ink I was very much in r e 
quest. People were ra ther apt not to ask 
me till they could not help it; one's 
consequence, you know, varies so much 
at t imes without any part icular reason. 
There was one gentleman, an officer 
of the Cheshire, a very good-looking 
young man, who, I was told, wanted 
very much to be introduced to me; bu t 
as h e did not want it quite enough to 
take much trouble in effecting it, we 
could never bring it about. 

How in the world cem anyone find a 
letter of that sort disappointing? Why in 
the most na tura l way possible. He may 
quite well feel like the young man at the 

ball who looked at Miss Austen and was 
scared of her. Irony and intelligence are 
alarming, and though Jane Austen's love 
and acceptance of, and preoccupation 
with, the affairs of everyday life led them 
to pass almost unnoticed or at any ra te to 
seem less dangerous, they could not be 
completely concealed. 

I am laying in a stock of intelligence 
to pour out on you as my share of con
versation. I am reading Henry 's "His 
tory of England," which I will repeat to 
you in any manner you may prefer, 
either on a loose, desultory, uncon
nected strain, or dividing my recital as 
the historian divides it himself, into 
seven pEirts. The Civil and Military—• 
Religion—Consti tut ion—Learning and 
Learned Men—-Arts and Sciences— 
Commerce, Coins and Shipping — and 
Manners; so tha t for every evening of 
the week there will be a difi'erent s u b 
ject; the Friday's lot. Commerce, Coins 
and Shipping, you will find the least e n 
tertaining; but the next evening's po r 
tion will make amends. With such p r o 
vision on my part , if you will do yours 
by repeating the French Grammar and 
Mr. Stent will now and then ejaculate 
some wonder about the cocks and hens, 
what can we want? 

The circumstances of a young lady of 
the upper middle classes a little over a 
hundred years ago might not seem con
ducive to the expression of genius, but 
they did not fetter Jane Austen in the 
least. She accepted the life around her, 
felt herself part of it, and fewer great 
wri ters have been less at odds with ti)eir 
environment. Only now and again does 
a remark slip out which shows what a 
portent she was. For example when she 
visits a girls' school she reflects: 

The appearance of the room, so total
ly unschool-like, amused me very 
much; it was full of all the modern e le
gancies—and if it had not been for some 
naked Cupids over the mantelpiece, 
which must be a fine study for girls, one 
should never have smelt instruction. 
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A drawing by Cassandra Austen, supposed 
to be of her sister Jane . 

Like many hvmdreds of other persons, 
I am terribly in love with J a n e Austen, 
and I am very grateful to Mr. Chapman 
who with this edition of her letters has 
made her more real and living to me. 

Waste 
(Continued from page 373) 

comforting sometimes to vrrap oneself in 
the careless plenitude of a careless wri ter 
of genius whose talent is unblot ted and 
unrevised. Nevertheless as one looks 
through the new books of serious fiction, 
sociology, economics, biography, criticism, 
history, the wonder grows that in an age 
when the mechanical pressure upon l iv
ing has been doubled and redoubled, 
these earnest and thoughtful wri ters have 
allowed themselves such unskilful dif-
fuseness and such uncritical profuseness 
and inaccuracy in words. A good, even a 
fair poet, could send a class of modern 
prose wri ters to the board and keep them 
sweating there for hours whUe he gave 
them elementary lessons in making e x 
pression efficient. So natura l and inevi
table does it seem to most wri ters of our 
books to ladle out paragraphs in order to 
fill one waiting sjxson, that it is difficult to 

make them unders tand the need, and still 
harder to make them unders tand the 
means, of economy in words. With amaze -
ment one remembers that Bacon in the 
spacious days of great Elizabeth vvTote 
chapters in paragraphs. The salt brevity 
of Montaigne, the packed sense of T h o -
reau, the nicety of "The Sentimental 
Journey," the lucid compression of "Can-
dide," and the sheer skill in expression of 
Defoe at his best, or Goldsmith, or that 
great journalist Macatilay, are constant 
reminders tha t when the pressure of 
things to read was less than now, the ef
ficiency of prose was again and again 
brought to a far higher pitch. 

We have wri t ten much he re of the cost 
of books, and should have said before 
that this cost is measurable in more im
por tant things than money—in time, in 
boot-slogging through verbosity, in ennui. 
With a t eam of assistants to help we would 
guarantee to take any shelfful of books 
published in 1932, and, eliminating a few 
volumes wri t ten by men and women 
aware of the necessity for craftsmanship 
in words, reduce the remainder to 80% of 
their length, and add 20% to then- ef
ficiency. (Many books we suspect would 
never survive such editing. They would 
evaporate leaving only a plat i tude or a 
couple of facts.) Bu t the job belongs to 
the authors and the publishers that p r o 
duce them. This is one way to bring down 
the price of books. 

F r a n k Merriwell, hero of a series of 
books for boys of which ra ther more than 
100,000,000 copies have been sold in the 
last thirty-five years, soon will appear on 
the screen and be heard over the radio, 
Gilbert Pat ten, who wrote most of the 
books in the series unde r the pen name of 
Bu r t L. Standish, said in a recent in ter
view with a representat ive of the New 
York Times. Mr. Pat ten, according to the 
Times, is writing the radio scripts and is 
also at work revising the paper-backed 
books to appear in a cloth-bound edition. 
He is "modernizing them, trying to make 
the boys talk as boys do now, and putt ing 
in some radios and airplanes for back
ground." 

"Mr. Pat ten," the rim.es continues, 
"originally wrote his 208 Merriwell stories 
at the rate of 20,000 words weekly. Most 
of his work was dictated, bu t to dictate 
properly he had to walk, and a pedometer 
showed him that he was walking about 
four and one-half miles each morning. He 
is typing out the revisions himself, but 
with his ra te greatly decreased, averag
ing about 1,500 words a day. So far he has 
revised four of the books and has two 
more almost ready. 

"In addition he writes the running story 
for a school and adventure strip about 
F r a n k Merriwell which appears daily in 
more than 200 newspapers in the United 
States, Canada, and the Philippines. 

"Mr. Pat ten started writ ing Merriwell 
stories in 1896 and worked steadily at 
them unti l 1914. He did the work for Street 
& Smith, publishers, a t the ra te of one 
every two weeks, each volume containing 
about 70,000 words. Mr. Pa t ten has since 
taken over all r ights to the Merriwell 
stories except the paper book rights. 
Street & Smith a re still reissmng the 
books, in new covers." 
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