FUNERAL FOR GALSWORTHY
- /953

Slmphcnty Marks Services After
Which Novelist’s Body Is Cremated.

Wireless to THE NEW YORK TIMES.

LONDON, Feb. 3.—With the sim-
ple austerity that characterized the
life of John Galsworthy, funeral
services were held for him today
in St. Johns, Woking. The body
then was cremated, after which a
brief burial ritual was conducted |
in the Chapel by the Rev. D, W.
Money, Vicar of St. Johns.

The funeral was private, with
only members of the famlly, ser-:

vants of the household and a few
friends present. The members of
 the family were the widow, Mr.
 Galsworthy’s son, Frank; his sis-
ter, Mrs. Reynolds; his nephews,
Gilbert Galsworthy and R. H. Sau-
ter, and Mrs. Sauter. :
There were no flowers, in accord-
ance with the family’s request that
those wishing to pay tribute to the
novelist help the Prince of Wales’s
unemployed fund instead. On each
side of the coffin was a large laurel
. wreath tied with red, green and
| whlte rlbbons |




John Galsworthy
Is Seriously I11

LONDON (UP) — John Gals-
worthy, British novelist, is serious-
ly ill at his home - in Hampstead,
suffering from anemia complicated
by a cold. _

He was descrlbed as ‘“very weak”
in a statement which his nephew
made to the press Saturday.
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Mrs. Wharton has no great pageant
jike the panarama of the Forsytes,,
her characters are not to be found
decorating any family ¥ tree of an
enormous American elm (as it were),
as some of Mr, Galsworthy’s decorate
the sturdy Forsyte oak., But more
nearly than any other American
writer she counterparts Mr. Gals-
worthy's interest in the typically na-
tional.

They are of approximately the
same age (Mrs. Wharton is a few years
the elder), and" they published thelr
first books within one year of each
other, Mr. Galsworthy in 1898 at the
age of 31 and MMrs. TWharton in 1899
at the age of 37. Tt is interesting
that these fwo novelists should have
published volumes of short stories
just now—interesting and flluminat-

ing.
——

“On Forsyte 'Change’ is a group
of stories, nineteen in number, of
various lengths, which fill in some of
the gaps in the Forsyte saga. A couple
of them sound as if they had been writ-
ten for that purpose alone. The
others, all of them, have the same
vividness, the same power, the same
intense Englishness that the saga
itgelf had, and that the best of Mr.
Galsworthy's work always hes.

fome of them have real humor—
which Is a quallty rare in thé solid
fineness of Mr. Galsworthy's work
They are all rich in the fragrance of
r‘he past—all except the last one
‘Soames and the Flag,’” which ie;
rich with the essence of the war's
reaction on that monument of Eng-
'II:,h conservatism, Soames Forayt:
Chey are written with the same beau.-
t‘lful and meticulous care that M
Galsworthy gives to his novels—mo N
han he has given to some. In r:
word, they are as flne work as th
author is capable of, oy

.
That Is not4rue of * ¢!

! 3 Certain Pe 4

however. Mrs, Wharton has p?'gi'ee.d



great distinction. Two of the néveletw’s'
which comprised *“Old New York
were as brilllant as any of -her work,
"and her most famous volume is certair:
1y not full novel size—'* Ethan Frome
remains one of the masterpieces in
parvo of the American literary tra-
dition. There are six long short stories
in * Certain People.” Two of them,
“ A Bottle of Perrier” and “ Mr.
Jones,” are frankly horrorish stories,
and “ After Holbein ' hag its grisly
and horrific moment. But they are
not horror stories that are lustily hor-
rors—they are more like skiliful ex-
ercises in the business of shocking.
There ' is one medieval tale which
is good, but not exciting, and a story
about a woman who went to see a
man whom she loved when she heard,
he was dying and saw only, instead,’
a grim sister. That leaves only * The.
Refugees ”” with the typical Wharton;
touch of a social drama skillfully por-!
trayed. And that is mostly the {dea
and not the treatment which gives it

a flair, - . ‘
]

The two volumes interested me tre-
mendously in comparison, for there
{ has been much twittering back and
forth about the short story being an
~American rather than an English
form. Here we have the work of one
of the best of our American writers
not comparing favorably to _the work
of a corresponding English writer, Mr.
Galsworthy's is by far the truer work
of art. The answer is that any lit.

erary form i{s not national at all, but
| 2om Al eri Ay 1
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Saintsbury, the Connoisseur

By BEN RAY REDMAN

KNEW, of course, that is was bound
to _happen snoner or Jater, and the
probabilities were that I would live
to see and lament the day. For a
good many years now, at least several
more than a decade, I have been looking
at a certain fairly long shelf in my li-
brary, wondering just when the inevi-
table event would be announced. The
author of the many books on that shelf
had left the Biblical span well behind
him-—he was never one for minimum
allowances for anything, and the final
j reckoning could not long be postponed.

/| But postponed it was with singular for-

JOHN GALS\WORTHY.

Johnrn Galsworthy

OHN GALSWORTHY was mare than
an English novelist In Continental
Europe, and among the German-
"_Lm,g' countries particularly, he
a orfly the best known English
novve_hst of his generation, he was also a
world writer whom they took to their
hearts. When he went to Vienna in 1929
the f{oremost Viennese actor delivered a
eulogy, and a thousand men and women
listened in rapt attention while he read
in English from his works. The recent
award of the Nobel prize was an inevi-
table crowning of a Eurcopean reputation.
It is said that his popularity and pres-
tige were greater abroad than at home. It
is said that the English speak of him as
English Henry spoke of Percy of Naorth-
umberland, dead on Chevy Chase—

“Now God be with him,” said our King,
“Since "twill no better be;
I trust I have within my rezlm,
Five hundred as good as be.”
If there is a cerfain insularity in such an
attitude (supposing that it actually ex-
ists) an American can only remind his
British contemporaries that Whitman had
his earliest praisers abroad, and endeavor
to account for the deep interest and real
affection which the works of John Gals-
worthy have always aroused in the United
States.

It was assuredly not his American char-
acters that won us. They are neither
numerous nor particularly successful, and
indeed if they had been as distinguished
as the English Forsytes, we should have
been put off by the strange jargon they
spoke, a muddle of American dialects
which not even Punch has ever equalled.
But this is unimportant, for they were un-
important in his scheme.

What won us first in those now almost
forgotten years of the 'sixs, the 'sevens,
and the ’nines, was that strange and thrill-
ing social conscience, which was more ar-
ticulate and more persuasive in his novels
than in the raucous shoutings of our own
muckrakers, or the ironical disintegrations
of Bernard Shaw. “The Island Pharisees,”
“The Man of Property,” most of all “Fra-
ternity,” where each character had his
shadow in the slums, were disturbing and
inspiring because they were so fair-
minded and so kind. To an American so-
ciety that had just ranged itself, they
spoke of the responsibilities that come

with cultu.re achieved, they carried |

than of responsibility, yet the influence
of that aristocratic liberalism which' ir
this country certainly was often born of «
reading of Galsworthy is still potent, if n¢
longer regarded as the answer to our|
problems. It was a first stage in the tran-
sition from the arrogant confidence of the
nineteenth century to the radical recon-
structions of society under way in thc
twentieth Those whose imaginations werc
first touched by the early novels of
Galsworthy were fortunate, for ideas of
change came to them in the guise of an in- |
spiring duty, and not as stark necessities
driven upon them by war and economic

chaos. i

These early enthusiasms were momen- |
tary, and one doubts whether “Fraternity” |
could stir us now except by its virtues— |

not transcendent— as sheer story. But
there is another and subtler and more

| titude and persistence, year after year,
until one was nearly persuaded that it
would never come at all. So it was with
a shock, almost of the completely unex-
pected, that I read on the morning of
Sunday, January 29th, that on the pre-
vious day, at his home in Bath, England,
George Edward Bateman Saintsbury, “lit-
erary critic and connoisseur of wines,”
had died at the age of eighty-seven.
Born at Southampton, on October 23rd,

1845—died at Bath, on January 28th, 1933. |

That in itself is a far from usual record
But Seneca, among others, has pointed
out that years provide no fit measure-
ment for the life of man. Longa est vita,
| siplena est. And the life of George Salnts-
| bury was not merely long, but long in the
sense that it was full. Those thirty-odd
volumes on the previously mentioned
shelf are standing proof of the fulness, A
“History of Criticism,” in three stout vol-
umes; “a “History of English Prosody,”
in three volumes almost equally stout; a
“History of English Prose Rhythm”; a
“History of the French Novel,” in two
volumes; a “Short History of English Lit-
erature” (short meaning some eight hun-
dred pages); four volumes of “Collected
Essays and Papers”; one volume on the
English novel, another on Elizabethan lit-
| erature, another on nineteenth century

I l.ilerature another entitled “The Earlier

” and still another called

lasting debt which American r owe
to Galsworthy. The monumental work by
which Galsworthy will unquestionably be
best remembered is “The Forsyte Saga,”
of which the first volume remains the
most impressive. Its admirers claim, and !
rightly, that as a pageant of capitalistic
England in the Victorian age, it is worthy
of comparison with Thackeray, and com-
parable in sincerity and scope, if not in |
variety, with Balzac. Yet for Americans it
has a closer claim upon attention. Our
abundant British inheritances of blood
and culture have always aroused our in-
terest to the point of fascination in any
strong study of racial character and per-
sonality among the English. And espe-
cially is this true when the English author
depicts with power the slow moulding,
into distinctive and intensely individual
traits, of those qualities, those instincts.
those tendencies from which, under dif-
ferent skies and different circumstances.
our own characteristic mental behavior
has been made. To the American well read
in his own literature and history, English
types, when felt as such and projected
with the realizing imagination of genius.
have the fascination of might-have-been.
either for better or for worse. When Eng-
lish fiction is written with a sense of racial
histe-a, we read in it of a life that is paral- {

lel wh/< and contrasting to our own, in q
mcldamn farimsd A folt © the litera=

" "I'he Flourishing of Romance'—these are
some of the thirty.odd, and they (the
thirty and more) represent only a frac-
tion, perhaps a third, perhap.y less, of their
| author’s almost sixty years of writing life.
What he attempted, what he did, was
prodigious. There are dry and dusty pe-
| dants, breathing the stuffy air of the in-
finitesimal cubby-holes of specialization,
who will tell you that he attempted too
| much. Some of my most unpleasant min-
| utes have been spent in argument with
| mole-acholars of that sort. But he did
not attempt too much, b his attempt
and his accomphshment were identlcal;
and he hes himself described the pedants
who condemn him. Here we have them,
pinned on a small cork as they deserve:
“the acrid pedant who will allow no one
whom he dislikes to write well, and no
jone at all to write on any subject that he
himself has written on, or would like to
write on, who dwells on dates and com-
mas, who garbles out and foists i in, whose
learning may be easily exaggerated but
whose taste and judgment cannot be, be-
cause they do not exist. . , .” We meet the
same pedant, or the plu.ral of the kind, in
a letter that the late Walter Raleigh (not
then Sir) wrote to D. Nichol Smith almost
thirty years ago. Raleigh, takmg up his
professorship at Oxford, was a’ i wor-

ried by the secretive and defensive attl-
tude of bis learned collesgues: bat his
friend Firth reassured him.

Firth talked to me like a godmother;
and said that I mustn't be !righu-ned of
them, as most newcomers are. He's quite
nghl—they frighten each other to death,
and any moderately impudent man can
dupe them all. They regard knowledge
as a kind of capital—not revenue. They
sit on the bag. It's the credit of knowing
they care for, and the discredit of not
knowing, they fear.

These people, according to their lights,
had a legitimate complaint against Saints-
bury (as they had against Gosse, who at-
tempted less), but their lights were not
his. He did make mistakes in dates; he
did err in quotation, when he was sepa-
rated from books that he knew much bet-
ter than the gentlemen who had to have
the same books at their elbow in order to
prove any knowledge of them; but I re-
fuse to believe that he ever “faked” as his

ssay. Ir ber the m t of
potential disillusionment through which 1
passed, years ago, when a certain aﬂ\umn
boj‘ronm,}nn‘ tnote of Saintsb

“History of Criticism,” convinced me that
Salntsbury had never read Fronto. But a
little reflection led me to the conclusion
that undoubtedly he had read the most
excellent dicta of Marcus Aurelius’s tutor,
that he had made an abstract of Fronto’s
writings, and (again separated from the
original) had misinterpreted his notes.
Such accidents happen, and they are sel-
dom important. Certainly they were not
important in the case of a man who took
all literature as his province, and made
that province his own by right of indis-
putable conquest.

There is overwhelming ewdence toprove
that Saintsbury exaggerated not at all, or
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our own characteristic mental behavig,,

has been made. To the American we]] read
in his own literature and history, Englig},
types, when felt as such and Projecteq
with the realizing imagination of geniys
have the fascination of might-have-been,
either for better or for worse. When Eng:
lish fiction is written with g sense of racig]
histn*r;.:— we read in it of a life that is paral.

’ lel whdit and contrasting to our own, in g

| degree seldom found or felt in the litera.
ture of the Continent. Hence the Jolyong:
the Rawdons, the I'om Joneses= th("“v"::?/‘
Proudies, and the Pickwicks of English fic\
tion mean more to the American reader,
grip his interest with a deeper sense of
significant reality, are more familiar, even
when most insularly English, than the
great types of French, German, Russian,
or Scandinavian fiction.

And surely no one in our day has made
greater contributions to the racial history
of English personality than John Gals-
worthy. No single racial type and person-
ality in contemporary English fiction is
worthy to be advanced bevond Soames
Forsyte. He is propertied England incar-
nate, a symbol of the later nineteenth cen-
tury in its most English moment, an island
philistine, superb in his eccentric but
completed evolution from the so-called
Anglo-Saxon stock. /;
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The Forsyte Clan

DN FORSYTE 'CHANGE. By Jonn GALs-
worTHY. New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons.
1930. $2.50.

Reviewed by Homer E. WoODBRIDGE

' I \HERE seems to be no reason why Mr.

Galsworthy should not, if he chooses, go on

writing about the Forsytes as long as he
ives. The family tree at the end of the “Saga”
ists some seventy-seven names, and the stories of
many of the bearers remain untold. The family
ncludes a wide variety of character types, in four
senerations, Almost anything which could have hap-
vencd in England within the past hundred years
might furnish material for a chapter in their chron-
cles. Thousands of readers already know more
about the Forsytes than about their own families, and
are resolved (as 1 am) to read all the tales of the
clan that Mr. Galsworthy is willing to tell.  Thus
far each new Forsyte volume, quite apart from the
interest it borrows from its predecessors, is alive and
vitally interesting in its own right. “On Forsytc

’Change” is different from the others in plan and

character, but is fully worthy of a place beside them.

As the author says in his brief apologetic “Fore-
word,” the nineteen tales of the collection “help tc
fitl in and round out” the family history. In time-
citing they are scattered over a century, beginning
with a reminiscent account of “Superior Dosset,”
the founder of the line, and ending just before “A
Modern Comedy” begins, in 1918, They give us
a series of vivid glimpses of the older and middle
generations of Forsytes at significant moments in
their lives,—of old Jolyon and his brothers and sis-
ters and of their children, This in itself would
amply recommend them to readers of the “Saga,”
who will probably wish to refer now and then to
the family tree above mentioned in order to fit each
tale into its niche in the legend. But a reader so
unlucky as not to have made the acquaintance of the
Forsytes nced not hesitate to begin with this vol-
ume. Mr. Galsworthy, to be sure, thinks the storics
would not be understood apart from the “Saga,”
and this is partly true of three or four of them. But
.chro.nologically “On Forsyte >’Change” belongs first;
it gives us more of the early history of the family
than any_ of the other volumes, and .leaves am with
disunct impressions of many characters who play
minor parts in the novels.

Entirely apart from their relation to the earlier
Forsyte books, however, these tales are well worth
knowing. They are not mere chips from a novel-
ist’s workshop, or, as Mr. Galsworthy modestly calls
them, footnotes to the “Saga.” Many of them,
such as the one last mentioned (“Timothy’s Narrow
Squeak”), are capital stories which would be almost
equally interesting if they had nothing to do with
the Forsytes. “Nicholas-Rex,” for example, shows
how the hero, long a sultan in his family, at last,
through his wife’s rebellion, was “in common with
other Kings, limited by his Constitution.”” There
are two admirable stories about children, “Revolt at
Roger’s” and “June’s First Lame Duck”; there is
a good dog story; there are finely executed character
portraits like “Four-in-hand Forsyte” and “The
Sorrows of Tweetyman”; there is the delightful
“Francie’s Fourpenny Foreigner,” in which thc
hard-headed Roger saves his rather wayward daugh-
tor from a marriage that he believes would be
disastrous. There are two sympathetic studies of
Soames, one showing him as a young man deep in
love, the other as an elderly one shaken by the war.
“A Forsyte Encounters the People” is a masterly
litle study in one of Mr. Galsworthy’s favorite
fields, the impact of class on class. Such a sampling
as this may give some idea of the variety of interest
in the stories; it cannot suggest the fineness of truth
with which the artist has painted his scenes and por-
traits.

It is interesting to compare Mr. Galsworthy’s pres-
cnt attitude toward the Victorian Forsytes with his
treatment of them in the carlier part of the “Saga.”
[n 1906, when “The Man of Property” appeared,
he was reacting pretty sharply against the Victorian
spirit, and his attitude toward its typical representa-
tives was rather acidly satiric. The passage o
l}VCmy-four years, and his long imaginative associa-
tion with the older Forsytes, have led him to a more
sympathetic understanding of them. His point of
view is still critical, but his criticism is more often
1r.np1ied than expressed, and his spirit is one of impar-
tial good humor. He has come to admire the solid
virtues not only of Soames, but of the whole gen-
cration. The old Forsytes, he says, “had fits over
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small matters, but never over large. When stark
reality stared them in the face, they met it with the
stare of a still starker reality.” Mr. Galsworthy has
become a sort of ideal and omniscient spectator, tol-
erant and sympathetic, but detached and amused, of
the whole Forsyte spectacle. The presiding genius
of this book is Meredith’s Comic Spirit,—the spirit
which perceives the pretences, the self-deceptions, the
unconscious ironies of men’s lives, and smiles at them
without malice. One cannot help wishing that un-
der the guidance of this spirit the author would re-
tell the story of Irene Heron, who in the “Saga” is
never seen objectively, but always through the“eyes
of men in love with her,
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. 188 . New
_q-.;-.-i.a-.':y.--: a'a-n? .50,
By PERCY HUTCHISON
F ninetesn stories in Johm Gals-
worthy's new volume are S0
eplsodea, farcical, grave, matirical,
ar Lhe came may be In the lves of
that Forayte clan the history of which has
for ao long been Lhe major cocupation of
g b et lbat g uisied movalled. No doubit
e Sl perssiis o Bave neveds

eard of the Forsytes, bul with
hese the present writer refuses
0 converse. He merely informs
hem that in ''On Forsyte ‘Change™
hey will find 8 collection of some
[ the very best short stories they
ave encountered in recent vears,
aned of mood and perfect In
xecution. And that they had
esl, after reading them, famil-
arize themselves with the book's
ackground. namely, the history of
he Forsyles, as contained in ““The

orsyte Saga™ and A Modern
“omedy.”” By so deing not only
«ill they find that the present

tories suddenlty eprich and broaden
ind grow immensely more humane,
ut they will become acqualnted
«ith & family they have always
mown and yet never gulte knowm.
If evidence were lacking (ms evi-
lence s mot) of the reality of the
cores of persons that walk in and
ut of the Forsyte pages from
“The Man of Property'" to ""Swan
ong.'” the appearancs of ""Ono Far-
yie "Change’” would convince the’
nost skeptical. For in doing these
vdde nda—or whatever one wishes
o call the stories of the book—
r. Galrworthy gives ample proof
‘hat, although he had buried the
greatest of the clan, namely,
Soames, not only could he not part
rompany with the people he had
created, but, and more significant,
hey refussd Lo part company with
im' It makes aneé realize why the
—orsyte novels appeared one after
-nother, six of them, over a period
f years. Ewery individual lived,
moved, had his corporeal and
mpiritual (and sometlmes less than
pirituall existence as truly as the
"lesh and blood members of one's
mmediate family =and group of
riends. And, astounding robots of
writer's imagination, once set in
motion, they took Iife into thelr
own hands and reduced their origl
nator to the rank of smanuensis.
Yet there was a limitation to their
sctivities. John Galsworthy was
master of their fate to the extent
that |t was his to say what of their
chronicle should go between any
set of covers. One sees now how

much he left out—Aomt Juley's
courtship. - the reduction to was-
salage of ‘'Micholas-FEex" by his

—epntly spoken wife, June's first
ame duck, young Jolyon's esca-
pades at Cambridge. In the march
3 the major narrative these ilttle
dde affairs could not find place.
Mr. Galsworthy eltber wrote themr and put
hem aside, or he did pot write them out;
hey stayed In his memory; and now, with
thers, they come together to fili in the
teture.

The first story, *The Buckles of Superior
Domset,” is the least pressive. And the
-eason Is clear. In hg back to Dorset-
hire and the foundlng of the famlily, Gals-
—orthy, In hils chronicle, was |nterested
wlely Lo indicating how deep in the soll

NEW TALES OF

John Galsworthy Adds 50

\_.

t
i story, if it accomplished anyY
makes mare Insistent idea.
contributes not a great den
perhaps, further evidence
honesty and solldity. o
The reviewer may not dwel =
separate plece, The second s a de
tronic fragment (the year
irony s of all datea) In which Young
taken by his father to the Britiah M
1o mes the Kagyvptian mummiss. And

Joha G lsworthy,

half asleep over his cigar, remember
going back to Dorset to find & rallway
running where his mother's grave had
been and her bones scattersd mone knew
where. And suddenly the youngster makes
him see that that is just what had beeo
done to the Egyptlans,

“Hester's Little Tour’ Ia next; just such
a frightened half-momnent of remance mk
must have come to thousands of the Vie-
torian maldens who were the spinster

,w

Sey 1O,
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THIRTY-TWO PAGES

IE FORSYTE CLAN

Footnotes to His Family Saga

thin is followed by “Timothy's Narrow
Squeak,”* ms It came o be called on For-
“¥te 'Change. Timothy was one of the
major persons of the chronicle, and with
this story the preset collection acquires
the reality missed by ita predecossors.
Timothy lived with Galeworthy as the
others did not, The “narrow squeak' (in
18807 was when Timothy wrote a proposal
of marringe to a young woman, but re
fralned from handing her the letter when

i L B~ T s e oo
o o s

he saw her driving alone with a man In
& hansom cab. It is impossible to stop
over each vignette. But "'Revolt at Rog-
#r's’" s a charming story of chlidren—It
has to do with the Francle and Eustace

.—as sonsitive a reading of the child mind

aAnd heart as one may wish to find. And
“‘Dog of Timothy's’* i3 such a whim-

mleal account. of an ingratiating stray aa

could come only from such a lover of
dogs as John Qalsworthy, IU ia the laugh-

movingly done in the ""Sagn." And

it s
shrinklng Aunt Juley who beards her
tyrannieal brother and insists that the

:"'“”t";h-'ll eahine shall remain. Galswarthy,
0 these sly contributions to the F

hiat > Forayla
the ) takes especial delight In gieing

¢ subdued middlecentury females a
fling at rebellion. And the very furtive
neas of hiz sallles In this direction makes
the wit m g

ore rellshable. The all byt com-

plete omisalon of Irene from the collection
TUEEESIA thal Guisworthy teared he
might disturb the delicacy of hie
earlier handiwark \f he added there
to, Yet in the handful of pAages of

"'"The Peacock Cry,” when Sommes
parts with his dignity to stand out
side Iréne's window two weeks be
fore thelr marriage, one is brough
to a fuller realization of the pos
sible depth of Victorian passio
{(and passion for possession) tha
even the chronicle conveyed. Th
tragedy of Soames, however muc
he brought it on hlmself, is becom
more poignant, more deserving o
sympathy.

Biotted against the lamp-post be
stayed unmoving, acbing for a
sight ot her. ith his coat he
blotted the whiteness of his shirt-
front, took off his hat and crushed
it to him. Now he was any stray
early Idler with cheek agminst
lamp-post and no face vialble, any
reluroing reveler.

In “Francie's Fourpenny For
elgner,” an Itallan viollnist whon
Francie for the moment thinks o
marrylng, Ia a passage which throw
light on the whole Forayte history
It is not imposnsible that the author
when first he planped his work, jot
ted it down In rough form as a
gulde. If so, then the double trilogy
to which the full parrative grew is
cumulative evidence of a paycholog-
fcal reading never deviated from.
Francle, knowing well the disap-
proval of her father, writes her

mother of her intention, adding that
‘‘she was going to sleep at her atu-
dlo til father had got over tha fit
he would certalnly have.'*

There again she went wrong in
her psycholo {writes Galswor-
thy). incapahle, like all the young
Foraytes, of appreciating exactly

the quality which had made the
fortuhea of mll the old Foraytes.
In'a word, they had fits over small
matters, but never over large.
When atark reality stared them

In the face t.hm{.I met it with o
stars of & still starker reality.

The two war pleces, A Forsyt
Encounters the People’ an
"Soamea and the Flag.' the Intte:
the most truly manterly of them all
arc of Galaworthy's best The pas-
sage just quoted, besides its func-
tion in the story in wht it ap-
pears, is nlso A sort of beam Tlashad
ahead on thess two pieces. Perhapa
the stark reality of the war could
not be met, even by a Forayle, with
a reality more stark; but it was met
with a stare that did not waver.
Both pleces go deep: and bath make
the reader appreciative of some-
thing in human beings he may not
always have rocognlzed. It will be the
guens of many that John Galsworthy, now
that be hus come down so far in the gossip
on Forsyte 'Change, will again put hin
oar to the ground and listen toe what they
say of Flour, and Mont, and Jon, and, of
course, of Soames In his later days. The
record will be eagerly awaltod. To the
readers of the ‘“Saga' and the "“Comedy’”
they who people Lhe pages have ever been
ag real as for their creator. It Is pleasurr }



