MR. PROSSER UPON ARISTOTLE
BY MARY ELEANOR ROBERTS

I

WAS sitting at my desk yesterday I mean. He must have read that
when Prosser breezed in. Prosser book."
is a Successful Author. He makes a
"What in the world are you talking
mint of money writing scenarios for about?" I exclaimed, bewildered.
the movies. He sat down and an"I'm telling you, ain't I? It's all in
swered my first remark? without lis- the book. He's doped it all out. He
tening to them. He had something on gives the whole thing away. Aristotle
his mind. I waited for him to unload. I mean. Anybody can do it."
Prosser believes in direct methods.
I began to see daylight. "You mean
His training has taught him to go the method? What Henry James calls
straight to the point. Presently he 'The Pattern in the Carpet'?"
burst out:
"Henry James nothing!" roared
"You're barking up the
"I know where 0. Henry got his Prosser.
wrong tree. No wonder your stuff—
plots."
I was interested. "No! Where? Well, we'll leave that. I'm talking
Are there any more of them? Is it a about action. Action, my good woman,
is what the public wants."
mine?"
Prosser provoked me. I am a good
"Sure!" he grinned. "A gold mine.
woman, but I don't like to be called
Anybody can get them."
one. I said stiffly that I failed to see
"Tell me," I pleaded.
When Prosser talks, he always any.connection between 0. Henry and
walks. My apartment is not large. Aristotle.
The living-room is the biggest room
"Then you haven't read him," said
in it, but even so, when Prosser Prosser promptly. "I mean Aristotle.
plunged six paces one way, hands un- Look here." He tugged a sheaf of
der coat-tails, eyeglass string a-flutter, papers out of his coat-tails. "I copied
he had to turn and plunge back. I down a lot of it. Listen to this:
moved two chairs and a table and let 'Tragedy then is an imitation of some
him oscillate.
action that is important, entire, and
"You've heard of Aristotle ?" he de- of a proper magnitude.' Do you get
that? He says 'Tragedy', but he
manded.
means a play or a story. It's the same
I admitted that I had.
"He was a dramatic critic," volun- thing. He says that a play consists
teered Prosser. "I picked up his book of a plot, and the manners or characat the library. It's great stuff. That's ters of the persons, and the sentiwhere 0. Henry got them. His plots ments, which is what they say. 'But
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of all these parts the most important
is the plot. Because Tragedy is an
imitation not of men but of actions'—
(do you get that?)—'of life, of happiness and unhappiness, for happiness
consists in action, and the supreme
good itself, the very end of life is action of a certain kind—not quality.'
Do you get that? 'It is by their actions that men are happy or the contrary. So that the action and the plot
are the end of Tragedy, and in everything the end is of principal importance.' He goes right to the heart of
the matter. He was some vsrriter, that
old bird!" exulted Prosser. "And listen to this: 'Further—suppose anyone to string together a number of
speeches in which the manners are
strongly marked, the language and the
sentiments well turned, this will not
be sufficient to produce a play; that
end will much rather be answered by
a piece, defective in each of these particulars, but furnished with a proper
table and contexture of incidents.'
What's that but the movies?"
"But where is your 0. Henry?" said
I.
"I'm coming to that. He says then
that the plot is the soul of a play, and
that poor writers fall down in the construction of one, and that the parts of
the plot which are most interesting are revolutions and discoveries.
There's my 0. Henry!"
"But I don't see—" I objected.
" 0 you don't, you won't," retorted
Prosser. "You see well enough. Revolutions. Discoveries. The unexpected. The reversal of all that you
thought was coming. Charlie Chaplin!
0. Henry! The climax. The punch.
The real thing."
"Perhaps I see," I said meekly.
"I looked up one or two of the plays
he tells about," Prosser went on.
"There was one, 'CEdipus Tyrannus'.

Did you ever read that? 'CEdipus
the King', it means. That's a darn
good title. You see him iirst, prosperous and powerful, and yet in the end
he goes smash,—smasher than the
Kaiser. And it all unrolls backward.
You'd think the fellow that wrote it
had seen 'On Trial'. Same scheme exactly. And there was another I liked.
The villain at the end is exulting over
the corpse of his enemy, and when he
draws down the shroud it's the body
of his own wife. Revolutions.
Discoveries. That's what."
"You seem pleased with your discovery," I said.
"I am," said Prosser. He paused by
my desk and punctuated earnestly
with a bediamonded finger. "We fellows always knew that the highbrows
were dead wrong; that they were letting buckets into empty wells; we
just felt it without a college education,
but we couldn't prove it to them. And
now here's one of the highest of them,
telling them that they are a pack of
fools. And I'm glad to know that I've
been on the right track. I've been
doing a little of Aristotle's kind of
thing, myself, ain't I? But now,
watch me!"
"But suppose somebody else uses the
idea?" said I. "Suppose I use it, now
you've told me?"
" 0 you never would!" said Prosser,
not unkindly. "Besides, I don't care
who uses it. Let the best man win!
So long!"
A little of his dynamic atmosphere
remained behind. What if Prosser
had really stumbled upon it, the essential thing, the ultimate result, brass
tacks ? And if so, why shouldn't I use
it? Why shouldn't I go ahead and
beat him to it? But the impulse died.
Prosser was right. I never would.
I am passing-the idea along to the rest
of you,—and may the best man win!
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HOW OLD IS SHERLOCK HOLMES?
BY BEVERLY STARK

I

T was many years ago that Conan
Doyle, for the moment grown
weary of his most widely known creation, sent Sherlock Holmes to apparent
death in an Alpine pass, only to bring
him back for a series of new adventures.
In many cases the exact
period of these adventures was
indefinite, but "His Last Bow"
established the fact that Holmes
was alive and in the full vigor of his
powers as late as August, 1914. It
is to be assumed that he is still of
the earth today, and that, as the brains
and energy of the British secret service, he was a conspicuous factor in
bringing the Great War to a victorious conclusion. It is to be hoped
that eventually the story of these exploits will be told. In the meantime
an obvious question is: "How old is
Sherlock Holmes?"
Here and there in the course of the
forty-odd tales involving the eminent
practitioner of the science of deduction there is a vast amount of personal information, but on the point
of his exact age there is a certain
latitude for conjecture.
The first
story written introducing him was "A
Study in Scarlet". 1880 was the approximate date of the adventures of
that tale, for Dr. Watson, falling in
with Holmes and sharing the apartment with him in upper Baker Street,
was recovering from the wound received in the Abyssinian campaign of

1878-79. But in the course of confidences when the association became
more intimate. Holmes told the story
of several achievements that had antedated by some years "A Study in
Scarlet": for example, the "Musgrave
Ritual" affair, and "The Adventure
of the Gloria Scott", the latter the
first case in which Holrties exercised
professionally his unusual powers.
Assuming, as it is reasonable to assume, that the- year of the "Gloria
Scott" episode was 1875, and that
Holmes, then completing his course
in the university, was in his twentyfirst year, the date of his birth may
be placed as about 1855—making him
four years older than his creator (who
was himself still in his twenties when
he invented the vehicle by which he
was to express his entertaining
theories)—and his present age as
five and sixty. No longer in the
flush of youth, but still in prime vigor,
provided he has shaken off the deplorable habits that in the early days
so irritated the obtuse but conscientious Watson.

Whether or not Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle sees fit to chronicle the activities of Sherlock Holmes during the
Great War is a matter for him to
decide. But his is a definite responsibility in the matter of ^certain tales
to which he made tantalizing allusion
in former stories. Of one of the titles
mentioned he made subsequent use,
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