
 
  
 



 


 DORIAN TRENT is a young man with a head full of conflicting ideas. His mentor thinks Dorian will uncover the ultimate resolution between science and religion, but who will resolve his own confusion when it comes to Mildred and Carlia?


 Dorian is the final work of Norwegian-American Mormon author Nephi Anderson, a mature masterpiece that has garnered favorable comparisons to the works of Jane Austen, Thomas Hardy, D.H. Lawrence, and, Dorian’s favorite, Charles Dickens.


 This Peculiar Edition combines the original 1921 novel with excerpts from Anderson’s original typescript, fresh critical analysis of the novel, new notes on the text for the modern reader, and much more.
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 Dedication


 Dedicated to the memory of


 RICHARD CRACROFT

 (1936 – 2012)


 as great an advocate for Mormon literature as anyone this last hundred years and the first non-contemporary Anderson scholar to recognize his place in our literary pantheon, with gratitude for his willingness to help this project even in the waning months of his life.


 1.


 DORIAN TRENT WAS GOING TO TOWN to buy himself a pair of shoes. [3] He had some other errands to perform for himself and his mother, but the reason for his going to town was the imperative need of shoes. It was Friday afternoon. The coming Sunday he must appear decently shod, so his mother had told him, at the same time hinting at some other than the Sunday reason. He now had the money, three big, jingling silver dollars in his pocket.


 Dorian whistled cheerfully as he trudged along the road. It was a scant three miles to town, and he would rather walk that short distance than to be bothered with a horse. When he took Old Nig, he had to keep to the main-traveled road straight into town, then tie him to a post—and worry about him all the time; but afoot and alone, he could move along as easily as he pleased, linger on the canal bank or cut cross-lots through the fields to the river, cross it on the footbridge, then go on to town by the lower meadows.


  [4] The road was dusty that afternoon, and the sun was hot. It would be cooler under the willows by the river. At Cottonwood Corners, Dorian left the road and took the cut-off path. The river sparkled cool and clear under the overhanging willows. He saw a good-sized trout playing in the pool, but as he had no fishing tackle with him, the boy could only watch the fish in its graceful gliding in and out of sunshine and shadow. A robin overhead was making a noisy demonstration as if in alarm about a nest. Dorian sat on the bank to look and listen for a few moments, then he got up again.


 Crossing the river, he took the cool foot-path under the willows. He cut down one of the smoothest, sappiest branches with which to make whistles. Dorian was a great maker of whistles, which he freely gave away to the smaller boys and girls whom he met. Just as it is more fun to catch fish than to eat them, so Dorian found more pleasure in giving away his whistles than to stuff them in his own pockets. However, that afternoon, he had to hurry on to town, so he caught no fish, and made only one whistle which he found no opportunity to give away. In the city, he attended to his mother’s errands first. He purchased the few notions which the store in his home town of Greenstreet did not have, checking each item off on a slip of paper with a stub of a pencil. Then, there were his shoes.


 Should he get lace or button, black or tan? [5] Were there any bargains in shoes that afternoon? He would look about to see. He found nothing in the way of footwear on Main street which appealed to him. He lingered at the window of the book store, looking with envious eyes at the display of new books. He was well known by the bookseller, for he was a frequent visitor, and, once in a while, he made a purchase; however, to day he must not spend too much time “browsing” among books. He would, however, just slip around to Twenty-fifth street and take a look at the secondhand store there. Not to buy shoes, of course, but sometimes there were other interesting things there, especially books.


 Ah, look here! Spread out on a table on the sidewalk in front of this second-hand store was a lot of books, a hundred or more—books of all kind—school books, history, fiction, all of them in good condition, some only a little shopworn, others just like new. Dorian Trent eagerly looked them over. Here were books he had read about, but had not read—and the prices! Dickens’ “David Copperfield”, “Tale of Two Cities”, “Dombey and Son”, large well-printed books, only a little shopworn, for thirty-five cents; Thackeray’s “Vanity Fair”, twenty-five cents; books by Mrs. Humphrey Ward and Margaret Deland; “Robinson Crusoe”, a big book with fine pictures. Dorian had, of course, read “Robinson Crusoe” but he had always wanted to own a copy. Ah, what’s this? Prescott’s “Conquest of Peru”, two volumes, [6] new, fifty cents each! Dorian turned the leaves. A man stepped up and also began handling the books. Yes, here were bargains, surely. He stacked a number together as if he desired to secure them. Dorian becoming fearful, slipped the other volume of the Conquest under his arm and made as if to gather a number of other books under his protection. He must have some of these before they were all taken by others. The salesman now came up to him and asked:


 “Find something you want?”


 “O, yes, a lot of things I like” replied Dorian.


 “They’re bargains.”


 Dorian needed not to be told that.


 “They’re going fast, too.”


 “Yes, I suppose so.”


 His heart fell as he said it, for he realized that he had no money to buy books. He had come to town to buy shoes, which he badly needed. He glanced down at his old shoes. They were nearly falling to pieces, but they might last a little longer. If he bought the “Conquest of Peru” he would still have two dollars left. Could he buy a pair of shoes for that amount? Very likely but not the kind his mother had told him to get, the kind that were not too heavy or “stogy” looking, but would be “nice” for Sundays. He held tightly on to the two books, while Dickens and Thackeray were still protectingly within his reach. What could he do?


 Down there in Peru there had been a [7] wonderful people whom Pizarro, the bad, bold Spaniard had conquered and abused. Dorian knew about it all vaguely as a dim fairy tale; and here was the whole story, beautifully and minutely told. He must have these books. This bargain might never come again to him. But what would his mother say? She herself had added the last half dollar to his amount to make sure that he could get the nicer kind.


 “Well, sir, how many of these will you have?” asked the salesman.


 “I’ll—I’ll take these two, anyway”—meaning Prescott’s Conquest—”and let me see”, he looked hungrily over the titles—”And this one ‘David Copperfield’.” It was hard to select from so many tempting ones. Here was one he had missed: “Ben Hur”—, a fine new copy in blue and gold. He had read the Chariot Race, and if the whole story was as interesting as that, he must have it. He handed the volume to the salesman. Then his hand touched lovingly a number of other books, but he resisted the temptation, and said: “That’s all—this time.”


 The clerk wrapped the purchase in a newspaper and handed the package to Dorian who paid for them with his two silver dollars, receiving some small silver in change. Then, with his package under his arm, the boy walked on down the street.


 Well, what now? He was a little afraid of what he had done. How could he face his mother? How could he go home without shoes? Books [8] might be useful for the head, but they would not clothe the feet. He jingled the coins in his pocket as he walked on down to the end of the business section of the city. He could not buy any kind of shoes to fit his big feet for a dollar and twenty cents. There was nothing more to do but to go home, and “face the music”, so he walked on in a sort of fearsome elation. At a corner he discovered a new candy store. Next to books, Dorian liked candy. He might as well buy some candy for the twenty cents. He went into the store and took his time looking at the tempting display, finally buying ten cents worth of chocolates for himself and ten cents worth of peppermint lozenges for his mother.


 You see, Dorian Trent, though sixteen years old, was very much a child; he did many childish things, and yet in some ways, he was quite a man; the child in him and the man in him did not seem to merge into the boy, but were somewhat “separate and apart,” as the people of Greenstreet would say.


 Dorian again took the less frequented road home. The sun was still high when he reached the river. He was not expected home for some time yet, so there was no need for hurry. He crossed the footbridge, noticing neither birds nor fish. Instead of following the main path, he struck off into a by-trail which led him to a tiny grass plat in the shade of a tree by the river. He sat down here, took off his hat, and pushed back [9] from a freckled, sweating forehead a mop of wavy, rusty-colored hair. Then he untied his package of books and spread his treasures before him as a miser would his gold. He opened “David Copperfield”, looked at the frontispiece which depicted a fat man making a very emphatic speech against someone by the name of Heep. It must all be very interesting, but it was altogether too big a book for him to begin to read now. “Ben Hur” looked solid and substantial; it would keep until next winter when he would have more time to read. Then he picked up the “Conquest”, volume one. He backed up against the tree, settled himself into a comfortable position, took from his paper bag a chocolate at which he nibbled contentedly, and then away he went with Prescott to the land of the Inca and the glories of a vanished race!


 For an hour he read. Then, reluctantly, he closed his book, wrapped up his package again, and went on his homeward way.


 The new canal for which the farmers of Greenstreet had worked and waited so long had just been completed. The big ditch, now full of running water, was a source of delight to the children as well as to the more practical adults. The boys and girls played on its banks, and waded and sported in the cool stream. Near the village of Greenstreet was a big headgate, from which the canal branched into two divisions. As Dorian walked along the canal bank that afternoon, he [10] saw a group of children at play near the headgate. They were making a lot of robust noise, and Dorian stopped to watch them. He was always interested in the children, being more of a favorite among them than among the boys of his own age.


 “There’s Dorian,” shouted one of the boys. “Who are you going to marry?”


 What in the world were the youngsters talking about, thought the young man, as the chattering children surrounded him.


 “What’s all this?” asked Dorian, “a party?”


 “Yes; it’s Carlia’s birthday; we’re just taking a walk by the canal to see the water; my, but it’s nice!”


 “What, the party or the water?”


 “Why, the water.”


 “Both” added another.


 “We’ve all told who we’re going to marry,” remarked a little rosy-faced miss, “all but Carlia, an’ she won’t tell.”


 “Well, but perhaps Carlia don’t know. You wouldn’t have her tell a fib, would you?”


 “Oh, shucks, she knows as well as us.”


 “She’s just stubborn.”


 She who was receiving these criticisms seemed to be somewhat older and larger than her companions. Just now, not deigning to notice the accusation of her friends, she was throwing sticks into the running water and watching them go over the falls at the headgate and dance on [11] the rapids below. Her white party dress was as yet spotless. She swung her straw hat by the string. Her brown-black hair was crowned by an unusually large bow of red ribbon. She was not the least discomposed by the teasing of the other children, neither by Dorian’s presence. This was her party, and why should not she do and say what she pleased.


 Carlia now led the way along the canal bank until she came to where a pole spanned the stream. She stopped, looked at the somewhat insecure footbridge, then turning to her companions, said:


 “I can back you out.”


 “How? Doin’ what?” they asked.


 “Crossing the canal on the pole.”


 “Shucks, you can’t back me out,” declared one of the boys, at which he darted across the swaying pole, and with a jump, landed safely across. Another boy went at it gingerly, and with the antics of a tight-rope walker, he managed to get to the other side. The other boys held back; none of the girls ventured.


 “All right, Carlia,” shouted the boys on the other bank.


 The girl stood looking at the frail pole.


 “Come on, it’s easy,” they encouraged.


 Carlia placed her foot on the pole as if testing it. The other girls protested. She would fall in and drown.


 “You dared us; now who’s the coward,” cried the boys.


  [12] Carlia took a step forward, balanced herself, and took another. The children stood in spell-bound silence. The girl advanced slowly along the frail bridge until she reached the middle where the pole swayed dangerously.


 “Balance yourself,” suggested the second boy.


 “Run,” said the first.


 But Carlia could neither balance nor run. She stood for a moment on the oscillating span, then threw up her hands, and with a scream she plunged into the waters of the canal.


 No thought of danger had entered Dorian’s mind as he stood watching the capers of the children. If any of them fell in, he thought, they would only get a good wetting. But as Carlie fell, he sprang forward. The water at this point was quite deep and running swiftly. He saw that Carlia fell on her side and went completely under. The children screamed. Dorian, startled out of his apathy, suddenly ran to the canal and jumped in. It was done so impulsively that he still held on to his package of books. With one hand he lifted the girl out of the water, but in her struggles, she knocked the bundle from his hand, and the precious books splashed into the canal and floated down the stream. Dorian made an effort to rescue them, but Carlia clung so to his arms that he could do nothing but stand and see the package glide over the falls at the headgate and then go dancing over the rapids, even as Carlia’s sticks had done. For a moment the young man’s thoughts [13] were with his books, and it seemed that he stood there in the canal for quite a while in a sort of daze, with the water rushing by his legs. Then mechanically he carried the girl to the bank and would have set her down again with her companions, but she clung to him so closely and with such terror in her eyes that he lifted her into his arms and talked reassuringly to her:


 “There, now,” he said, “you’re only a bit wet. Don’t cry.”


 “Take me home. I—I want to go home,” sobbed the girl.


 “Sure,” said Dorian. “Come on everybody.”


 He led the way, and the rest of the children followed.


 “I suppose the party’s about over, anyway,” suggested he.


 “I—I guess so.”


 They walked on in silence for a time; then Carlia said:


 “I guess I’m heavy.”


 “Not at all”, lied the young man bravely, for she was heavier than he had supposed; but she made no offer to walk. By the time they reached the gate, Carlia was herself again, and inclined to look upon her wetting and escape as quite an adventure.


 “There,” said Dorian as he seated the girl on the broad top of the gate post; “I’ll leave you there to dry. It won’t take long.”


 He looked at his own wet clothes, and then at [14] his ragged, mud-laden shoes. He might as well carry the girl up the path to her home, but then, that was not necessary. The day was warm, there was no danger of colds, and she could run up the path in a few minutes.


 “Well, I’ll go now. Goodby,” he said.


 “Wait a minute—Say, I’m glad you saved me, but I’m sorry you lost your package. What was in it?”


 “Only books.”


 “I’ll get you some more, when I get the money, yes I will. Come here and lift me down before you go.”


 He obeyed. She put a wet arm about his neck and cuddled her dark, damp curls against his russet mop. He lifted her lightly down, and then he slipped a chocolate secretly into her hand.


 “Oh girls,” exclaimed one of the party, “I know now.”


 “Know what?” asked Carlia.


 “I know who you are going to marry.”


 “Who?”


 “You’re going to marry Dorian.”


 2.


 THE DISPOSITION TO LIE [15] or evade never remained long with Dorian Trent; but that evening as he turned into the lane which led up to the house, he was sorely tempted. Once or twice only, as nearly as he could remember, had he told an untruth to his mother with results which he would never forget. He must tell her the truth now.


 But he would put off the ordeal as long as possible. There could be no harm in that. Everything was quiet about the house, as his mother was away. He hurriedly divested himself of his best clothes and put on his overalls. He took the milk pail and hung it on the fence until he brought the cows from the pasture. After milking, he did his other chores. There were no signs of mother. The dusk turned to darkness, yet no light appeared in the house. Dorian went in and lighted the lamp and proceeded to get supper.


 The mother came presently, carrying a bag of wool. “A big herd of sheep went by this afternoon,” she explained, “and they left a lot of fine wool on the barbed-wire fences. See, I have [16] gathered enough for a pair of stockings.” She seated herself.


 “You’re tired,” said Dorian.


 “Yes.”


 “Well, you sit and rest; I’ll soon have the supper on the table.” This was no difficult task, as the evening meal was usually a very simple one, and Dorian had frequently prepared it. This evening as the mother sat there quietly she looked at her son with admiring eyes. What a big boy he was getting to be! He had always been big, it seemed to her. He had been a big baby and a big little boy, and now he was a big young man. He had a big head and big feet, big hands. His nose and mouth were big, and big freckles dotted his face—yes, and a big heart, as his mother very well knew. Along with his bigness of limb and body there was a certain awkwardness. He never could run as fast as the other boys, and he always fumbled the ball in their games though he could beat them swimming. So far in his youthful career he had not learned to dance. The one time he had tried, his girl partner had made fun of his awkwardness, so that ended his dancing. But Dorian was not clumsy about his mother’s home and table. He handled the dishes as daintily as a girl, and the table was set and the food served in a very proper manner.


 “Did you get your shoes, Dorian?”


  [17] Dorian burned his fingers on a dish which was not at all hot.


 “Mother, sit up; supper is ready.”


 They both drew up their chairs. Dorian asked the blessing, then became unusually solicitous in helping his mother, continually talking as he did so.


 “That little Duke girl was nearly drowned in the canal, this afternoon,” he told her, going on with the details. “She’s a plucky little thing. Ten minutes after I had her out of the canal, she was as lively as ever.”


 The mother liked to hear him talk, so she did not interrupt him. After they had eaten, he forced her to take her rocking-chair while he cleared the table and washed the few dishes. She asked no more questions about shoes, but leaned back in her chair with half-closed eyes. Dorian thought to give her the mint lozenges, but fearing that it might lead to more questions, he did not.


 Mrs. Trent was not old in years, but hard work had bent her back and roughened her hands. Her face was pleasant to look upon, even if there were some wrinkles now, and the hair was white at the temples. She closed her eyes as if she were going to sleep.


 “Now, mother, you’re going to bed”, said Dorian. “You have tired yourself out with this wool picking. I thought I told you before that I would gather what wool there was.”


  [18] “But you weren’t here, and I could not stand to see the wind blowing it away. See, what a fine lot I got.” She opened her bundle and displayed her fleece.


 “Well, put it away. You can’t card and spin and knit it tonight.”


 “It will have to be washed first, you foolish boy.”


 Dorian got his mother to bed without further reference to shoes. He went to his own room with a conscience not altogether easy. He lighted his lamp, which was a good one, for he did a lot of reading by it. The electric wires had not yet reached Greenstreet. Dorian stood looking about his room. It was not a very large one, and somewhat sparsely furnished. The bed seemed selfishly to take up most of the space. Against one wall was set some home-made shelving containing books. He had quite a library. There were books of various kinds, gathered with no particular plan or purpose, but as means and opportunity afforded. In one corner stood a scroll saw, now not very often used. Pictures of a full-rigged sailing vessel and a big modern steamer hung on the wall above his books. On another wall were three small prints, landscapes where there were great distances with much light and warmth. Over his bed hung an artist’s conception of “Lorna Doone,” a beautiful face, framed in a mass of auburn hair, with smiling lips, and a dreamy look in her eyes.


  [19] “That’s my girl,” Dorian sometimes said, pointing to this picture. “No one can take her from me; we never quarrel; and she never scolds or frowns.”


 On another wall hung a portrait of his father, who had been dead nine years. His father had been a teacher with a longing to be a farmer. Eventually, this longing had been realized in the purchase of the twenty acres in Greenstreet, at that time a village with not one street which could be called green, and without a sure water supply for irrigation, at least on the land which would grow corn and potatoes and wheat. To be sure, there was water enough of its kind down on the lower slopes, besides saleratus and salt grass and cattails and the tang of marshlands in the air. Schoolmaster Trent’s operations in farming had not been very successful, and when he died, the result of his failure was a part of the legacy which descended to his wife and son.


 Dorian took a book from the shelf as if to read; but visions intruded of some beautiful volumes, now somewhere down the canal, a mass of water-soaked paper. He could not read. He finished his last chocolate, said his prayers, and went to bed.


 Saturday was always a busy day with Dorian and his mother; but that morning Mrs. Trent was up earlier than usual. The white muslin curtains were already in the wash when Dorian looked at his mother in the summer kitchen.


  [20] “What, washing today!” he asked in surprise. Monday was washday.


 “The curtains were black; they must be clean for tomorrow.”


 “You can see dirt where I can’t see it.”


 “I’ve been looking for it longer, my boy. And, say, fix up the line you broke the other day.”


 “Sure, mother.”


 The morning was clear and cool. He did his chores, then went out to his ten-acre field of wheat and lucerne. The grain was heading beautifully; and there were prospects of three cuttings of hay; the potatoes were doing fine, also the corn and the squash and the melons. The young farmer’s heart was made glad to see the coming harvest, all the work of his own hands.


 For this was the first real crop they had raised. For years they had struggled and pinched. Sometimes Dorian was for giving up and moving to the city; but the mother saw brighter prospects when the new canal should be finished. And then her boy would be better off working for himself on the farm than drudging for others in the town; besides, she had a desire to remain on the spot made dear by her husband’s work; and so they struggled along, making their payments on the land and later on the canal stock. The summit of their difficulties seemed now to have passed, and better times were ahead. Dorian looked down at his ragged shoes and laughed to himself good-naturedly. Shucks, in a few months he would [21] have plenty of money to buy shoes, perhaps also a Sunday suit for himself, and everything his mother needed. And if there should happen to be more book bargains, he might venture in that direction again.


 Breakfast passed without the mention of shoes. What was his mother thinking about! She seemed uncommonly busy with cleaning an uncommonly clean house. When Dorian came home from irrigating at noon, he kicked off his muddy shoes by the shanty door, so as not to soil her cleanly scrubbed floor or to stain the neat home-made rug. There seemed to be even more than the extra cooking in preparation for Sunday.


 The mother looked at Dorian coming so noiselessly in his stocking feet.


 “You didn’t show me your new shoes last night,” she said.


 “Say, mother, what’s all this extra cleaning and cooking about?”


 “We’re going to have company tomorrow.”


 “Company? Who?”


 “I’ll tell you about it at the table.”


 “Do you remember,” began the mother when they were seated, “a lady and her little girl who visited us some two years ago?”


 Yes, he had some recollection of them. He remembered the girl, specially, spindle-legged, with round eyes, pale cheeks, and an uncommonly long braid of yellow hair hanging down her back.


 “Well, they’re coming to see us tomorrow. [22] Mrs. Brown is an old-time friend of mine, and Mildred is an only child. The girl is not strong, and so I invited them to come here and get some good country air.”


 “To stay with us, mother?” asked the boy in alarm.


 “Just to visit. It’s terribly hot in the city. We have plenty of fresh eggs and good milk, which, I am sure is just what the child needs. Mrs. Brown cannot stay more than the day, so she says, but I am going to ask that Mildred visits with us for a week anyway. I think I can bring some color into her cheeks.”


 “Oh, gee, mother!” he remonstrated.


 “Now, Dorian, be reasonable. She’s such a simple, quiet girl. She will not be in the way in the least. I want you to treat her nicely.”


 Dorian had finished his dinner and was gazing out of the window. There was an odd look on his face. The idea of a girl living right here with them in the same house startled and troubled him. His mother had called her a little girl, but he remembered her as being only a year or two younger than he. Gee!


 “That’s why I wanted you to get a pair of decent shoes for tomorrow,” said the mother, “and I told you to get a nice pair. I have brushed and pressed your clothes, but you must get a new suit as soon as possible. Where are your shoes? I couldn’t find them.”


 “I—didn’t get any shoes, mother.”


  [23] “Didn’t get any? Why not?”


 “Well, you see—I didn’t know about these visitors coming, mother, and so I—bought some books for most of my money, and so; but mother, don’t get mad—I—”


 “Books? What books? Where are they?”


 And then Dorian told her plainly the whole miserable story. At first the mother was angry, but when she saw the troubled face of her boy, she relented, not wishing to add to his misery. She even smiled at the calamitous ending of those books.


 “My boy, I see that you have been sorely tempted, and I am sorry that you lost your books. The wetting that Carlia gave you did no harm … but you must have some shoes by tomorrow. Wait.”


 The mother went to the bureau drawer, opened the lid of a little box, drew from the box a purse, and took from the purse two silver dollars. She handed them to Dorian.


 “Go to town again this afternoon and get some shoes.”


 “But, mother, I hate to take your money. I think I can black my old ones so that they will not look so bad.”


 “Blacking will not fill the holes. Now, you do as I say. Jump on Nig and go right away.”


 Dorian put the money in his pocket, then went out to the yard and slipped a bridle on his horse, mounted, and was back to the house.


  [24] “Now, Dorian, remember what I say. Get you a nice pair, a nice Sunday pair.”


 “All right, mother, I will.”


 He rode off at a gallop. He lingered not by creeks or byways, but went directly to the best shoe store in the city, where he made his purchase. He stopped neither at book store or candy shops. His horse was sweating when he rode in at the home yard. His mother hearing him, came out.


 “You made quick time,” she said.


 “Yes; just to buy a pair of shoes doesn’t take long.”


 “You got the right kind?”


 “Sure. Here, look at ’em.” He handed her the package.


 “I can’t look at them now. Say, Dorian—” she came out nearer to him—“They are here.”


 “Who, mother?”


 “Mrs. Brown and her daughter. They got a chance to ride out this afternoon, so they did not wait until tomorrow. Lucky I cleaned up this morning. Mildred is not a bit well, and she is lying down now. Don’t make any more noise than you can help.”


 “Gee—but, mother, gosh!” He was very much disturbed.


 “They are dear, good people. They know we are simple farmers. Just you wash yourself and take off those dirty overalls before you come in. And then you just behave yourself. We’re going to have something nice for supper. Now, don’t [25] be too long with your hoeing or with your chores, for supper will be early this evening.”


 Dorian hoed only ten rows that afternoon for the reason that he sat down to rest and to think at the end of each row. Then he dallied so with his chores that his mother had to call him twice. At last he could find no more excuses between him and the strange company. He went in with much fear and some invisible trembling.


 3.


 ABOUT SIX O’CLOCK IN THE AFTERNOON, [26] Mildred Brown went down through the fields to the lower pasture. She wore a gingham apron which covered her from neck to high-topped boots. She carried in one hand an easel and stool and in the other hand a box of colors. Mildred came each day to a particular spot in this lower pasture and set up her easel and stool in the shade of a black willow bush to paint a particular scene. She did her work as nearly as possible at the same time each afternoon to get the same effect of light and shade and the same stretch of reflected sunlight on the open water spaces in the marshland.


 And the scene before her was worthy of a master hand, which, of course, Mildred Brown was not as yet. From her position in the shade of the willow, she looked out over the flat marshlands toward the west. Nearby, at the edge of the firmer pasture lands, the rushes grew luxuriously, now crowned with large, glossy-brown “cat-tails.” The flats to the left were spotted by beds of white [27] and black saleratus and bunches of course salt grass. Openings of sluggish water lay hot in the sun, winding in and out among reeds, and at this hour every clear afternoon, shining with the undimmed reflection of the burning sun. The air was laden with salty odors of the marshes. A light afternoon haze hung over the distance. Frogs were lazily croaking, and the killdeer’s shrill cry came plaintively to the ear. A number of cows stood knee-deep in mud and water, round as barrels, and breathing hard, with tails unceasingly switching away the flies.


 Dorian was in the field turning the water on his lucerne patch when he saw Mildred coming as usual down the path. He had not expected her that afternoon as he thought the picture which she had been working on was finished; but after adjusting the flow of water, he joined her, relieving her of stool and easel. They then walked on together, the big farm boy in overalls and the tall graceful girl in the enveloping gingham.


 Mildred’s visit had now extended to ten days, by which time Dorian had about gotten over his timidity in her presence. In fact, that had not been difficult. The girl was not a bit “stuck up,” and she entered easily and naturally into the home life on the farm. She had changed considerably since Dorian had last seen her, some two years ago. Her face was still pale, although it seemed that a little pink was now creeping into her cheeks; her eyes were still big and round and [28] blue; her hair was now done up in thick shining braids. She talked freely to Dorian and his mother, and at last Dorian had to some extent been able to find his tongue in the presence of a girl nearly his own age.


 The two stopped in the shade of the willow. He set up the easel and opened the stool, while she got out her colors and brushes.


 “Thank you,” she said to him. “Did you get through with your work in the field?”


 “I was just turning the water on the lucerne. I got through shocking the wheat some time ago.”


 “Is there a good crop? I don’t know much about such things, but I want to learn.” She smiled up into his ruddy face.


 “The wheat is fine. The heads are well developed. I wouldn’t be surprised if it went fifty bushels to the acre.”


 “Fifty bushels?” She began to squeeze the tubes of colors on to the palette.


 Dorian explained; and as he talked, she seated herself, placed the canvas on the easel, and began mixing the colors.


 “I thought you finished that picture yesterday,” he said.


 “I was not satisfied with it, and so I thought I would put in another hour on it. The setting sun promises to be unusually fine today, and I want to put a little more of its beauty into my picture, if I can.”


  [29] The young man seated himself on the grass well toward the rear where he could see her at work. He thought it wonderful to be able thus to make a beautiful picture out of such a commonplace thing as a saleratus swamp. But then, he was beginning to think that this girl was capable of endless wonders. He had met no other girl just like her, so young and so beautiful, and yet so talented and so well-informed; so rich, and yet so simple in manner of her life; so high born and bred, and yet so companionable with those of humbler station.


 The painter squeezed a daub of brilliant red on to her palette. She gazed for a moment at the western sky, then turning to Dorian, she asked:


 “Do you think I dare put a little more red in my picture?”


 “Dare?” he repeated.


 The young man followed the pointing finger of the girl into the flaming depths of the sky, then came and leaned carefully over the painting.


 “Tell me which is redder, the real or the picture?” she asked.


 Dorian looked critically back and forth. “The sky is redder,” be decided.


 “And yet if I make my picture as red as the sky naturally is, many people would say that it is too red to be true. I’ll risk it anyway.” Then she carefully laid on a little more color. [30] “Nature itself, our teacher told us, is always more intense than any representation of nature.”


 She worked on in silence for a few moments, then without looking from her canvas, she asked: “Do you like being a farmer?”


 “Oh, I guess so,” he replied somewhat indefinitely. “I’ve lived on a farm all my life, and I don’t know anything else. I used to think I would like to get away, but mother always wanted to stay. There’s been a lot of hard work for both of us, but now things are coming more our way, and I like it better. Anyway, I couldn’t live in the city now.”


 “Why?”


 “Well, I don’t seem able to breathe in the city, with its smoke and its noise and its crowding together of houses and people.”


 “You ought to go to Chicago or New York or Boston,” she replied. “Then you would see some crowds and hear some noises.”


 “Have you been there?”


 “I studied drawing and painting in Boston. Next to farming, what would you like to do?”


 He thought for a moment—”When I was a little fellow—”


 “Which you are not,” she interrupted as she changed brushes.


 “I thought that if I ever could attain to the position of standing behind a counter in a store where I could take a piece of candy whenever I wanted it, I should have attained to the heights of happiness. But, now, of course—”


  [31] “Well, and now?”


 “I believe I’d like to be a school teacher.”


 “Why a teacher?”


 “Because I’d then have the chance to read a lot of books.”


 “You like to read, don’t you? and you like candy, and you like pictures.”


 “Especially, when someone else paints them.”


 Mildred arose, stepped back to get the distance for examination. “I don’t think I had better use more color,” she commented, “but those cat-tails in the corner need touching up a bit.”


 “I suppose you have been to school a lot?” he asked.


 “No; just completed the high school; then, not being very strong, mother thought it best not to send me to the University; but she lets me dabble a little in painting and in music.”


 Dorian could not keep his eyes off this girl who had already completed the high school course which he had not yet begun; besides, she had learned a lot of other things which would be beyond him to ever reach. Even though he were an ignoramus, he could bask in the light of her greater learning. She did not resent that.


 “What do you study in High School?” he asked.


 “Oh, a lot of things—don’t you know?” She again looked up at him.


 “Not exactly.”


 “We studied algebra and mathematics and English [32] and English literature, and French, and a lot of other things.”


 “What’s algebra like?”


 “Oh dear, do you want me to draw it?”


 “Can you draw it?”


 “About as well as I can tell it in words. Algebra is higher mathematics; yes, that’s it.”


 “And what’s the difference between English and English literature?”


 “English is grammar and how sentences are or should be made. English literature is made up mostly of the reading of the great authors, such as Milton and Shakespeare,”


 “Gee!” exclaimed Dorian, “that would be great fun.”


 “Fun? just you try it. Nobody reads these writers now only in school, where they have to. But say, Dorian”—she arose to inspect her work again. “Have I too much purple in that bunch of salt-grass on the left? What do you think?”


 “I don’t see any purple at all in the real grass,” he said.


 “There is purple there, however; but of course, you, not being an artist, cannot see it.” She laughed a little for fear he might think her pronouncement harsh.


 “What—what is an artist?”


 “An artist is one who has learned to see more than other people can in the common things about them.”


 The definition was not quite clear to him. He [33] had proved that he could see farther and clearer than she could when looking at trees or chipmunks. He looked critically again at the picture.


 “I mean, of course,” she added, as she noted his puzzled look, “that an artist is one who sees in nature the beauty in form, in light and shade, and in color.”


 “You haven’t put that tree in the right place,” he objected! “and you have left out that house altogether.”


 “This is not a photograph,” she answered. “I put in my picture only that which I want there. The tree isn’t in the right place, so I moved it. The house has no business in the picture because I want it to represent a scene of wild, open lonesomeness. I want to make the people who look at it feel so lonesome that they want to cry!”


 She was an odd girl!


 “Oh, don’t you understand. I want them only to feel like it. When you saw that charcoal drawing I made the other day, you laughed.”


 “Well, it was funny.”


 “That’s just it. An artist wants to be able to make people feel like laughing or crying, for then he knows he has reached their soul.”


 “I’ve got to look after the water for a few minutes, then I’ll come back and help you carry your things,” he said. “You’re about through, aren’t you?”


 “Thank you; I’ll be ready now in a few minutes. [34] Go see to your water. I’ll wait for you. How beautiful the west is now!”


 They stood silently for a few moments side by side, looking at the glory of the setting sun through banks of clouds and then down behind the purple mountain. Then Dorian, with shovel on shoulder, hastened to his irrigating. The blossoming field of lucerne was usually a common enough sight, but now it was a stretch of sweet-scented waves of green and purple.


 Mildred looked at the farmer boy until he disappeared behind the willow fence, then she began to pack up her things. Presently, she heard some low bellowing, and, looking up, she saw a number of cows, with tails erect, galloping across the fields. They had broken the fence, and were now having a gay frolic on forbidden grounds. Mildred saw that they were making directly for the corner of the pasture where she was. She was afraid of cows, even when they were within the quiet enclosure of the yard, and here was a wild lot apparently coming upon her to destroy her. She crouched, terror stricken, as if to take shelter behind the frail bulwark of her easel.


 Then she saw a horse leap through the gap in the fence and come galloping after the cows. On the horse was a girl, not a large girl, but she was riding fearlessly, bare-back, and urging the horse to greater strides. Her black hair was trailing in the wind as she waved a willow switch and shouted lustily at the cows. She managed [35] to head the cows off before they had reached Mildred, rounding them up sharply and driving them back through the breach into the road which they followed quietly homeward. The rider then galloped back to the frightened girl.


 “Did the cows scare you?” she asked.


 “Yes,” panted Mildred. “I’m so frightened of cows, and these were so wild.”


 “They were just playing. They wouldn’t hurt you; but they did look fierce.”


 “Whose cows were they?”


 “They’re ours. I have to get them up every day. Sometimes when the flies are bad they get a little mad, but I’m not afraid of them. They know me, you bet. I can milk the kickiest one of the lot.”


 “Do you milk the cows?”


 “Sure—but what is that?” The rider had caught sight of the picture. “Did you make that?”


 “Yes; I painted it.”


 “My!” She dismounted, and with arm through bridle, she and the horse came up for a closer view of the picture. The girl looked at it mutely for a moment. “It’s pretty” she said; “I wish I could make a picture like that.”


 Mildred smiled at her. She was such a round, rosy girl, so full of health and life and color. Not such a little girl either, now a nearer view was obtained. She was only a year or two younger than Mildred herself.


  [36] “I wish I could do what you can,” said the painter of pictures.


 “I—what? I can’t do anything like that.”


 “No; but you can ride a horse, and stop runaway cows. You can do a lot of things that I cannot do because you are stronger than I am. I wish I had some of that rosy red in your cheeks.”


 “You can have some of mine,” laughed the other, “for I have more than enough; but you wouldn’t like the freckles.”


 “I wouldn’t mind them, I’m sure; but let me thank you for what you did, and let’s get acquainted.” Mildred held out her hand, which the other took somewhat shyly. “Don’t you have to go home with your cows?”


 “Yes, I guess so.”


 “Then we’ll go back together.” She gathered her material and they walked on up the path, Mildred ahead, for she was timid of the horse which the other led by the bridle rein. At the bars in the corner of the upper pasture the horse was turned loose into his own feeding ground, and the girls went on together.


 “You live near here, don’t you?” inquired Mildred.


 “Yes, just over there.”


 “Oh, are you Carlia Duke?”


 “Yes; how did you know?”


 “Dorian has told me about you.”


  [37] “Has he? We’re neighbors; an’ you’re the girl that’s visiting with the Trent’s?”


 “Yes.”


 “Well, I’m glad to meet you. Dorian has told me about you, too.”


 Thus these two, meeting for the first time, went on chatting together; and thus Dorian saw them. He had missed Mildred at the lower pasture, and so, with shovel again on shoulder, he had followed up the homeward path. The girls were some distance ahead, so he did not try to overtake them. In fact, he slackened his pace a little, so as not to get too close to them to disturb them; but he saw them plainly walk close together up the road in the twilight of the summer evening, the tall, light-haired Mildred, and the shorter, dark-haired Carlia; and the child in Dorian seemed to vanish, and the man in him asserted himself in thought and feelings which it would have been hard for him to describe in words.


 4.


 INDIAN SUMMER LAY DROWSILY [38] over the land. It had come late that season, but its rare beauty compensated for its tardiness. Its golden mellowness permeating the hazy air, had also, it seems, crept into the heart of Dorian Trent. The light coating of frost which each morning lay on the grass, had by noon vanished, and now the earth was warm and dry.


 Dorian was plowing, and he was in no great haste with his work. He did not urge his horses, for they also seemed imbued with the languidness of the season. He let them rest frequently, especially at the end of the furrow where there was a grassy bank on which the plowman could lie prone on his back and look into the dreamy distances of the hills or up into the veiling clouds.


 Dorian could afford to take it a little easy that afternoon, so he thought. The summer’s work was practically over: the wheat had been thrashed; the hay was in the stacks; the potatoes were in the pit; the corn stood in Indian wigwam [39] bunches in the yard; the fruit and vegetables, mostly of the mother’s raising, had been sufficient for their simple needs. They were well provided for the winter; and so Dorian was happy and contented as everyone in like condition should be on such an Indian summer afternoon.


 Mildred Brown’s visit to the farm had ended some weeks ago; but only yesterday his mother had received a note from Mrs. Brown, asking if her daughter might not come again. Her former visit had done her so much good, and now the beautiful weather was calling her out into the country. It was a shame, Mildred had said, that Indian summer should “waste its sweetness on the desert air of the city.”


 “What do you say?” Mrs. Trent had asked Dorian.


 “Why—why—of course, mother, if she doesn’t make too much work for you.”


 And so Mildred had received the invitation that she was very welcome to come to Greenstreet and stay as long as she desired. Very likely, she would be with them in a day or two, thought Dorian. She would draw and paint, and then in the soft evening dusk she would play some of those exquisite melodies on her violin. Mildred did not like people to speak of her beloved instrument as a fiddle, and he remembered how she had chastised him on one occasion for so doing. Yes, she would again enter into their daily life. Her ladylike ways, her sweet smile, her golden beauty [40] would again glorify their humble home. Why, if she came often enough and remained long enough, she might yet learn how to milk a cow, as she had threatened to do. At the thought, the boy on the grass by the nodding horses, laughed up into the sky. Dorian was happy; but whether he preferred the somewhat nervous happiness of Mildred’s presence or the quiet longing happiness of her absence, he could not tell.


 The plain truth of the matter was, that Dorian had fallen deeply in love with Mildred. This statement may be scoffed at by some people whose eyes have been dimmed by age so that they cannot see back into that time of youth when they also were “trailing clouds of glory” from their heavenly home. There is nothing more wholesomely sweet than this first boy and girl affection. It is clean and pure and undefiled by the many worldly elements which often enter into the more mature lovemaking.


 Perhaps Mildred Brown’s entrance into Dorian’s life did not differ from like incidents in many lives, but to him it was something holy. Dorian at this time never admitted to himself that he was in love with the girl. He sensed very well that she was far above him in every way. The thought that she might ever become his wife never obtained foothold in him more than for a fleeting moment: that was impossible, then why think of it. But there could be no harm in loving her as he loved his mother, or as he loved the flowers, [41] the clear-flowing water, the warm sun and the blue sky. He could at least cast adoring eyes up to her as he did to the stars at night. He could also strive to rise to her level, if that were possible. He was going to the High school the coming winter, then perhaps to the University. He could get to know as much of school learning as she, anyway. He never would become a painter of pictures or a musician, but surely there were other things which he could learn which would be worth while.


 There came to Dorian that afternoon as he still lay on the grass, his one-time effort to ask a girl to a dance. He recalled what care he had taken in washing and combing and dressing, how he had finally cut cross-lots to the girl’s home for fear of being seen, for surely he had thought, everybody must know what he was up to!—how he had lingered about the back door, and had at last, when the door opened, scudded back home as fast as his legs could carry him! And now, the finest girl he had ever seen was chumming with him, and he was not afraid, that is, not very much afraid.


 When Mildred had packed up to go home on the occasion of her former visit she had invited Mrs. Trent to take her pick of her drawings for her own.


 “All but this,” Mildred had said. “This which I call ‘Sunset in the Marshland’ I am going to give to Dorian.”


  [42] The mother had looked over the pile of sketches. There was a panel in crayon which the artist said was the big cottonwood down by the Corners. Mrs. Trent remarked that she never would have known it, but then, she added apologetically, she never had an eye for art. There was a winter scene where the houses were so sunk into the earth that only the roofs were visible. (Mrs. Trent had often wondered why the big slanting roofs were the only artistic thing about a house). Another picture showed a high, camel-backed bridge, impossible to cross by anything more real than the artist’s fancy. Mrs. Trent had chosen the bridge because of its pretty colors.


 “Where shall we hang Dorian’s picture?” Mildred had asked.


 They had gone into his room. Mildred had looked about.


 “The only good light is on that wall.” She had pointed to the space occupied by Dorian’s “best girl.”


 And so Lorna Doone had come down and Mildred’s study of the marshlands glowed with its warmer colors in its place.


 The plowboy arose from the grass. “Get up there,” he said to his horses. “We must be going, or there’ll be very little plowing today.”


 CARLIA DUKE WAS THE FIRST person to greet Mildred as she alighted at the Trent gate. Carlia knew of her coming and was waiting. Mildred [43] put her arm about her friend and kissed her, somewhat to the younger girl’s confused pleasure. The two girls went up the path to the house where Mrs. Trent met them.


 “Where’s your baggage?” asked the mother of the arrival, seeing she carried only a small bag and her violin case.


 “This is all. I’m not going to paint this time—just going to rest, mother said, so I do not need a lot of baggage.”


 “Well, come in Honey; and you too, Carlia. Dinner is about ready, an’ you’ll stay.”


 By a little urging Carlia remained, and pretty soon, Dorian came stamping in to be surprised.


 “Yes; we’re all here,” announced Carlia, as she tossed her black curls and laughed at his confusion.


 “I see you are,” he replied ,as he shook hands with Mildred. After which ceremony, it did not just look right to slight the other girl, so he shook hands with her also, much to her amusement.


 “How do you do, Mr. Trent” she said.


 “Carlia is such a tease,” explained the mother.


 “For which I like her,” added Mildred.


 “We all do. Even Dorian here, who is usually afraid of girls, makes quite a chum of her.”


 “Well, we’re neighbors,” justified the girl.


 After dinner Carlia took Mildred home with her. It was not far, just around the low ridge which hid the house from view. There Mildred [44] met Pa Duke, Ma Duke and Will Duke, Carlia’s older brother. Pa Duke was a hard-working farmer, Ma Duke was likewise a hard-working farmer’s wife, and Will Duke should have been a hard-working farmer’s boy, but he was somewhat a failure, especially regarding the hard work part. Carlia, though so young, was already a hardworking farmer girl, with no chance of escape, as far as she could see, from the hard-working part. The Duke house, though clean and roomy, lacked the dainty home touches which mean so much. There were no porch, no lawn, no trees. The home was bare inside and out.


 In deference to the “company” Carlia was permitted to “visit” with her friend that afternoon. Apparently, these two girls had very little in common, but when left to themselves they found many mutual interests.
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  INTEGRATING
THE “BEST BOOKS”

INTERWAR INTELLECTUALISM AND EXTRATEXTUALITY IN
NEPHI ANDERSON’S DORIAN

  MASON ALLRED


The twentieth century began with Mormonism being forced into the limelight. With the problematic appointment of Reed Smoot as the first Mormon senator, the stage was set for a reexamination of “this most strange and peculiar faith” (qtd. in Flake 100). How, if at all, did Mormons fit into the nation and world at large? As if striking the tuning fork of assimilation and listening for resonance in Mormon thought, a generation of academically trained leaders of the Church also set their minds to work out the place of Mormon thought within a wider intellectual framework. The first few decades of the twentieth century bear this significant trend of intellectually and culturally locating Mormonism within a broader context. Major figures forming a constellation around this drive to integrate, or even circumscribe, Mormonism include John A. Widtsoe, James E. Talmage, and B.H. Roberts, among others. Their influential work engendered a new rationality in Mormon intellectual history, which can be characterized by an increased awareness of secular knowledge and a sustained effort to reconcile such with Mormon faith-based knowledge. 


Their work seemed the inevitable outcome of following the admonition of the D&C to seek wisdom “out of the best books” and to “seek learning, even by study and also by faith” (D&C 88:118). Widtsoe, Talmage, and Roberts loom large in the phase of Mormon intellectual history labeled “the stage of creative adaptation” by Leonard Arrington, and characterized by “the adaptation of the doctrines and practices of the Mormons to the secular world in which they live[d]” (20 – 21). This experimental stage of acculturation also gave birth to a series of sincere attempts at a Mormon “Home Literature.”


The drive to intellectualize and historicize the Mormon worldview was emblematic of the historical context, within which Nephi Anderson’s final novel, Dorian (1921), was published. Reading the refraction of this cultural milieu through the formal attributes of Anderson’s novel attests to the embedded location of the novel in its historical moment. Indeed, this essay will serve to highlight the structural and narratological ways in which Dorian stages this cultural moment of (con)textualizing Mormon thought and life. The Bildungsroman account of Dorian’s development allows for a sense of exploring and integrating new knowledge as an individual journey. This is partly due to the plasticity of the novel as a modern form. In a Bakhtinian sense, Dorian exploits the very quality that is distinctive of the novel: its capacity to incorporate a diversity of forms and texts within the narrative (7). This feature is repeated throughout Dorian and parallels the textual citation and integration in the intellectual writings of Widtsoe, Talmage, and Roberts. 


In light of the burgeoning new Mormon rationality, the precarious Mormon navigation of identity and culture at large is staged, in Dorian, as deeply intertwined with doctrine and as a series of textual integrations. This provides an overarching project of intermingling without losing core identity in faith and remaining, like the protagonist, “proud to be Mormon.” However, instead of a mere sustaining of Mormon culture, the novel insists on reaching outside itself, displaying a robust citationality. Much like Dorian, who will need to leave his home and rely on outlying villagers for help in recovering Carlia, the novel relies on a web of extratextual references. On both narrative and formal levels, the novel offers lessons in navigating and exploring the thorny space between Dorian’s familiar countryside Mormon life and a series of “others.” These others surface in the binaries of mind/body (in books/shoes), Mormon/non-Mormon, faith/science, country/city, and male/female, to name but a few. It is particularly interesting how the novel bridges the borderlands between such binaries through textual citation. 


Surprisingly, for a representative work of Home Literature, Dorian is incessantly about this space between. Like Uncle Zed, who attempts to filter outside knowledge through the gospel, the novel constantly reaches out to outside texts and spaces of experience. This reflects a contextual milieu of an interwar Mormonism, which was distinct, yet increasingly aware of its connection to a broader national/world culture.


FITTING MORMON THOUGHT


Shortly after the Great War, Reed Smoot was still busy defending the Church publicly (New York Times 12). This was a continuance of the national scandal surrounding his appointment and hearings from 1903 – 1907. Nephi Anderson had even outlined the events of the Smoot affair in the 1916 edition of his historical primer, A Young Folks’ History of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. The Smoot hearings served to make concerns about Mormonism public. Indeed, as Kathleen Flake has observed, “The public participated actively in the proceedings. In the Capitol, spectators lined the halls, waiting for the limited seats in the committee room, and filled the galleries to hear floor debates. For those who could not see for themselves, journalists and cartoonists depicted each day’s admission and outrage” (5). The Smoot affair, followed by Senator Smoot’s subsequent actions as a senator, provided a political impetus to consider Mormonism, once again, vis-à-vis the nation at large. 


However, Mormonism was not only being reexamined from the outside. The writings of Widtsoe, Roberts, and Talmage navigated this political wave in an intellectual vein. Widtsoe had already written Joseph Smith as Scientist in 1908 and Rational Theology in 1915. The former offered itself as an aid for those who were struggling with the “opposition between man-made knowledge and God-made knowledge,” the “reconciliation” of which was not “an easy one” (Widtsoe 1). The latter was explicitly based on “fundamental principles that harmonize with the knowledge and reason of man” (iii). B.H. Roberts, the only one of these three to be a “self-taught scholar,” (Bitton) vacillated between doctrinal treatises and an expansive historicizing of Mormonism. Roberts’s Book of Mormon Study and The Truth, the Way and the Life (never published in his lifetime), capture the spirit of the times in their rigorous attempts at reconciling Mormon scripture with historical-critical methodology (Madsen). James E. Talmage, after publishing The Philosophy of Mormonism (1914), contributed to a delineation of Mormon doctrine against the backdrop of a larger conception of Christology with his seminal work Jesus the Christ (1915). The cultural and intellectual work of these men provided various attempts to fit Mormonism into established paradigms, whether theological, historicist, or scientific. 


From 1918 – 1919, Talmage also ran columns in the San Francisco Chronicle on a diversity of Mormon topics. He compiled and published the essays in book form under the title The Vitality of Mormonism. A review in the Los Angeles Times quoted Talmage in stating the importance of Mormonism as the necessary supplement to worldly knowledge. “Man can no more be saved by ethics than he can live by bread alone.” Talmage saw the contemporary conceptions of moral and ethical conduct as insufficient for the salvation of man. The book was to make the necessary complements to worldly knowledge available. The author of the review also picked up on Talmage’s assertion that “the message of Mormonism was of summoning interest in the world today.” A later review in the San Francisco Chronicle highlighted Talmage’s own designation of the “vitality of Mormonism” in its impeccable track record and ability to constantly grow. 


Anderson’s novel seems to realize this growing awareness of the vitality of the Church. In Talmage’s book, the vitality was evidenced by the continuous expansion of church membership at home and abroad. This plasticity of the Church to incorporate disparate peoples into one body is paralleled in the novel form of Dorian. The constant incorporation of non-Mormon sources into a distinctly Mormon worldview carries the narrative. The dramatic events between the characters coming into contact with each other and outsiders are the narrative counterparts to Dorian’s life mission to integrate faith and science. His wish is to continue the work of the novel itself in marrying texts outside the faith with those within. 


ENCOUNTERING THE OTHER


Anderson was no stranger to such integration. He was involved in multiple ecclesiastical missions abroad and worked in Utah’s education system. His life was an intertwining of the gospel and higher learning, the sacred and the secular. Far from the first to investigate such integration, Anderson duly recognized a lineage of learned Mormons by tipping his hat to Orson Pratt and Orson Spencer in the novel. These and others had already made advances in fusing scientific and rational thought into Mormon understanding. With mentions of Drummond’s Natural Law in the Spiritual World, he also indicates important milestones in this project outside the faith, at once entertaining and educating his audience. Anderson explored this integrative tendency in his writing with didactic force. Literature provided a medium of hope for the further intellectual development of his co-religionists.


This project of a Mormon Bildung is encapsulated in the figure of Dorian, who must learn to navigate the city, the opposite sex, love, education, and sin, all while maintaining his religion. By venturing into these realms, Dorian is faced with the difficult task of modernity: situating one’s own identity within society at large. It was the same hallmark of modernity, in the collapsing of geographic space, which brought the isolated Utah so close to the rest of the nation in the political and cultural arenas. Necessitating examinations of faith and assimilation, modernity thrust itself upon the Mormons. Dorian’s proximity to and reliance on the city is likewise evident in the construction of his identity, and this relationship provides the first textual citations in the story.


This modern notion of navigating the world outside oneself is evidenced in Dorian’s consumer trips to the city. It is perhaps appropriate that the novel opens with Dorian strolling the city streets, as a flaneur of sorts. Dorian is flaneur-like in his consumption of books and candy and in his detached stance to the city and its pleasures. However, unlike the flaneur roaming the city in Baudelaire, Benjamin, or Poe (Benjamin 79), Dorian’s experience with the material reality of modernity often underscores his ignorance and asserts his solitude. Yet, despite his lack of knowledge about automobiles and moving picture shows, Dorian is connected to a broader world through the “imagined communities” of established readership (Anderson, B. 25). Selectively partaking of the city, yet remaining distinctly separate is the modus operandi of Dorian and Dorian. They both pick and choose of the best texts to “use” in their construction of self.


During the shopping trip, Dorian enthusiastically peruses the available books. “Here were books he had read about, but had not read—and the prices!” (5). At this point the literature of the world is named and encapsulated in the actual tangible books themselves. Charles Dickens, William M. Thackeray, Humphrey Ward, Margaret Deland, Daniel Defoe, and William H. Prescott; they all stand there, at Dorian’s disposal. The books mentioned in the opening scene carry out this didactic function of putting a country kid into contact with the stories and ideas of the world. It is through familiarity with the great works of the world that Dorian is metaphorically brought out of the country.


These citations are equally placed at the reader’s disposal. We, as readers, are also invited to recognize and/or become curious about the references throughout the novel, for these texts might also enlarge our understanding and allow for our own integration. In order to achieve this double objective, the novel continues with the constant reaching out to extratextual citation. This seems symptomatic of a Mormon literature, which, in the hands of Nephi Anderson, ventures outside the Mormon countryside into the literature and knowledge of the world through citation.


Operating equally as a flaneur of available sources, of which he makes his personal selections, Anderson’s experience as an editor is evidenced in his ability to compile, include, and reference a myriad of texts. This tendency to cite provides the novel’s extratextual gesturing and continually highlights a heavy reliance on texts to make sense of the novel’s characters. Rather than a disjointed montage of colliding texts, Anderson’s awareness of world literature, as well as Mormon scripture, is tactfully presented as harmony. Anderson’s erudition is also evidenced in the life ambition of Zed, which is bequeathed upon Dorian. This aim is nothing short of the complete integration of science and faith. 


Integration becomes increasingly necessary in the novel as Dorian is exposed to the various “others” mentioned earlier. The element of the other in the dichotomies of the text is generally introduced through not-so-subtle characterization. Mildred exposes Dorian to art, high school offers secular knowledge, and Jack Lamont presents the dark underworld of gentile city life. From within the country, Zed lectures on a faithful approach to science and Carlia presents the immediate concerns of practical and emotional life. In other words, if Zed were the books, Carlia would definitely be the shoes in Dorian’s initial dilemma of consumption and attention. Each of these exposures can be jarring and requires cognitive integration, a certain bridging into Dorian’s worldview. 


Dorian’s mother “mildly resented” his formal education, as it “seemed to intrude on her old-established ideas” (53). Such discomfort necessitated assuaging by Dorian, yet provided release from insulated provinciality. Paralleling the early scene of Dorian saving Carlia, who ventured across the stream on a rickety stick, the bridges spanning science and faith, or any of the above-mentioned binaries, are much broader, yet equally treacherous. The real task for Zed and Dorian is textually fitting their Mormon worldview in relation to new knowledge and experience.


A real credit of the novel is its refusal to exclusively deal with integration on either the intellectual or dramatic level alone. Both realms are problematized and receive explanatory integration through extratextuality. We witness this as Dorian attempts to integrate new intellectual and emotional experiences into his field of understanding. When he begins to feel something akin to Lois Lowry’s “stirrings,” his inner passions are integrated into a larger scheme of loving all the creations of God. Dorian could love Mildred “as he loved his mother, or as he loved the flowers, the clear-flowing water, the warm sun and the blue sky. He could at least cast adoring eyes up to her as he did to the stars at night” (41 – 42). As a sublimation of his feelings, this passage not only serves to naturalize his surfacing emotions, but simultaneously integrates the city-girl and unfamiliar sexuality into a broad synthesis of accepted expressions of love. However, it is William Wordsworth’s “trailing clouds of glory,” later set off in quotation marks (40), that is employed to semantically integrate the innocent youthful brand of love, which Anderson’s readers might otherwise “scoff” at. The bridges of integration that are of interest here are not those that force Dorian into an isolated interiority, but those that, like the Wordsworth quote, reach outside the novel to create meaning through other texts. 


By placing cited texts in Dorian, the novel is able to forge its own identity among the extra texts yet not entirely detached from them. Reaching outside the novel are numerous citations, which at times can even come across as superfluous, like Ralph Waldo Emerson’s “hitch your wagon to a star,” quoted by Zed while lecturing Dorian (61). Of course, the name of Dorian, appearing even in the sentence “where should we hang Dorian’s picture?” points to Oscar Wilde’s work (42). This wording (although it does not refer to a picture depicting Dorian himself), along with the discussion of Dorian being both young and old in his boy/manhood, creates a possible intertextuality with The Picture of Dorian Gray. The appearances of other texts in Dorian multiply the literary experience of the novel by leading the reader and providing the nourishment for Dorian’s intellectual growth. 


MODELING INTEGRATION


At the very least, these citations always carry the function of getting the reader out of the otherwise enclosed diegesis by tapping other archives of textual experience. All this extratextuality also requires merging and narrative incorporation. In a dialectical way, the texts become objects that the subject (Dorian, reader, novel itself) must synthesize or, as I have chosen to call it here, integrate. A standing objective of the novel is precisely such gelling of texts. Moments of free indirect speech and interior monologue also serve to integrate speech itself into one reported experience for the reader. The union of distinct voices into one interiorized stream of information for the reader supports integration on the level of form. 


For instance, as Dorian speaks with Mrs. Brown, their conversation gels into one block of freely reproduced speech. “Yes, Mildred was very ill. Mrs. Brown was plainly worried. Could he or his mother do anything to help? No; only to lend their faith and prayers. Would he come into the sick room to see her for a few minutes? Yes, if she desired it” (63). Quotation marks and enunciation are elided in this merged body of expression. It is the same way with disparate texts that are continually juxtaposed. The use and positioning of these texts allows meaning to run across the edges into the next text. While speaking of love stories and literature, Zed then states “here’s the most wonderful love story ever written” and retrieves a copy of the D&C. This genre-bending and cross-stitching brings textual realms into conversation with each other in a unifying way.


The same bleeding between discursive realms occurs when Dorian is described as reading “Howell’s [sic] easy-going novels” (71), and at other times captivated by Lorna Doone or Ben Hur. The novel’s following paragraph outlines Dorian’s relationship to Darwin, Huxley, Ingersoll, and Paine. It describes his increased study of Ingersoll and Darwin, which he “read carefully.” In these few lines, the reading practices of a young Dorian are delineated. Dorian’s consumption of texts is shown to require careful integration. For Dorian, any disturbance or lack of reconciliation between his worldview and these works must be due to a mere “lack of knowledge” (73). This is an important detail underpinning Dorian’s reading strategies and informing his subsequent integration. While he certainly reads for leisure, he explicitly situates himself in relation to serious or threatening works. Dorian feels his need for increased knowledge through reading Darwin. When reading Robert Ingersoll, Dorian immediately begins mentally refuting Ingersoll’s claims.


Dorian’s strategy of consuming and synthesizing various texts is verbally expressed by Zed, who wants to “harmonize the great body of truth coming from any and every source” (74). The subsequent scene, depicting Dorian and Uncle Zed discussing Dorian’s future, provides an important narrative turning point in this regard. After Uncle Zed extends the challenge to Dorian to complete this great work, Zed immediately begins marshaling texts into their discussion through skillful citation. By quoting Alexander Pope, Alfred Tennyson, Psalms 139:7, Acts 17:38, and Ecclesiastes 12:1, Zed arrives at a textual confluence that endows his conversation with meaning through textual relations. He has also just simulated for Dorian the work of textual bricolage, taking what he needs from an archive of texts to arrive at a functioning integration. He has introduced “other” texts and integrated them into his own explanation.


Zed navigates these various texts as a compiler—a keen editor who can call on texts of the world to nuance, substantiate, or even shape his arguments. A key function of Zed’s character is to break Dorian and the reader out of the parochial worldview of small-town, insulated Mormonism into a broader panoramic view. In the novel, this rhetorical strategy never cuts ties with representation of the inherently beautiful and privileged attributes of Mormonism or country life. This attachment can be, like the character of Dorian, a bit tiresome in its “short-sightedness” (Cracroft 11). Largely a work of its time, in its reaching outside and positioning Mormon literature and thought within a wider view of the world, Dorian maintains a distinct quality of being for Mormons and by a Mormon. However, the implicit notion that coming up against “others” and seeking for proper integration can lead to enlightened living is a striking feature in Dorian. Additionally, the impression that individuals might make sense of themselves and the world through texts hints at an awareness of the force and ubiquity of textuality, prefiguring the linguistic turn. 


Could, however, a plurality of readers, like the multiplicity of texts referenced in Dorian, be sutured into such a work? Could the novel conceivably contribute to an imagined community beyond Mormons? Rather than a work inviting the outsider in, Dorian often slips into a Home-Literature stance of integrating Mormon reading subjects into a broader realm of textual understanding. Similarly, although Talmage, Roberts, and Widtsoe extended their work to the outside through proselytizing efforts, the bulk of their influence lies in repositioning Mormon understanding from within. All these authors knew their audience well and constructed their integrations accordingly.


Part and parcel with Anderson’s project of textual integration is the familiarization of his audience with such texts in an entertaining way. This literary education would hopefully lead to a literature that was not only “home” as “a credit to you and to the land and people that produced you, but likewise a boon and benefaction to mankind” (Whitney). Rather than adept integration of texts into Mormon narratives, perhaps a plasticity appealing to the integration of a wider gamut of readers is the missed opportunity of such a textual strategy.
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  THIS IS NOT A PHOTOGRAPH


  NEPHI ANDERSON’S DORIAN AS A SORT OF LDS SONS AND LOVERS; OR A PORTRAIT OF THE MORMON SOLIPSIST AS A YOUNG MAN


  JACOB BENDER


  The wonder of Nephi Anderson’s Dorian is that it isn’t called Carlia, who is arguably the far more interesting character. In Carlia we have someone straight out of a Thomas Hardy novel, a Mormon Tess of the d’Urbervilles: She is a poor, rural, working-class farm girl forced by poverty and circumstance to forsake any chance of higher learning and a better life, instead to toil obscurely for her broken and indifferent family. She is ignored by her would-be lover and her spirit cracks under the constant grind and toil. In a moment of weakness she is seduced, violated, and disgraced by an unscrupulous interloper. Ashamed, she runs away into even greater penury and misery, her child dies soon after birth, and she is left alone to suffer in the dead of winter. As compared to Dorian, she is the more fascinating, pathos-ridden character, but Anderson didn’t give us Carlia. He gave us Dorian, and hovering around the peripheries of Dorian is a more interesting novel wherein Carlia’s suffering resonates more profoundly and speaks to the human condition more deeply than golden boy Dorian’s good fortune ever does.


  For Dorian is the golden child; everything works out for him. In school, as the novel reports, “Boys came to him for help in problems, and the younger girls chattered about him with laughing eyes and tossing curls” (53). His mother is more bemused and indulgent than angered at his self-focus. The wise-old-wizard archetype Uncle Zed takes him under his wing, bequeaths him his massive library at his death, and hand-picks him to carry on his work (“You are the man to do this, Dorian—you, not I,” he says [74]) under his “mantle” (“The mantle of Brother Zed seems to have fallen on Dorian Trent,” says the Bishop [133]). Dorian’s first love appears at his home without any sort of activity or agency on his part and, what’s more, she reciprocates his love without condition. All good things flow unto him, an individual who is showered with gifts and powers less due to his abilities than because he is the protagonist.


  To take a more high-literary example, Dorian can be compared to Paul Morel, the protagonist in D.H. Lawrence’s Sons and Lovers.[1] Consider the broad strokes both protagonists are painted in: Both Paul and Dorian are hard-working working-class sons of mothers with whom they have an almost uncomfortably close relationship.[2] Both are treated as prodigiously gifted; both become entangled in relationships with not one, but two different girls; and both are unconscious solipsists. That is, Paul and Dorian are men who are only sure of their own existence, and therefore relate to the world only as it relates directly back to them. For example, the original working title of Sons and Lovers was Paul Morel (just as Anderson’s novel is simply Dorian), emphasizing how the novel’s world focuses solely around how it relates solely to Paul—just as Dorian’s world relates solely to Dorian.


  Sons and Lovers is somewhat disquieting because of this lack of sympathy and understanding in Paul’s worldview: when he breaks up with his first lover to move on to his next, the discussion is rarely on how she feels or deals with the breakup, only on how the breakup affects Paul. Paul hates his father, an imperfect man who nonetheless has suffered and sacrificed more for his family than Paul ever will. When Paul’s mother dies in the novel’s finale, the ending focuses on how Paul changes and moves on as a result of this event, not on what her death may mean to herself or anyone else. The narcissism in Paul’s worldview is solipsistic in nature, and all the more insidious because his solipsism is evidently unconscious. Lawrence, by all evidence, intends for us to identify with and root for Paul Morel, not critique him for no more profound reason than because Paul is the protagonist.


  Similarly, Anderson apparently wants us to root for Dorian and be happy when he succeeds simply because the novel is entitled Dorian. Consider the novel’s near-relentless Dorian-centric worldview: right from the first chapter, his inclination is to spend his mother’s money on his leisure activities, not for his necessities, as she had directed. Dorian ignores her instructions to spend the money on himself, for his own good, specifically on a nice new pair of dress shoes. But, to follow those instructions, Dorian would first have to imagine that others view his relationship with the world differently from how he views it himself, and that perhaps they can see benefits that he cannot. This is a leap he is not ready to make at this point in the novel. Thus, even when it’s for his own good, Dorian has no room for non-Dorian-centric viewpoints.


  Likewise, Dorian’s desire for Prescott’s Conquest of Peru is based not on a feeling for an oppressed people, but “vaguely as a dim fairy tale … the whole story, beautifully and minutely told”; that is, he wants to learn from Pizarro only how that “bad, bold Spaniard” can affect him, not how Pizarro affected the Incas (7). As for his first love Mildred, Dorian “placed … Mildred, safely away in his heart and his hopes” (173), as though Mildred were a possession for him to keep. Dorian enacts this possession when he hangs in his room one of her paintings, replacing an earlier painting that represented his ideal woman. Mildred has become Dorian’s new ideal in this exchange, but Dorian is still only engaging with her as she relates to him and his ideals, not with who she is as an autonomous, separate human being.


  Now, to be fair, Dorian also displays selfless tendencies from the first chapter, as when he first saves young Carlia from drowning; however, after saving her, his focus is on the loss of his new books to the river. There is hope from the beginning that Dorian will overcome his solipsism, but he is a work in progress.


  Still, let’s not pick on Dorian too harshly. Anderson is presenting to us a common type: an aspiring professional destined to become highly educated and well versed in Church doctrine. He is a charming, amiable, athletic fellow groomed from a young age to be a missionary assistant to the president, an elders quorum president, and bishop. He is expected to marry young and well, and is successful at everything he does because he enjoys the approbation of God.


  For much of the novel, Dorian is the rural 1920s version of this type. He is faithful, he studies his scriptures, and he is a true believer—but he is focused on himself. And perhaps Anderson’s genius in Dorian is how he suggests this type is not yet a true Christian, a sort of Pip figure. Like the protagonist from Great Expectations, Dorian is a fundamentally good and agreeable man who receives fortune without merit. By novel’s end, he recognizes that he is a short-sighted fool, one who in his self-focus has failed to notice how others are living their lives. Hence, Pip is surprised at the novel’s end when, once he at last decides to propose to Biddy, he finds that she has become engaged to Joe on her own. Dorian’s arc ends more happily than Pip’s, but Dorian must still follow the same trajectory. He must learn to abandon his own solipsism if he is to become a true Christian. For this abandonment to occur, Dorian must learn to follow someone else’s story instead of his own. That someone else is Carlia.


  Anderson, then, does what apparently never occurred to Lawrence to do: namely, Anderson shakes his protagonist awake from his own solipsism. Dorian is certainly a bildungsroman,[3] but the manner by which Dorian must come of age is distinctly different from Carlia’s. Carlia learns to find a core sense of self, breaking free of the crushing expectations placed upon her by always thinking of others and not herself. Dorian is the inverse: he already has a stable sense of self and must now learn to think of others.


  Carlia could have been more interesting than Dorian, though perhaps too voyeuristic, too far removed from us for us to understand our own complicity in her destiny. But as Dorian learns to read Carlia, he does learn of both his complicity and responsibility toward her. Anderson, by showing us how Dorian breaks out of his solipsism, shows us how to break free of our own as well.


  But Dorian’s preparation for reading Carlia’s novel begins far earlier. Meredith is the first to try to break Dorian out of his self-focus; in the middle of chapter three, early in their relationship, she and Dorian have the following fascinating exchange while she is painting a landscape scene of a sunset:


  “Tell me which is redder, the real or the picture?” she asked.


  Dorian looked critically back and forth. “The sky is redder,” he decided.


  “And yet if I make my picture as red as the sky naturally is, many people would say that it is too red to be true. I’ll risk it anyway.”


  Then she carefully laid on a little more color.


  “Nature itself, our teacher told us, is always more intense than any representation of nature.” (29 – 30)


  That final line is a lesson Dorian has yet to learn, that nature is more intense than representation. We must remember that Dorian’s relationship with Conquest of Peru isn’t one of encountering the historical intensity of brutal colonization, but rather as “a dim fairy tale,” distant, ephemeral, unreal. The gravity of the Spanish conquest hasn’t struck him—but then, if we understand Meredith right, nothing has struck Dorian quite yet. He will continue to deal in much more safe, containable, and un-intense representations for chapters to come, from the books in Uncle Zed’s library to Meredith’s painting, which will take precedence over Meredith herself in Dorian’s imagination.


  What Meredith wants Dorian to do is look closer at what is being represented, not just the representation itself. Consider the following exchange between them:


  “What—what is an artist?”


  “An artist is one who has learned to see more than other people can in the common things about them.” (32)


  For Meredith, what sets an artist apart is not skill but perception; to be a true artist, one must learn to see more than others see. This deeper perception is a lesson Dorian learns when, in his search for Carlia, he follows her trail more closely than her own father does. For example, when Dorian, in search of missing Carlia, reads from the hotel register “Carlia Davis,” he is able to determine that Carlia, “unexperienced in the art of subterfuge, had started to write her name, and had gotten to the D in Duke, when the thought of disguise had come to her. Yes; there was an unusual break between that first letter and the rest of the name” (166). This seemingly innocuous moment of detective work is important in the evolution of Dorian; he is trying to understand Carlia—how she thinks and why. He looks beyond the mere signature to see what the signature means. She is no longer simply one of the supporting characters in his life; Dorian is now following her story, not his own. We are reading Dorian reading Carlia.


  This conception of artistic perception as character growth makes Meredith positively Joycean; consider that other twentieth-century bildungsroman, James Joyce’s A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. In Portrait too, a solipsistic young man must learn to see outside himself; throughout the first four of the novel’s five chapters, protagonist Stephen Daedalus is firmly entrenched in his own worldview, engaging with the world only as it relates to him. For example, while it is revealed that Stephen’s father has fallen into financial troubles, the troubles’ sources are never mentioned, only acknowledged, in a side conversation Stephen overhears; for Stephen, what’s relevant is not what the problems are, only that they exist. He isn’t interested in his father’s narrative, except in how it affects his own. At the end of the second chapter, Stephen is visiting prostitutes to satisfy his own urges, and at the end of chapter three, Stephen is thinking of becoming a priest to satisfy his need for repentance. But whether Stephen’s focus is on his urges or his sins, his focus remains primarily on himself.


  Then at the end of chapter four, something remarkable happens: While Stephen ponders whether to become a priest, he stumbles upon a girl walking along the surf of the beach. She barely acknowledges him. This becomes an epiphanic moment in Stephen’s life, for he has beheld the intensity of someone else’s experience—someone living an entire life outside of his own. “Heavenly God!” he cries. He decides to become an artist so as to see, like Meredith, more than is commonly seen. Near the novel’s close, Stephen writes, “Welcome, O life! I go to encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience.” For Joyce, an artist recognizes the intensity of life and experience. Meredith also recognizes life’s intensity through artistic perception. She is in fact training Dorian to look more closely, to experience life more intensely, that is, to think more like an artist—like Stephen Daedalus before him.


  But Dorian, by chapter three, has still not learned to look more closely. For example, he protests of Meredith’s painting:


  “You haven’t put that tree in the right place,” he objected! “and you have left out that house altogether.”


  “This is not a photograph,” she answered. “I put in my picture only that which I want there. The tree isn’t in the right place, so I moved it. The house has no business in the picture because I want it to represent a scene of wild, open lonesomeness. I want to make the people who look at it feel so lonesome that they want to cry!” (33)


  Dorian protests that the painting is not a correct representation, for surface-level representations—the world through his eyes—are still the only level upon which Dorian operates. She counters that her painting is representing not the landscape, but loneliness itself. Dorian cannot see the loneliness in the painting, which foreshadows the loneliness he will later fail to recognize in Carlia. Meredith, then, with her statement, “This is not a photograph,” is calling upon Dorian to take a more active role in examining the intensity of the “wild, open lonesomeness” before him instead of passively waiting for things to be represented for him. For Dorian to become a better Christian, Meredith must first make Dorian a better artist.


  Meredith begins the process, but it is Carlia who expedites it. In contrast to Meredith’s gentle prodding, Carlia throws cold water on Dorian’s self-perception when she declares:


  “ … I—hate you!” …


  “What have I done that you should hate me?” he asked as quietly as his trembling voice would allow.


  “Done? nothing. It’s what you haven’t done. What have you done to repay—my—Oh, God, I can’t stand it—I can’t stand it!”


  [ … ]


  She hated him. He had not thought that possible. (148 – 149)


  And why would Dorian have thought that possible? He has been, up to this point, a thorough solipsist, one who only engages with the world as it directly affirms his own existence; for the solipsist, if there’s no self, then there’s no existence, so therefore how can Carlia hate the foundation of all existence?


  It takes Carlia running away to make Dorian suddenly and painfully aware that there is a narrative outside himself. He engages with her now not on his terms, but on hers—he goes out in search of her, tracing her steps, reading her clues, piecing together her narrative. He has switched genres, from some self-involved bildungsroman to a romance; Dorian’s focus has shifted from himself onto Carlia. So perhaps, in a sense, we do get Carlia’s novel—but we are reading Dorian reading it. Anderson via Dorian trains us to get outside our own narrow tales and into others’, to de-privilege our centrality in our own narrow novel, and instead join the far larger and more interesting novel taking place all around us. This transformation in Dorian’s reading abilities reaches its apotheosis when he helps the poor family who had sheltered Carlia to have a real Christmas; he has helped fulfill their Christmas story, not just his own.


  To give Anderson credit where credit’s due: Even today (let alone in rural 1920s Utah), there is a stigma in certain LDS circles against marrying a woman impregnated outside of marriage. A “fallen woman” does not normally bring with her the happy ending promised to the golden boy. But Dorian has left that type behind for a happy ending available only to the passionate, the suffering, the redeemed—for Carlia. Carlia, finally, is the more engaging novel. And Dorian’s shift in focus from himself to others brings him to the more important book. He is thinking more like the true artist as he reads those around him; he is losing himself to find himself; he is behaving more like a true Christian.




  
  






  ENDNOTES


[1]Given how Anderson and Lawrence are contemporaries, it behooves us to compare the two.

[2]Dorian even compares his first romantic love to his mother’s maternal affection, musing, “But there could be no harm in loving [Meredith] as he loved his mother” (40).

[3]The repeated references to David Copperfield, that arch-bildungsroman of the Victorians, certainly telegraphs that message.




  
  






  A PLEA FOR FICTION

ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN THE IMPROVEMENT ERA VOLUME 1, NUMBER 3, JANUARY 1898

  NEPHI ANDERSON


The statement made by critics that fiction reigns supreme in the literature of the day is no doubt true. In the list of published books, the novel takes the lead. Fiction comes in a continuous stream from the press of the country, and it reaches all classes of society.


Is the Latter-day Saint justified in reading fiction? I think I hear a mighty chorus of “No” from the spectacled fathers and mothers as they pause in their reading the latest tabernacle sermon, and a faint hearted “Yes” comes from our boys and girls as they timidly half conceal the story with the proverbial yellow back.


Both may be right, both may be wrong, for this reason: There are good novels and there are bad novels, as well as good and bad in all classes of books. This fact every reader, every parent, and every provider of reading matter should know.


I enter a plea for fiction, the good, pure, elevating kind. You, good soul, who claim that everything that is not a fact, or that does not literally happen is bad, have no scruples in hanging on your walls a beautiful oil painting, whose majestic hills, green foliage, and blue waters have no existence save in the imagination of the painter. The incidents of a story are just as existent as the scenes of your picture. You distinguish between drawings, praising the beautiful and condemning and shunning the evil. Consistency claims that you should do the same with the products of the pen.


Again, some, who strictly exclude every work of fiction from the home, admit any newspaper. The latter may be and often is filled with accounts of base deeds and revolting crimes put into readable form and which are eagerly “devoured” by the young. As such reading matter is supposed to be true and deals with facts, it is all commendable or at least, permissible; but the story wherein characters are drawn that beautify honor and virtue and nobleness, is shunned and condemned. Facts may be debasing, fiction may be elevating. Jesse James was a reality, Adam Bede was not.


The Great Teacher recognized the value of fiction in presenting truths to the understanding. Of him it is said: “But without a parable spake he not unto them.” Many eminent writers have recognized this. The dreariest description or argument may have vitality and interest brought into it by bringing it in contact with human life and action. Vivid life pictures of any time or any place may be portrayed by the story. What historian has so correctly colored historical characters as Shakespeare? What can be better than Hugo’s pictures of Parisian society? If you would know English life read Dickens.


Now then, if reading novels is not a sin, what will help us to choose the right kind? Among the vast amount of advice given on this subject, perhaps none is of more importance than this: Know the authors, learn something of the writers. “Doth a fountain send forth at the same place sweet water and bitter?” A writer consciously or unconsciously weaves within his work his own emotions, sentiments, conceptions of right and wrong, of duty, or morality. Then first, even above the literary qualifications of a writer, see to it that he or she views the virtues from the proper standpoint. Too few people know nothing about the authors of the books they read.


We should know that many names do stand for something. What a help it would be, for instance, if we always remembered that Scott and Lytton wrote historical romances, and that Cooper’s were mostly of Indian adventure; that George Eliot’s works are always deep, but the Duchess’ are shallow; that Crawford is a romancist and Howells a realist; that Mary D. Ward writes of English life, religion and social problems, and Mrs. Herbert D. Ward describes New England scenes; that Mrs. Holmes writes solely of love, Mayne Reid of adventure, and Antony Hope of love and adventure, mixed; that no father or mother need fear to place in their children’s hands stories written by Mrs. Alcott.


“The prose story,” says a recent writer, “comes close to the heart of the world, gets into the pulses of the people, lounges in the slippered ease of the drawing room, swings in the summer hammock, circulates in the brain of the day, airs its opinions, its theories and philosophies through human lips in a hundred lands, and is read, read, read!”


Yes, the world reads fiction. If one has a message to deliver, he puts it in a novel, into a living, breathing thing. The Latter-day Saints have a great message to the world. What a field is here for the pen of the novelist. As Tennyson says:


“Truth in closest words shall fail,
When truth embodied in a tale,
Shall enter in at lowly doors”



Transcription of this essay by Clare Wang.

Inclusion of original errata intentional.


 



  
  






  PURPOSE IN FICTION

ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN THE IMPROVEMENT ERA VOLUME 1, NUMBER 4, FEBRUARY 1898

  NEPHI ANDERSON


In his preface to the sixth edition of “Tom Brown’s School Days,” Thomas Hughes says:


“Several persons, for whose judgment I have the highest respect, while saying very kind things about this book, have added that the great fault of it is, ‘too much preaching;’ but they hope I shall amend in this matter should I ever write again. Now this I most distinctly decline to do. Why, my whole object in writing at all was to get the chance of preaching!


My sole object in writing was to preach to boys; if ever I write again it will be to some other age. I can’t see that a man has any business to write at all unless he has something which he thoroughly believes and wants to preach about. If he has this and the chance of delivering himself of it, let him by all means put it in the shape in which it will be most likely to get a hearing; but never let him be so carried away as to forget that preaching is his object.”


In contrast to this view, the more modern novelist, F. Marion Crawford, says:


“Probably no one denies that the first object of the novel is to amuse and interest the reader. The purpose-novel constitutes a violation of the unwritten contract tacitly existing between writer and reader. A man buys what purports to be a work of fiction, a romance, a story of adventure, pays his money, takes his book home, prepares to enjoy it at his ease, and discovers that he has paid a dollar for somebody’s views on socialism, religion, or the divorce laws. In ordinary cases the purpose-novel is a simple fraud, besides being a failure in nine hundred and ninety-nine cases out of a thousand.”


Here are two radically different views on the province of fiction. Dr. Hughes claims that the story could be a means by which to teach nobler principles, Mr. Crawford says that amusement and interest is its main object. It might here be said that Mr. Crawford is mistaken in one thing: Often a man buys a novel because of the “purpose” that sticks so prominently from it.


Many present day critics and reviewers agree with the latter writer. Their cry is “Art for art’s sake,” whatever that means. They denounce as inartistic any novel written for the definite purpose of presenting a principle, expressing a truth, or holding up an ideal.


It is hard to see the philosophy of this last proposition. Perhaps a work of fiction wholly purposeless may conform to this strict “law of art;” but surely a story full of purpose, a high, noble purpose may also be in harmony with that art which lifts the soul into the realm of the beautiful. Art deals with beauty, and the highest beauty centers in God. Art deals with love, and God is love. Art deals with truth, and God is the source of all truth. All of the Creator’s laws are full of meaning, full of purpose. By all means let us have in literature, as in all else, “Art for Art’s sake;” only let us understand what art is.


Dr. Hughes’ little story with all its preaching, has become a classic. Will Mr. Crawford’s Italian romances ever attain to that rank?


Have the world’s greatest novelists given us purposeless stories? George Eliot was somewhat addicted to this “preaching.” It is claimed that Dickens’ novels have been great factors in bringing about the abolition of the unjust poor laws of England, of bettering the common schools, and correcting many other abuses. Undoubtedly, the motive that moved Dickens to write was a noble purpose. “Les Miserables,” surely, was not written merely to please or amuse some idle reader. Hawthorne’s “Scarlet Letter” is a mighty sermon against sin. “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” was written for a purpose. It created more anti-slavery sentiment in the North than all other pamphlets and treatises combined. Bellamy has hung a score of socialistic sermons on a frail thread of romance. Not even Mr. Crawford can say that “Looking Backward” is a failure. Even that delight of boyhood, “Robinson Crusoe,” is not without its sermons, as Taine in his “History of English Literature” says:


“Robinson Crusoe is quite a man of his race, and might instruct it even in the present day. He has the force of will power, etc., which formerly produced sea-kings, and now produces emigrants and squatters.


Even now we hear their mighty hatchets and pickaxes sounding in the claims of Melbourne and in the log houses of Salt Lake.”


And so on down the list.


The Latter-day Saint understands that this world is not altogether a play ground, and that the main object of life is not to be amused. He who reaches the people, and the story writer does that, should not lose the opportunity of “preaching,” as the author of “Tom Brown’s School Days” puts it. A good story is artistic preaching. A novel which depicts high ideals and gives to us representations of men and women as they should and can be, exerts an influence for good that is not easily computed.




Transcription of this essay by Clare Wang.

Inclusion of original errata intentional.


 



  
  






  APPENDIX

DELETED MATERIAL

  CURATED BY SCOTT HALES


Manuscript and typescript drafts of Nephi Anderson’s novels are archived in the Nephi Anderson Collection, 1855 – 1939 (MS 5619) at the Church History Library of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in Salt Lake City. Anderson wrote the first drafts of his novels in longhand, revised them, then typed them out using what he called his “two-finger exercise.” These typescripts were also revised and, at times, extensively rewritten.


Anderson began writing Dorian some time around 23 May 1919, the date he first mentions the “new story” in his journal, and finished the manuscript in February 1920. The typescript was then completed one year later.


Following are transcripts of five significant deletions from the typescript archived in the Church History Library. They reveal more information about Uncle Zed’s views on evolution, the intensity of Dorian’s animosity for Jack Lamont, local views on gender and chastity, and Carlia’s time away from Greenstreet. With the incorporation of passages from Louisa May Alcott’s Little Women (1868) and John Townsend Trowbridge’s “Midsummer” (1887), they also reveal an even more intertextual novel than what was finally published.


While some of the deletions are unfortunate, they suggest, as a whole, a desire on Anderson’s part to make the novel more subtle and less didactic in its treatment of gospel themes. Moreover, they provide insight into Anderson’s struggle to create characters who are at once realistic and models of good behavior for Latter-day Saint youths in the early twentieth century.


In transcribing the following material, I have tried to retain as much of Anderson’s typescript errors and idiosyncrasies—deletions, insertions, etc.—as possible without sacrificing coherence. In some cases, I have corrected minor typographical errors and standardized the punctuation.


Full scans of both the manuscript and typescript are available for download at dorian.peculiarpages.com.


 DELETION A

FROMTS CHAPTER TWELVE, PP. 121 – 122


The very first paper was in the old man’s own hand, and was a comment on the evolutionist’s theory that life originated on this earth some millions of years ago and developed from that theme <time> to this by these long ages of growth. Uncle Zed wrote:


“Life, in its various stages of progress has always existed in some place or other; therefore, life, in its so-called perfected state exists now as it always has existed. Worlds are and always have been created and endowed with life. What a waste of time and energy to have life begin on each separate world from a protoplasmic form and then have to evolve through ages of time to its present earth-stage condition! How much more reasonable to think that the germs or seeds of life in a form perfected for its environment is transplanted from a world where it exists to one ready for the planting. A gardener, having a number of plots of land would be foolish to begin with the wild rose or the crab apple from which to develop by perfect flower and fruit by long and slow process of cultivation, if that gardener already had these perfected products in one of his gardens from which he could transplant. Surely God is as wise as any earthly husbandman.”


DELETION B


FROMTS CHAPTER NINETEEN, PP. 182 – 184


One evening when the feeling of spring was in the air, Dorian was going to call on Carlia, when he heard the approach of an automobile. As it turned into the bystreet, leading to the Duke home, Dorian saw the driver to be Mr. Jack Lamont. Dorian kept in the road, and presently the machine was close upon him, then slowed down with a signal to clear the way. Honk, honk <As the walker> paid no heed to the warning, and as the roadway was narrow, the automobile had to come to a full stop. 


“Hi, there, can’t you get out of the way?” shouted the driver.


Dorian turned. His face was pale, his jaw set. “Oh, is that you, Mr. Lamont?” he asked.


“Yes; let me get by, won’t you?”


“Where are you going?”


“Well—I—I don’t thank [sic] that’s anybody’s business, is it?”


“Yes, it’s mine.” He stepped from the front of the car to the side, close to the driver.


Mr. Lamont appeared as if he were going to resent this, but he seemed to think better of it as he said: “Well, I don’t mind saying, seeing that you want to know so badly that I have a little business with Mr. Duke.”


“Mr. Duke doesn’t want to see you.”


“Your knowledge is most profound.”


“Yes, it is <in this respect.”>


“Then, perhaps, someone else will want to see me?”


“No one at that house wants to see you.”


“Indeed<!>“


“Yes—and look here, Mr. Jack Lamont, you drive right on—right on to town will be better; don’t you stop at the Duke house.”


“Well, who are you?”


“You know who I am.”


Anger flashed from both men’s eyes as they scowled into each other’s faces. Donald <Dorian> stepped in front of the machine again.


“Get out o[f] my way, or I’ll run over you”, shouted the man in the machine <automobile>, as he started the machine.


Dorian gave way, saying as he did so: “It’s all I can do to keep from drag<g>ing you from that machine; but go on. I’ll be at the house in a few minutes, and if I find you there,—if I don’t kill you, I’ll thrash you within an inch of your life.”


“The automobile speeded on, the driver casting back a derisive laugh; but it <he> did not stop at the Duke gate; it <he> went right on and soon disappeared in the distance. Dorian turned in at the gate. When Carlia saw him, she exclaimed:


“Dorian, what’s the matter?”


DELETION C


FROMTS CHAPTER NINETEEN, PP. 185 – 186


The conversation in such company was such which should be expected of Bishop’s counselors, presidents of Elder’s quorums, and class leaders in the Mutual <which these men were.> On this occasion some of the always-present moral problems were discussed. The village school teacher, who that year was also trying to become a dry-farmer, was taking part in the discussion, and was claiming that the girls could do a lot in keeping the boys straight. “Here, that reminds me,” he said, “of something I read i[n] my book.”


The conversation ceased until the teacher had pulled his book from its <a> tight-fitting pocket. He held it up so that all could see what it was. “Little Women”


“Yes,” he commented, “you are perhaps surprised that I should be taking ‘Little Women’ to my boys; but I have found in my experience that the boys are just as interested in the story as the girls, and it certainly carries with it a high moral tone, which is not lost on the boys. Here is the quotation I mentioned: ‘Women work a good many miricles [sic], and I have a persuasion that they may perform even that of raising the standard of of manhood … Let the boys be boys, the longer the better, let the young men sow their wild oats if they must; but mothers, sisters, and friends may help to make the crop a small one, and keep many tares from spoiling the harvest by believing and showing and showing that they believe in the possibility of loyalty to the virtues which make men manliest in good women’s eyes.’”


“All very beautiful and true,” said the Bishop’s counselor; “but the greater responsibility rests with the boys. They should be the girl’s protectors rather than their destroyers; and the boys should not only be taught this, but they the fact should be trained into their very being. Eh, Dorian, what do you have to say? You’re so quiet today.”


DELETION D


FROMTS CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE, PP. 200 – 204


Dorian lay at full length on the grass, looking over the valley to the distant mountains. Carlia sat near him. The red glowed in her lips again, and the roses in her cheeks. The careworn look was gone from her face. Peace had come into her heart, peace with herself, with the man she loved, and with her God.


“I wonder who’s preaching at home in the meeting-house, this afternoon,” said Dorian.


“You’re not,” she laughed.


“No; Carlia, I must confess my sins. The Bishop said he might call on me to talk today, and here I am twenty miles from the meeting-house.”


“Why, Dorian, I’m surprised at you.” She tapped him lightly on his uncovered head with a branch of choke-cherry blossoms which he had broken off for her.


“Oh, it was no<t> definite; appointment; but I’m in for an early appointment, I can see.”


“Well, you’re equal to it.”


“Thank you. But really, I don’t very often remain on the farm over Sunday. There is something about the ordained time and place for worship, and especially the sacrament which cannot be obtained in any other way.”


“The sacrament. Yes, I shall miss that today.”


“We’ll try to make up our neglect in some other way. Where’s our Bible? We’ll read a chapter or two. You know, there’s something about the time and place <in> which one reads which leaves its imprint for good or for evil. I always try to read the Scriptures when the environment is right for sacred thoughts.”


He opened the book and read the seventh chapter of St. John. After the reading he closed the book and said:


“If Jesus needed to go to the Father for strength, how much more do we[?] That’s one of the most beautiful chapters in the Bible.” Then he turned to the thirteenth chapter of First Corinthians and read Paul’s exposition of charity. Carlia, during the reading, looked out over the distant hills, saying nothing, only softly repeating the closing sentence, “‘The greatest of these is charity”‘.


They both were silent for a time, then he asked, “What do you see?”


“I can’t describe it.”


“Let me try:


‘Around this lovely valley rise


The purple hills of Paradise.


O, softly on yon banks of haze


Her rosy face the Summer lays,


Becalmed along the azure sky


The Argosies of Cloudland lie,


Whose shores with many a shining rift


Far off their pearl-white peaks uplift.’


That’s from Trowbridge, one of my <boyhood> favorites.[“]


“It’s pretty.”


“Carlia, look closely at these green bushes at which you seem to be gazing, just under the ridge. Well, there’s a fine patch of service-berries there, and this year, there’s a big harvest. Do you like service berries?”


“Not very much.”


“They’re rather sickly sweet; but there’s a way to remedy that. Up that hollow to the right there is a small spring, and there is <where> a patch of wild goose-berries there <may be found.> When ripe the berries are small, but full of tart flavor. Mixed with service-berries, they make a fine preserves. I ought to know for I made some myself last summer.”


The girl made no comment. She doubted not that this young man could do this successfully, if he set his hand to do it.


“And wild strawberries! O, girl, did you ever taste wild strawberries? This year there are <is> going to be a lot down in the meadow-land by the creek. It’s too much of a job to pick them for preserving, but just for eating, Mm,mm. You get down on all fours, follow your nose to where the sweet smell guides you, push aside the grass where the berries hide, and then, Oh, my!”


“Is there any fish in the creek?”


“Not many. Only a few small trout. I’ll catch you some for breakfast. But the stream down there serves other purposes. Many a time I listen to it when I am alone. It is about all I can hear then. When I sing or feel like singing it sings with me; when I laugh, I think it echoes me; sometimes it roars, and at times in the silence of the night, our of my half sleep, I hear it sobbing as if it had a heart which could break … Let’s go up the hill a little further,” said Dorian, springing to his feet. “Here’s a beautiful spot up near that quaking-asp grove, a sacred spot to me.”


<“Your> Mother will not think us lost, will she?”


“No; there are no bears.”


As they climbed slowly upward, Carlia gathered a bouquet of wild flowers which she stuck in the girdle of her dress. They stopped to watch the busy ants about the tiny-pebbled mound.


“Do you know,” said he, “I’m always sorry when I have to plow up an ant bed. It seems cruel to destroy at one sweep what these interesting little creatures have so long and so patiently been building.”


“I’ve often wanted to see inside one of their homes,” she said, “if it could be done without ruining it. I’ve heard that bees and ants are wonderful creatures.”


“Yes; all life is wonderful; and the wonder increases when one learns that life in one form or another is everywhere on the earth. There seems to be no spot on the earth so isolated or barren as not to contain life. The earth teems with life regardless of what or where man is. In that ant-bed there is a world all by itself, independent of an away from all other animal life. If I ascend to the tops of the highest mountain I can find some living creatures living and moving and having their being; and I suppose if I should descend to the lowest depths of the ocean, I would find the same there. The world is full of mystery, which sometimes I desperately long to solve.”


They reached the grove and found a comfortable seat. <They> were s