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THE ELIZABETHANS 17

romance. But for some little time
yet we would naturally expect to find
the older notions of life still actuating

‘writers who, chronologically, are to

be reckoned Elizabethans. This is
true in some measure of Spenser and
his friend and patron, Sidney, both of
whom were born some four years be-
fore the accession of Elizabeth,

Sidney and Spenser

ALTHDUGH the figure of Sir Philip
Sidney (1554-86) is one of the
most familiar in literary history, it
is not unreasonable to suggest that
this is due as much to his remarkable
qualities as a man as to his literary
gifts. Sidney’s poetry does not merit
so much consideration as his prose.
Wyatt and Surrey could write son-
nets as good as his, but he was the
first to write the prose of art.
Francis Turner Palgrave, an unerring
judge, could find only one little love
ditty of Sidney’s to include in his
Golden Treasury of English Songs
and Lyrics. Yet Sidney was a poet
of no mean parts, somewhat affected,
it is true, but destined to live in
several of his sonnets, such as that
beginning, ‘With how sad steps, O
Moon, thou climb’st the skies,” and
another, ‘Come sleep, O sleep, the
certain knot of peace.” But since the
days when Sidney was lauded as a
genius by his admiring contempo-
raries so much good poetry has been
written that readers of to-day need
not fear the charge of philistinism if
they are content merely to make his
acquaintance in a volume of selec-
tions.

Sidney’s friend, Edmund Spenser

(1552-99), was a

Spenser is esteemed &fima

finest of English poets before Shake-
speare, though his great contem-
porary, the unhappy Christopher
Marlowe, was to exercise far more
influence over the greatest of all
poets.

I frankly confess I am one of those
who have found it a tedious task to
read The Faery Queen, most cele-
brated of Spenser’s poems, and so I
hesitate to urge it upon others. When
Pope was only twelve years old he
read it ‘with infinite delight, and
Southey confesses to having read it
thirty times over, while Dryden gave
it untempered praise ; but it is doubt-
ful if the enthusiasm of these eminent
admirers is alone sufficient to induce
the ordinary reader to bear Spenser
company through the six books of
The Faery Queen.

The Tedious Faery Queen

I[N THE plan of the work we still find
that characteristic of medieval
literature: a set scheme of stories
told for some given purpose, as in The
Decameron and The Canterbury
Tales. The Faery Queen is supposed
to be holding her annual feast, of
twelve days’ duration, and on those
twelve days twelve different com-
plaints are submitted to her. To re-
dress the wrongs thus brought to her
knowledge she commissions twelve
knights, each of whom is noted for a
certain virtue, and his doings are
celebrated throughout a whole book.
But in addition to such heroes as the
Knight of the Red Cross (Holiness),
Sir Guyon (Temperance) and the
lady-knight Britomartis (Chastity),

there is the superlatme figure of
thur, in whom all knightly

m{ lﬁ es are combined and who, ap-
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thing associated with the theater still
endures; the legacy, on one side, of
puritanism, and the outcome, on the
other, of the sterility of our stage
throughout most of the Victorian
era. Of late years and despite the
setback which it received during the
period of the Great War, the English
drama, in a literary sense, has been
showing signs of renewed strength.
Still, it is mainly to the printed page
and not to the theater that we must
turn to study the drama. It may be
said that this is as it should be, since
the dramatist, not less than any other
poet, is for the study. But the fact
remains that what is called ‘a drama
for the closet’ is no drama at all ; the
play which cannot be acted is for
that reason no play, and, equally, the
play which is only tolerable when
acted is not literature.

Our drama might almost be said
to have begun and ended in one great
burst of glory ; for if all that has been
written since the last of the Eliza-
bethans, with a few exceptions, were
to be wiped away, our dramatic lit-
erature would not be greatly im-
poverished. The evolution of the
English drama is sometimes ascribed
to the old ‘mysteries’ invented by the
medieval clergy for the purpose of
giving the ignorant mob some smat-
tering of Biblical knowledge. These
crude representations of sacred his-
tory gave place gradually to the
‘morality’ play, wherein the teachers
of the people endeavored to visu-
alize before their dim intelligences
‘the Christian virtues. From this it
was but a step to the stage represen-
tation of the common life, and that
step had been taken before the reign
of Elizabeth, Heywood’s interludes
forming a link between the morality
play and the drama proper.

GEDRGE GascoioNE (¢, 1525-77)
was one of the earliest drama-
tists and a poet of no mean place
among the Elizabethans, his spirited
satire, The Steel Glass, being the
longest and one of the most virile
compositions in blank verse before
Milton. But it is evident in his
dramatic work that he was influ-
enced not so much by the disappear-
ing morality play as by the ancient
classical drama; his Jocasta is an
adaptation from the Phoenissae of
Euripides, while his Comedy of Sup-
poses, whence Shakespeare borrowed
for his Taming of the Shrew, was
a prose translation of Ariosto’s
comedy, I Suppositi.

Indeed, it is hardly correct to
speak of any ‘link’ between the mod-
ern drama and the morality play,
as in all countries the rise of the
drama was the outcome of a revival
of learning which led the writers to
look back across the ages and to find
their models in the ancient classical
drama, the machinery of the stage,
however, being ready to their hand
as it existed for the purpose of
the ‘moralities.” The first regular
comedy in our language, Ralph
Roister Doister, by Nicholas Udall
(1506-56), Master of KEton, was
modeled on the comedies of Plautus
and Terence, while Sackville and
Norton’s Gorboduc, our first regular
tragedy, produced on January 18,
1562, was modeled on the tragedies
of Seneca.

Comedy shaped itself into true
dramatic form earlier than tragedy,
and the art owed well-nigh as much
to such writers as Greene and Peele
as tragedy did to Marlowe. Most
of the early dramatists were poet-
scholars, men who had been educated
at Oxford or Cambridge and who to










































36 AN OUTLINE OF ENGLISH LITERATURE

apogee. The Old Bachelor, The Dou-
ble Dealer, Love for Love, The
Mourning Bride and The Way of
the World were all written before
their author was thirty years old.
Then came sinecures and literary
sterility. Congreve was, and remains,
a master of repartee and polished
insolence. He wrote better than
Moliere ; but Moliére’s stage method
and dramatic style preserve his plays
alive, while those of Congreve, if we
except Love for Love, which has
been described as the finest prose
comedy in the English language, are
consigned to the study. Macaulay
writes:

In every point Congreve maintained his
superiority to Wycherley. Wycherley had
wit; but the wit of Congreve far outshines
that of every comic writer, except Sheridan,
who has arisen within the last two centuries,
Congreve had not in a large measure the
poetical faculty ; but, compared with Wycher-
ley, he might be called a great poet. Wycher-
ley had some knowledge of books, but
Congreve was a man of real learning. Con-
greve’s offenses against decorum, though
highly culpable, were not so gross as those
of Wycherley, nor did Congreve, like Wycher-
ley, exhibit to the world the deplorable spec-
tacle of a licentious dotage.

Thackeray declared that ‘the Con-
greve muse is dead, and her song
choked in Time’s ashes.’ ‘See,’ he
exclaimed, ‘there’s the cup she drank
from, the gold chain she wore on her
neck, the vase which held the rouge
for her cheeks, her looking-glass, and
the harp she used to dance to! In-
stead of a feast we find a gravestone,
and in place of a mistress a few
bones.’

Some phrases from the Congreve
comedies long since passed into the
common speech: ‘Music hath charms
to soothe the savage breast,” ‘Heaven
has no rage like love to hatred turned,
nor hell a fury like a woman scorned,’
“Married in haste, we may repent

at leisure’ are among them.

What Sir John Vanbrugh (1664-
1726) lacked in grace he had in
coarse wit and facile inventiveness,
The epitaph—

Lie heavy on him, earth! for he

Laid many heavy loads on thee,
alludes to his achievements as the
architect of Blenheim and Castle
Howard, not to his authorship of
The Relapse, The Provoked Wife and
The Confederacy.

With Vanbrugh may be compared
George Farquhar (1678-1707), who,
in some directions as a dramatist,
improved on his predecessors in
cogency of construction, and whose
incidental verse indicates a power
that—possibly for reasons connected
with a hand-to-hand existence—was
never fully cultivated. The famous
line from his Twin Rivals—

Necessity, the mother of invention

—is singularly apposite to its au-
thor.

Horace Walpole said of Far-
quhar’s plays that they talk the lan-
guage of a marching regiment in
country quarters. He wrote best
what he wrote last, The Recruiting
Officer and The Beaux’ Stratagem.
He marks the transition from Resto-
ration licence towards the cleaner, if
more conventional, stage methods
characterizing the reign of Queen
Anne and the early Hanoverians.

In Thomas Otway (1651-85), it
has been well observed, ‘there is no
relief, no pause from the war and
clamor of passion.” He lived tragi-
cally, wrote tragedy, and died young.

Gloomy as are his plays and devoid |

of lyrical beauty, they reach the
heart by sheer force and knowledge
of human nature. ‘More tears, said
Scott, ‘have been shed probably for
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THE POETS: FROM MILTON TO BURNS 45

that he has written for the theater
he same earnestness of purpose that
listinguishes his fiction is present,
and though there is the relief of hu-
morously observed characterization
there is never any effort to be amus-
ing: Galsworthy stands for serious-
ness in all things, but the dramatic
instinct which is strong in him never
fails to awaken the interest of his
audience in the social perplexities he
sets out to elucidate. It is a high
degree of art that enables an author
to be serious without ever being dull.
Galsworthy’s plays rank among the
best of the contemporary theater.

William Somerset Maugham (b.
1874) who also started as a novelist,
became one of our most admired
playwrights, rivaling Barrie and
Shaw in popularity: Jack Straw,
Penelope, Caroline, and The Circle
being comedies that follow familiar
lines but present contemporary char-
acter with unfailing freshness of
treatment and humorous observa-
tion.

John Drinkwater (b. 1882) can af-
ford to ignore the sneers of those
who have complained that his Abra-
ham Lincoln is not a play but merely
biography presented in dramatic
form. The dramatist has gone to
biography for his material, but
Shakespeare went to history for
much of his, and as a quarry there
is no distinction between history and

biography. In any case, il is an
achievement to take certain com-
monly known facts of a man’s life
and so to present these in stage dia-
logue that they hold the attention
and enlarge the sympathies of
widely-contrasting audiences, as I
can personally testify from witness-
ing the production of Abraham Lin-
coln in London and also in Chicago.
The lives of Peg Woffington, Garrick
and Kean had served as subjects for
comedies years ago, yet Drinkwater
really opened a new vein in his series
of fine plays based upon biographical
data: Oliver Cromwell, Mary Stuart,
Robert E. Lee.

With such dramatists writing for
the stage who shall say that its
standard to-day is not appreciably
higher than at the beginning of the
'nineties of last century? And the
list of playwrights whose work is of
literary quality might be extended
considerably. Such extension would
have to include Arnold Bennett,
Israel Zangwill, St. John Ervine,
Clemence Dane, A. A. Milne, Fred-
erick Lonsdale and Edward Knob-
lock ; but it is no part of my plan to
enlarge upon the dramatists of to-
day; having in this sketchy way
brought the reader through the cen-
turies of change, and, I shall hope,
impressed him with the pleasure to
be derived from our dramatic writers
from the Elizabethans onwards.

VII
THE POETS: FROM MILTON TO BURNS

aviNe just come from a rapid
flight across three centuries
of British drama, from the
time when Shakespeare’s audiences
at Blackfriars stood in the open-air

pit, or sat in the airy galleries, tc
that when plays by unseen actors
are broadcast to the ends of the
earth by the magic of wireless, and
having now to re-cross three hundred





























































erence between liberal aspiration
1d democratic achievement. In
faud, his favorite work, he entered
an eloquent protest against the ma-
erial view of human life,.
Tennyson’s consistent contention
as that poetry should be the flower
nd fruit of a man’s life, and in
very stage of it a worthy offering
o the world. One day in the sum-
er of 1888, in the garden of his
ome at Aldworth, Sussex, the Poet
aureate was discussing with Ed-
und Gosse the case of those who
ove to trace similarities and seem
o think that a mediocre poet who
riginates an idea is above the great
oet who adopts and gives it ever-
asting form. Said Tennyson:

The dunces fancy it is the thought that
kes poetry live. It isn’t. It’s the expres-
ion, the form; but we mustn’t tell them so—
they wouldn't know what we meant.

This is a very different thing, of
ourse, from saying that the ‘form’
f poetry is its all in all; as the
oet’s further remark on the same
ccasion proves:

The highest poetry may be popular, and
praised in the magazines, and yet the secret
of it is ‘unrevealed to the whole godless
world for ever.

[We may doubt if it is always re-
ivealed to the poet himself. But
ithere is nothing in this view of
poetry that is incompatible with the
principles set forth in my opening
ichapter.

]Ir 1T be granted that Tennyson’s
poetry did not profit by his sen-
sitiveness to the social problems of
the time, or by the way in which
he criticized the trend of policies
and the fickleness of public opinion,
it can hardly be gainsaid that he was
a great teacher for all who care to
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give ear to his message. The best
of Tennyson is not to be gathered
by the pastime of hunting out
plagiarisms in his poems. As
Shakespeare was inspired by the
stirring events of Elizabeth’s reign,
so was Tennyson inspired by the
Battle of Waterloo and ‘the fairy
tales of science’ to the vision of a
time when—
The war drum throbb’d no longer, and the
battle-flags were furl’d
In the Parliament of man, the Federation of
the world,
But he saw the peril, first of an ex-
cessive insular patriotism, and then
of mere ‘talk.’

Tennyson's Vision and his Technique

I[N His interpretation of the five
chief subjects it has been the
province of poets to deal with—na-
ture, woman, life, politics and reli-
gion—Tennyson will be found always
looking forward to the ultimate good.
If the spirit of the present generation
wars with Tennyson the teacher,
it is because of his treatment, in The
Princess particularly, of woman’s
rights. His views on the woman
question were, indeed, reactionary.
‘Woman,’” he wrote,

is not undevelopt man,
But diverse: could we make her as the man,
Swigt Love were slain: his dearest bond is
N;t IFl’i’k«a to like, but like in difference.
From a technical standpoint Maud
is regarded by competent criticism as
one of the best and most highly
finished of Tennyson’s great poems;
it is the one, moreover, of which the
poet himself was specially fond. It
contains the exquisite lyric ‘Come
into the Garden, Maud.” Perhaps
the best of Tennyson’s work was his
earliest. That which penetrates the


















































































































oped a literary style as natural
Defoe’s, as vigorous as Swift’s,
shtened by humor and telling
ective, and perhaps as charac-
istically Saxon as any that could
named. He was a clean-living
in, who delighted in the open air,
ing a born student and lover of
other Earth. Above all, Cobbett
w clearly, thought clearly, and
ered clearly. His varied career
pm plow to Parliament will well
pay study. His works are as
ersified as was his life.

obbett's English Grammar and
ench Grammar are written in the
m of letters to his son, and are
surpassed in the lucidity of their
angement and their quality of
nuine liveliness, Everyone ought
read the first named, Despite
unattractive title, it may be com-
nded as vastly entertaining as well
instructive. His Weekly Political
gister, started in 1802, was con-
ued, apart from one small break,
til his death; it was for two years
ited from prison, where he was
for his strictures on flogging in
e Army; and for a time from
nerica, whither he fled to escape
pma further imprisonment. In
p3 he began the Parliamentary
bates, whence originated Hansard.
e wrote a History of the Reforma-
n, which is still read, though
efly by Roman Catholics; but his
vice to Young Men is full of
Actical common sense for all.
ery young man should read it,
d young women also. Its vigor
d frankness are as refreshing as
e breath of the sea.

s best work is to be found in
picturesque accounts of his
litical tours on horseback, which
p familiar as Cobbett’s Rural
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Rides, and the student in search of
a guide to muscular English would
do better to read a chapter from this
each day than from almost any other
prose work. Cobbett is not a great
literary character; but his style is
the best of models for all who aspire
to write clearly and correctly.

Isaac D'Israeli (1766-1848), the
father of Lord Beaconsfield, wrote a
number of anecdotal works which,
though somewhat slipshod, offer evi-
dence of much culture and wide
reading, being chiefly notable for
the entertainment they afford and
the stimulus they give to further
inquiry in the by-paths of literary
history. The Curiosities of Litera-
ture is the best of these; its com-
panions are Calamities and Quarrels
of Authors, Amenities of Literature,
and The Literary Character.

Landor's Imaginary (Conversations

WAL’I‘ER Savace LaNpor (1775-
1864) was an author who, as
Birrell says, ‘preferred stately mag-
nificence to chatty familiarity.” He
lived, in a sense, alone, and his work
is also independent. He wrote
poetry for amusement (I have al-
ready dealt with him as a poet) and
prose as an occupation. His Imagi-
nary Conversations reveal strong
dramatic qualities which have caused
many to wonder that their author
failed to write a great play. De-
scribing these Conversations, Henry
J. Nicoll, in his Landmarks of Eng-
lish Literature, says:

They are full of fine thought, expressed in
a style so finished, so eloquent, so clearly
bearing the impress of genius and cultivated
taste, so felicitous in imagery and diction,
that one wonders why they are in general so
little read. The reason probably is that
their subjects have little interest to people in
general, and that their tone of sentiment does






ethod in such plan as I have fol-
ed, which consists chiefly in a
mewhat casual commentary on
glish writers looked at chrono-
gically, in their relation to poetry,
ose and the novel, occasionally,
with Chaucer and Shakespeare,
large and ‘dating’ figure being
ade a subject of special study.
In the present chapter, however,
confess that I have hit upon
rlyle rather as a convenient break
the examination of nineteenth
ntury prose than because of any
tention to engage in the more de-
iled consideration of the man and
s work. Time was when Carlyle’s
s a name to conjure with. Does
remain a force? That he is still
rth reading may be asserted with-
t dubbing oneself old-fashioned.
d, after all, when he surveyed
nkind from his window in Chelsea
sufficiently dominated his epoch
r it to be named after him and
to justify my chapter heading,
ough I shall make no attempt to
alyze the Carlyle period as distinct
m the main current of the nine-
nth century.

orN a full decade ahead of Car-
lyle, James Henry Leigh Hunt
784-1859) had a reputation as a
itic and journalist before Carlyle
d begun to attract attention.
igh Hunt was an essayist of con-
erable charm and wversatility,
ose friendships secure for him a
eater meed of recognition than his
itings, though these are not unim-
rtant. He introduced Shelley and
ts to one another, and brought
ese poets before the public in The
iner, of which he was editor.
The student of English literature
11 find much profit in his Imagina-
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tion and Fancy, Wit and Humor,
and Men, Women and Books. His
Dante’s Divine Comedy: the Book
and its Story, is also of value, while
his Autobiography contains enough
to secure for it the permanent inter-
est of all bookmen. London and
The Cockney School found in him
an energetic champion, and his
gossipy volume on The Town: Its
Remarkable Characters and Events,
retains a certain measure of popu-
larity.

There is need to do little more than
mention the intervening names of
Nassau William Senior (1790-1864),
an eminent critic of the time, Wil-
liam Maginn (1793-1842), scholar,
critic, humorist, then a great force
in the magazine world and the origi-
nal of the Charlie Shandon in
Thackeray’'s Pendennis, and Anna
Brownell Jameson (1794-1860), who
wrote a book on The Characteristics
of Shakespeare’s Women that is still
a favorite,

THOMAS CARLYLE (1795-1881) be-

gan his literary career as a writer
in The Edinburgh Encyclopaedia,
for which, between 1820 and 1823,
he wrote articles on Lady Mary
Wortley Montagu, Montaigne, Mon-
tesquieu, Dr. John Moore, Sir John
Moore, Necker, Nelson, Mungo
Park, Lord Chatham, William Pitt,
and several papers of a topographi-
cal character. Only one of these—
the paper on Sir John Moore—can
be described as inadequate.

From the first Carlyle seldom
spared himself. In 1824 he pub-
lished two translations—one from
the French (Legendre’s Geometry)
and one from the German (Goethe's
Wilhelm Meister). The latter work,
praised by Blackwood’s and The






nhappy results. Where Carlyle’s
yle is concerned we must not judge
m by the standard of any other
iter; he claims by right to be
dged by the vivid (and vivifying)
psult. Of no great writer could it
e said with more cogency that ‘the
le is the man’,

T 18 impossible in a few words to
formulate any plan for the espe-
al study of Carlyle. From the
pide range of his writings the gen-
al reader will take to such works
his fancy prompts, the student to
e his studies suggest, and both
nay be left safely to come under
he all-compelling influence of this
irile and original thinker. Of Car-
yle’'s works the common reader
hould at least be acquainted with
he French Revolution, Sartor Re-
artus, Heroes and Hero Worship,
nd The Life of John Sterling. If
ne begins with Heroes and Hero
orship, the appetite is more likely
o be whetted than by entering the
arlyle treasure-house through the
ate of The French Revolution.
Well-nigh as interesting as any-
hing Carlyle wrote was the story of
is own married life, which, indeed,
as been fruitful of more controversy
han any of his boldest assertions in
he domain of philosophy. Jane
elsh Carlyle (1801-66) was almost
s notable a personality as her hus-
and, for her Letters and Memorials
ove her to have been one of the
nost accomplished women of her
ime, a shrewd critic, and fit to rank
yith the great letter-wnters who
ave contributed no inconsiderable
oportion of what we call our na-
jonal literature. Mrs. Alexander
reland wrote an excellent Life of
irs. Carlyle.
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The Qualities of Lord Macaulay

Cmm’s greatest contemporary

as an essayist and historian was
Thomas Babington Macaulay (18c0-
59). Unlike Carlyle, Macaulay did
not confine his labors to the desk.
He was a public official and a mem-
ber of parliament as well as a man
of letters. After a careful education,
he became famous at the age of
twenty-five as the writer of an essay
on Milton in The Edinburgh Re-
view. In this review all his best-
known essays appeared, if we
except the biographies of Atterbury,
Bunyan, Goldsmith, Johnson and
Pitt, which were contributed to The
Encyclopaedia Britannica. The Es-
says are rich in applied knowledge,
drawn from the exceptionally reten-
tive memory of an omnivorous
reader. The judgments they con-
tain, where these are not affected by
the author’s Whig sympathies, are
usually sound. For a parallel to
their diversity of subject matter we
must go to Landor’s Conversa-
tions.

Macaulay was essentially a popu-
lar writer, one whose purpose was to
think for his readers and to leave
nothing to chance. Whole genera-
tions may be said to have been nur-
tured on his writings. His influence
will always be considerable both as
a stylist and as a historian, though
he needs careful editing. The essays
on Warren Hastings and John
Hampden, for example, are both
based on inaccurate data.

His great quality is clearness of
diction, which he shares with Cob-
bett; but his use of a succession of
short sentences, while agreeable to
the eye, is not invariably acceptable
to the ear. He is apt to owver-burden
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view, edited The Cornhill and
e mnch in biography. He was
original editor of The Dictionary
National Biography, and in An
ostic’s Apology made one of the
st valuable additions to the litera-
e of rationalism. His clear, un-
rned style, just a trifle icy, is
tirely suited to his clear argument.
the same year as Stephen was
t brilliant Irishman, Stopford A.
ooke (1832-1916) who won re-
wn as a preacher as well as a
tic of literature. His study of
yson is still unexcelled for in-
retative value.

Poce-(Critics: Watts-Dunton ¢
Swinburne

we of the most sensitive critics
of literature—especially poetry
at have graced modern letters
Theodore Watts-Dunton (1832-
14). He abandoned the study of
tural history and the law for the
Ids of fiction and criticism as well
poetry ; in criticism he was one of
forces of the last century. His
dies of Shakespeare and The
nascence of Wonder are notable
ductions; but for some of his
t remarkable work the student
t turn to/the pages of The Ex-
iner, The Athenaeum, the En-
clopaedia Britannica, and the
ing reviews. He was for some
ty years the close friend and com-
ion of Algernon Charles Swin-
ne (1837-1909), of whose poetry
ave already written.
As a critic Swinburne had the
ts of over-statement and pas-
ate praise, which anyone would
ct who first met"him as a poet.
prose was the fine vibrant prose
a poet, and his biographical and
cal studies ranging from the
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Elizabethans to the Victorians offer
unusual opportunities for the awak-
ening of enthusiasms. If the reader
is careful not to place himself too
completely at the critic’s disposition,
he will have considerable increase of
literary understanding and a great
deal of exhilaration.

Carlyle had written everything of
his that mattered by the time John
Morley (1838-1924) was twenty-one,
but although we know that Morley
was the pupil of John Stuart Mill—
whence the austerity of his literary
style—there are few whose names
occur in this chapter that gave more
evidence of having been influenced
by the liberal ideas which the Sage
of Chelsea set himself to implant
in the mind of his generation. His
Life of Gladstone is his magnum
opus, but before it appeared in 1903,
he had won a European reputation
by his Studies of Burke, Voltaire,
Rousseau, Diderot, Cobden, Crom-
well and Macchiavelli.

Eminent among the other critics
who lent distinction to English let-
ters in the latter part of the nine-
teenth century was Walter Horatio
Pater (1830-94), whose exclusiveness
was akin to that which so long kept
Matthew Arnold aloof from the aver-
age reader, and whose Sketches in
the History of the Renaissance,
Imaginary Portraits, and Apprecia-
tions are marked by an exotic beauty
of style, refinement of taste, breadth
of culture and keenness of insight.
Into the point of view of Walter
Pater I need not enter here, but this
must be considered where the per-
manent value of his literary contri-
bution is under appraisement.

A similar remark is called for in
regard to the writings of another and
a less ‘precious’ hedonist, John Ad-
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g he couldn’t do: translator from
e Greek, poet, critic, philosopher,
ographer, essayist, novelist, his-
rian. And, in truth, there was not
uch in a literary way that he did
ot try his hand at, with a high de-
ee of success. He was the bright-
t literary journalist of his age; but
s historical work abounds in error,
s literary judgments, always de-
vered in the most engaging phrases,
e not free from asperity and preju-
ce, and in matters where he was no
rt of authority he spoke with a
cksureness that did not always
rsuade his readers. But the liter-
student will delight in all
drew Lang’s critical works, such
Books and Bookmen, Letters to
ad Authors, Letters on Literature,
d Essays in Little He was a
lific writer and most that he
ote is worth reading, his style be-
always light and allusive. ,
A veritable storehouse of literary
wledge, with a range well-nigh
iversal and a Sne humanity in his
erests, is Professor George Saints-
ry (b. 1845) still happily active
en I pen these lines. His works
numerous, and their scholarship
never in question, but I know of
literary c..lic in any way com-
ble with Saintsbury for knowl-
ge and perception who is content
express himself in such ragged
d unkempt phrases.

orp RoseBery, who was born in

1847, is in literature as he was
politics—a might-have-been. But
literary achievement is the more
ting: it is indeed so substantial
t we cannot but regret he did not
ote himself to the life of letters,
ere the highest success as a master
prose was easily within his attain-
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ment. It used to be a commonplace
that John Morley had given to poli-
tics what was meant for literature,
but there is a cold and bloodless
quality about Morley’s work that
awakens hardly any sensation of
pleasure and none of affection in the
reader. Not so with Rosebery.
Everything that he wrote is informed
with the subtle charm of a winning
personality and the magical contact
of a true bookman. There is some
excellent criticism of letters in his
Appreciations and Addresses, and
also in his later work, Miscellanies
Literary and Historical, while such
studies in biography as his Pitt,
Napoleon: the Last Phase, and
Oliver Cromwell prove that he could
have stood with the best of his age.
Which reminds me that Sir George
Trevelyan (b. 1838) and Lord Bryce
(1838-1922) are two other men of
affairs whose literary works rank
them among the prose masters of the
century: Trevelyan with his Life
of Lord Macaulay and Bryce with
The Holy Roman Empire and The
American Commonwealth, both long
accepted as standard works.

T he Writings of Richard Fefferies

A‘r THE time of my writing it is
nearly forty years since Richard
Jefferies died (1848-87) and he was
born eight years later than Thomas
Hardy, who happily is still alive and
active. Thirty-nine years, and three
or four of them years of pain and
hardship, were all that this brave
poor soul had measured out to him,
so that his work is almost as aston-
ishing in its volume as it is in its
high and gracious beauty. Merely
an obscure country journalist, he was
thirty before he had made a real
success with The Gamekeeper at
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The Author of Green . Mansions

H. Hupson, who died in
° 1922, probably dates from
about this period; he was one of
those men who have a feminine reti-
cence about the date of their birth.
Hudson must be placed with the best
of the prose masters of his age. His
style, which is so perfectly contrived
for the forthright expression of his
observations and opinions that it
seems to make use of the only possi-
ble words, and these the simplest,
has that rare and tenuous charm
which pleases continuously without
ever making you conscious of the
art that is the source of your pleas-
ure. He has no sort of resemblance
to Stevenson and yet in this matter
of pure prose he is his peer. Every-
thing of Hudson’s will repay read-
ing; no man in our time has looked
upon wild nature with a more un-
derstanding eye or depicted it with
a more friendly pen. The Natural-
ist in La Plata, and Far Away and
Long Ago are my own favorites
among his many books, and if I have
a strong affection for The Purple
Land and Green Mansions, it is for
their style rather than their stories;
in which neither quite succeeds.
Arthur Bingham Walkley (b.
1855)—to give his cumbrous bap-
tismal appellation to one who has
been so long known and admired as
‘A. B. W.—must at least have men-
tion in any review of the prose writ-
ers of the last fifty years, although
his books are almost without excep-
tion reprints of his newspaper criti-
cisms. The theater chiefly, literature
frequently, and occasionally aspects
of life, are the subjects that have en-
gaged his most adroit and pleasing
pen and, if he makes overmuch pa-
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rade of his classic lore, we can forgive
that for the unfailing entertainment
to be derived from his nimble wit.

The women writers worthy of note
for their mastery of prose are la-
mentably few. Alice Meynell (1850-
1922) never wrote anything that was
not distinguished, but her work in
prose was slight and ephemeral.
Violet Paget (b. 1856), under her
pen-name of Vernon Lee, is the
woman writer that comes first to
one’s mind when thinking of the
feminine hand in prose-writing. At
a later date Dora Sigerson Shorter
(1872-1918), one of the most gifted
of Ireland’s latter-day poets, also
produced some finely sensitive work
in prose, but Vernon Lee remains of
modern women writers the one who
can rank in this matter with the best
of her contemporaries. Her sketches
of travel, her essays and studies of
Renaissance Italy, her short stories
—all are instinct with an enduring
charm of manner.

CLEMENT SHORTER (b. 1858) as a
critic and biographer, who spe-
cialized on the Brontés and George
Borrow ; Havelock Ellis (b. 1859) as
a brilliant writer on social science
and philosophy; Sir Sidney Lee (b.
1859) as our leading biographer with
a classic to his credit in A Life of
William Shakespeare; Sir Walter
Raleigh (1861-1922) who gave us so
much important literary criticism in
his monographs on The English
Novel and on Style, and in his studies
of Milton, Wordsworth and Steven-
son; Arthur Christopher Benson
(1862-1925) who won for the essay a
popularity rivaling that of the suc-
cessful novel; Sir Arthur Quiller-
Couch (b. 1863) who as ‘Q’ first
made a reputation as a novelist and
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nendous Trifles, are unfailing sources
entertainment. His literary style,
though always nervous and bright,
lacks that agreeable touch of court-
liness which gives distinction to the
rose of his friend and sometime col-
laborator, Hilaire Belloc.

The twentieth century prose writ-
org carry forward the literary tradi-
ion on lines somewhat different from
those that were followed by their
immediate predecessors. It has been
shown how the newspaper and the
magazine diverted the great eight-
eenth century talent for letter-writ-
ing into public instead of private
channels. We have now to notice
how the changes in the newspapers
and magazines themselves have mod-
ified the style and, to a considerable
extent, the point of view of the writ-
ers of to-day. Here and there are
a few young writers who haunt the
old paths, the ‘bookish’ shades; but
in the main the essay has become
the ‘article,’ and the article, as a rule,
has a very definite character foreign
to the essay proper. That is due in
its turn to the progress of that popu-
lar movement inaugurated by the
first Reform Act and the rise of the
newspaper press. The article is, in
other words, the answer to the de-
mand of the people for concise infor-
mation on subjects which they have
had no special opportunity to study.

WI‘I‘H the development of educa-
tion the specialized power of
the pen passed from the hands of an
exclusive ‘literary’ class; the men
of letters ceased to be a sort of priest-
hood. There is no literary class to-
day, although vastly more men and
women make their livelihood by the
pen than in any previous age. There
is no literary class because so many
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who are potentially literary are con-
tent to remain readers. Then, again,
those who write for a livelihood mus¢
address themselves to the interpre-
tation and solution of what are called
‘questions of the day,’ since it is
‘jowrnalistic interest’ that rules.
These ‘questions,’ it is true, are often
literary in a sense, but every writer
who now secures any considerable
hold upon the public is compelled to
recognize that life is greater tham
literature.

Certain imaginative thinkers have
forecast a time when the human in-
tellect shall bhave invented some
means of thought communication
that will be of more instantaneous
effect than the written word. The
railway, the penny post, the electric
telegraph, the telephone, wireless,
the many inventions of the printing
press, may be but landmarks on the
way to a time when the finished
essay or article, the most graphic lit-
erary art, shall take its place with
the pictographs of the primeval sav-
age and the clay tablets of ancient
civilization.

But that time is not yet, and the
pathetic imbecility of the drivel
which is ‘broadcast’ by wireless for
the supposed entertainment and in-
struction of the million-eared public
of listeners makes one doubt if the
medium that is to eclipse the printed
word has yet been discovered. Mean-
while, the demand for the ‘human,’
as distinct from the ‘literary’ in let-
ters has led to a vast increase in the
output of fiction. The vogue of the
novel has been attended by revolu-
tionary changes in the form of that
species of literary work, and has
drawn into the service of fiction great
numbers of men and women whe
under less competitive conditions






The most influential books, and the truest
their influence, are works of fiction. They
at, they rearrange, they clarify the les-
ns of life ; they disengage us from ourselves,
ey constrain us to the acquaintance of
ers, and they show us the web of ex-
rience, but with a singular change—that
onstrous, consuming ego of ours being, for
e nonce, struck out.
When worthy of the name, the
vel combines the essential qualities
drama and poetry ; when perfectly
shioned it is as much a work of
t as a statue by Pheidias or Prax-
eles, or a painting by Raphael or
itian, and it demands and deserves
be judged accordingly. It is too
equently forgotten that novels, as
form of art, must be regarded as
e regard dramas and poems.
rama is composed of two main di-
isions, comedy and tragedy; but
ch of these divisions has many sub-
ivisions, and the quality of a play
to be judged by its relation to the
ndard of its particular division.
his is true of the poem and its re-
tion to what we understand by the
pic, the narrative, and the lyrical
andards. What is true of the play
d the poem is true of the novel:
ith the further point, that the novel
susceptible of more numerous
adations, a more intricate classifi-
tion.

Beginnings of the Novel

t poes not fall within the scope of
this short study of the begin-
ings of English fiction to trace the
rigin of the novel back to the dawn
f folk-lore and legend. There is
o trait in human nature more uni-
ersal than the love of story-telling
d story-hearing. The first of nov-
lists were most probably the pro-
essional story-tellers of the East.
he old tales and legends and ro-
ances, from which the modern
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novel has sprung, passed from one
generation to another by word of
mouth. Their history is akin to that
of the Hindu Scriptures. One evi-
dence of the love of the story and of
its utility is the interest awakened in
the young by the stories and para-
bles of the Bible.

It was due to the first English
translators of The Decameron, Laz-
arillo de Tormes, Don Quixote and
other imaginative works that the
novel of adventure and gallantry, the
pastoral romance, and the picaresque
novel (or novel of roguery, of Span-
ish origin, but inspiring that immor-
tal work Gil Blas, by the Frenchman
Le Sage), had become naturalized in
Britain by the beginning of the sev-
enteenth century. Meanwhile, Eng-
land had produced a form of prose
fiction which was indigenous. The
outstanding examples were the Latin
allegories of More (Utopia, 1516),
Barclay (Argenis, 1621), and Bacon
(New Atlantis, 1627). In 1579-80
appeared Euphues, the first original
prose novel written in English. The
author of this work was John Lyly
(c. 1554-1606), of whom as a drama-
tist I have already written. The
story is quite uninteresting to the
modern reader; but the style in
which it was written suggested a new
word, ‘euphuism,” and promoted a
form of popular ‘polite’ dialogue, the
influence of which is traceable in
Shakespeare (Adriano de Armado, in
Love’s Labor’s Lost, and Malvolio,
in Twelfth Night); Ben Jonson
(Puntarvolo, in Every Man out of
His Humor), and Sir Walter Scott
(Sir Piercy Shafton, in The Monas-
tery). Lyly has been unduly de-
spised and much misrepresented. His
importance as one of the first writers
of witty prose dialogue in English












orals may be bad, but one doubts
ith Coleridge if they can do much
arm to anyone who was not bad
nough before. At the lowest esti-
ate, Sterne is a great master of the
rt of telling a story in an interest-
g way.

HE Hogarth of English Letters is
a phrase applied to Tobias Smol-
t (z72x-71). Like Fielding,
mollett commands respect because
e was a hard worker. He had ‘the
ery deuce’ of a temper, maybe; but
e sustained many hard, unkindly
lows of ill-fortune. He was a stout
d manly-hearted Scotsman.
Masson includes The Adventures
f Roderick Random (1748), The
dventures of Peregrine Pickle
1751), and The Expedition of
umphrey Clinker (1771), with
oseph Andrews and Tom Jones, as
ovels nearly as amusing as any we
ve’ (1859). In them, he says, ‘for
he first time, British literature
ossessed compositions making any
pproach, in breadth, bustle and
ariety of interest to that form of
iterature, always theoretically pos-
ible, and of which other countries
ad already had specimens in Don
uixote, and Gil Blas—the comic
rose epic of contemporary life.

In the novels of Fielding and
mollett is represented the kaleido-
ope of life, whereas Richardson
eeps the attention more intimate
ith the feelings of his chief char-
cters. It is one of Smollett’s assets
at he is Scots; and though Rod-
rick Random and Peregrine Pickle
ould cease to be read, Scotsmen,
the opinion of Masson, ‘would still
ave an interest in preserving
umphrey Clinker.’ Like Fielding
d Sterne, Smollett was a creator
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of types; but his own life affords a
singular contrast to that led by some
of his literary creations.

OLWER GorpsmiTs's (1728-74) one
novel, The Vicar of Wakefield,
written though it was with a moral
motive akin to that which induced
Richardson to write Pamela, is a
work that stands alone. ‘There are
a hundred faults in the thing,’ says
the author in his preface; but as it
has been wittily observed, a hundred
things might plausibly be said to
prove them beauties. The ‘charm-
ing prose idyl of dear Irish Goldy’
may be described both as highly im-
probable and as intimately true to
nature, Written in 1761, The Vicar
of Wakefield was not published till
1766.

The Novel's Growing Popularity

THE future all-consuming popu-

larity of the novel was already
beginning to be revealed in the multi-
plicity of works of fiction that pre-
ceded the epochal appearance of
Waverley in 1814. Although Field-
ing had set up a definite and adapt-
able form for the mnovel of char-
acter—Tom Jones, which appeared
in 1749, is as modern in style as
though it had been written by a
novelist of our own day—and despite
the fresh naturalness of The Vicar
of Wakefield, the tendency was to
tickle the palate of the common
reader with tales of so-called ‘Gothic
romance,” a euphemism for crudely
conceived stories of improbable ad-
ventures in remote and gloomy
castles, Horace Walpole in The
Castle of Otranto produced one of
the best of this bad type. There
were, however, many other fictions
of merit and some that have endured






























T 15 beyond all computation how
many have been helped to smile
through their tears and to take

eir courage in both hands under

e influence of the inimitable,

perishable humor of Charles

ickens (1812-70). Dickens saw the
ul of goodness in things evil; his
as the saving grace of humor; and
is books, appealing to a far W1der
ircle than the works of Thackeray,
e among the best examples English
iterature has to show of the novel
ith a purpose. Where Thackeray
nspires our admiration, Dickens
ompels our love. In his wonderful
ortrait gallery he not only enshrined
e short and simple annals of the
oor of a period happily now no more,
ut he shows us the possibilities of
dness and of happiness even in
the most unlikely circumstances and
characters. He molded and fash-
oned common clay till we see its
relationship to that which goes to the
making of the finest porcelain.
hrough him the rich have come to
derstand the poor, and the poor
ave arrived at a clearer realization

f themselves. What Dickens stood

or in a social sense has been long

ince largely attained; and the pose
at affects to find his writings crude

r obsolete is an unworthy affecta-

ion to be pitied, perhaps, as much

s condemned.

Dickens was self-educated ; he had
bvious limitations, but his absolute
enius is even more pronounced than
at of Thackeray, of whose pictures
f high life Dickens’s transcripts
rom humble life may be said to
orm a necessary counterpart. In-
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directly, Dickens may be taken as a
warning by the young writer. When,
as in Oliver Twist, he wrote of what
he knew, he fashioned for himself
a permanent niche in the temple
of fame. When, as in Nicholas
Nickleby, he attempted to illustrate
a phase of life with which he was
unacquainted, he failed sadly.

Of Dickens’s novels it has to be
said that they are chiefly tales of
town life; that, in the main, their
plots are indifferent, though he is not
lacking in the element of drama ; and
that their success depends upon their
character studies, or ‘humors,’ as
Jonson would have called them. As
he wrote so largely of social condi-
tions which have passed away, later
generations may find their interest
in his works less readily excited than
was the case with our fathers; for the
present generation is not quite so de-
voted to Dickens study as the preced-
ing; but his novels are among the im-
perishable possessions of our national
literature.

CHARLES Reape (1811-84), who,
like Dickens, ‘wrote with a pur-
pose,” but who, unlike Dickens, was
a scholar of no mean attainments, at-
tacked prison scandals in It Is Never
Too Late to Mend, private lunatic
asylums in Hard Cash, and coffin
ships in Foul Play. He has left us
a vivid picture of factory life in Put
Yourself in His Place, but his great-
est book is indubitably The Cloister
and The Hearth, a medieval romance
based on the Colloquies of Erasmus.
Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (1814-
73) was an Irish novelist with a












ords, often foreign to his prose
ner,

HERE can be no question that the
best of Meredith’s novels to be-
in with is The Ordeal of Richard
everel, If we ask “What is educa-
ion ?’ we have here an answer equiva-
ent to many debates in parliament
nd many speeches on political plat-
forms. We have education not
merely described, but seen in action.
If we ask “What is love?’ ‘What is
assion?’ we have but to take up
Richard Feverel to see these two
dominating attributes of our common
human nature set forth with a fresh-
ness, a vigor, a reverence, a Sym-
pathy, a feeling for external nature—
with a knowledge, in short—un-
rivaled by any other writer of con-
temporary fiction.

If we seek an example of the
analysis of motive we cannot do
better than study, and we shall be
the better for studying, the dissec-
tion of Sir Willoughby Patterne in
The Egoist, in modern fiction surely
the most finished portrayal of any
type of character, an ‘uncommon’
character in which every reader will
find some phase of his own self re-
vealed to him. Beauchamp’s Career,
Diana of the Crossways, and Harry
Richmond are the best of Meredith’s
other novels; The Shaving of Shag-
pat, the most richly imaginative.

If Meredith, like Landor, ‘dined
late,” in that sense William Hale
White (1831-1913) might be said to
have gone without his dinner. Yet
there were critics who did not hesi-
tate to put him before Meredith and
in the matter of style to acclaim him
one of the greatest writers of English.
No novelist of our time has witnessed
more frequent or less availing efforts
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to ‘log-roll’ him into fame. The
Autobiography of Mark Rutherford,
Mark Rutherford’s Deliverance, and
The Revolution in Tanner’s Lane
have never at any time approached in
popularity The Ordeal of Richard
Feverel, Diana of the Crossways or
Rhoda Fleming, to name only three
of Meredith’s many fictions that at-
tained to wide circulation. And I
do not think it would be difficult to
guess the reason.

For all the truth of Mark Ruther-
ford’s observation and wisdom of re-
flection, there is in his style an exces-
sive coolness, a detachment, that does
not make for warmth of appreciation
in the ordinary reader of novels. A
greater stirring of red blood in the
veins of this very quiet, clear-eyed
observer of human life would have
won multitudes of readers where
handfuls only were held. He lacks
neither humor nor pathos, but is
too continuously, and always some-
what sadly, concerned about im-
mortality and the sectarian creeds
that seek to confine it to their own
narrow borders, to awaken the real
glow of affection in his readers. That,
at least, is my opinion, but I hasten
to confess that I write from a partial
knowledge of his work, limited to the
novels named and to some of his
short stories, one of which, Mr. Whit-
taker’s Retirement, is an absolute
masterpiece. ‘Mark Rutherford,” as
Hale White is usually called, may
win a posthumous popularity, but
fiction that is ‘sicklied o’er with the
pale cast of thought’ is seldom taken
to the heart the common reader.

Theodore Watts-Dunton (1832-
1914) was the author of only one ro-
mance, Aylwin, which he did not al-
low to leave his fastidious pen until
he was sixty-six, but I think that






ace of the repulsion that many
ight otherwise experience, simple
miration of the writer’s art will be
awakened.

This art may be circumscribed,
but it is great art, nevertheless.
Every incident in the novels written
by Thomas Hardy is calculated with
unerring skill ; the movement is con-
trolled from the outset with the de-
liberation of conscious art. The
style is as direct as the plot; its
distinction is derived from its sub-
ject matter.

With Hardy, style without thought
is mere vanity. ‘A writer’s style,’
he once wrote, ‘is according to his
temperament ; and my impression is
that if he has anything to say which
is of value, and words to say it with,
the style will come of itself.’ Like
Meredith, Hardy isa poet; like him,
again, he is scarcely a “populatr’
author, though both enjoyed in their
later years far more public favor
than in the prime of their lives. His
best works appeared in the following
order: Under the Greenwood Tree
(1872), A Pair of Blue Eyes (1873),
Far From the Madding Crowd
(18%4), The Return of the Native
(1878), The Mayor of Casterbridge
(1886), The Woodlanders (1886-7),
Tess of the D’Urbervilles (his great-
est novel, 1891), and Jude the Ob-
scure (1894-5). The reader would
do well to take up his nowvels in
this sequence; but Far From the
Madding Crowd may be mentioned
as thoroughly representative of his
art.

A Test of Great Fiction

MEN:DION of Far From the Mad-
ding Crowd suggests to me
that here I might, profitably to my
reader, illustrate the main quality of
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Hardy’s fiction—and of all great
fiction—as contrasted with the lower
(and usually much more popular)
fiction that is built up on ‘melodra-
matic’ or artificial situations. The
melodramatic story is one in which
incidents are of first importance.
Human nature, the facts of life, do
not concern writers of this class of
fiction. Their chief stock-in-trade
is the ‘thrilling situation.” True, in
life there'are many incidents as thrill-
ing as any ever invented by the
most ingenious sensation-monger,
but the difference lies in the fact that
the great episodes of life, like the
great rivers of the world, have their
sources in little things, and convey
no lesson to us unless we know some-
thing of the source whence they
spring. In all works by masters of
fiction it will be found that the ‘su-
preme moments,” the crises which
they describe, have grown steadily,
remorselessly, fatefully, out of the
lives of their dramatis personae, and
have not been invented merely to
‘thrill’ or shock the reader. This
does mot mean that the supreme
moment must come late in ‘the story ;
it may occur early in the narrative ;
but when such is the case it will be
found to dominate the entire book,
to shape and color everything that
follows.

In the fifth chapter of Far From
the Madding Crowd one of the mast
tragic episodes in modern fiction is
related in a simple, unaffected style,
but it comes like a peal of near
thunder -on a summer day, startling,
portentous, ‘thrilling’ if you will, but
absolutely inevitable in the drama
the novelist is unfolding.

It tells how Gabriel Oak, the
young farmer who is the hero of the
story, has come within sight of his
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present them to us with such a
rsuasive air that we find ourselves
terested in his narrative as though
had been woven out of the time-
proved stuff of romance. Only a
eat novelist can do that, and
rnold Bennett, who has written
me quite ordinary novels—Whom
d Hath Joined, for example—has
ooled himself to the doing of it,
the will to achieve great fiction
ther than by any heaven-born gift
narrative power. Clayhanger,
ilda Lessways, and These Twain
e a trilogy which show the novelist
t his best, and of his more recent
ork Riceyman Steps is as good as
nything he has done or is likely to
o: character, atmosphere, story,
umor and sympathy are all exem-
lified in this moving tale of mean
treets. Bennett has added five and
ossibly six enduring books to Eng-
ish fiction, and his skill in the short
tory is inferior only to that of
{ipling and of Wells.

[ am not forgetting that Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle (b. 1859) made his
vorldwide reputation as a writer of
short stories. But the artistry of
he interminable Sherlock Holmes
series is not of a very exalted order,
although there is undeniable crea-
ive power in the conception of the
rentral character. Doyle is most
likely to stand the test of time in
such a purely romantic and beautiful
story as The White Company.
Micah Clarke and Rodney Stone are
also fine novels, and there are short
stories in the collection The Last
Galley that show a complete mastery
of the story-teller’s art.

As a teller of tales Rider Haggard
(1856-1925) needed elbow room; he
could get effects only on large can-
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vasses and, if the metaphor will
serve, with rather loud colors laid
on with a big brush. He wrote a
great many novels and most of them
bore a family resemblance to She or
King Solomon’s Mines in choice of
theme and treatment. Allan Quater-
main was very popular in its day,
and I recall my youthful absorption
in Mr. Meeson's Will, which came
out in 1888 and which I feel I should
place among the crude and melo-
dramatic variety if I read it again
to-day. Indeed, high-class melo-
drama would be descriptive of most
of the popular novels that bear the
name of Rider Haggard, for his
talent was to invent and describe
happenings, hairbreadth escapes,
perils by land and sea; not with
deft unnoted touches to fashion liv-
ing and memorable character, which
is the essential power of all really
oreat novelists.

WHICH, if any, of the novels of
Anthony Hope (b. 1863) is se-
lected for permanence it would not
be easy to determine. He is one of
those considerable novelists of our
time of whom, when contrasting
them with the great ones of the past,
say with Scott or Dickens, it might
be said, ‘oceans divide’ them ‘and
the waste of seas.” Nevertheless, the
author of The Prisoner of Zenda has
to his credit the imperishable dis-
tinction of having founded a school
in fiction, and although the vogue
of his school may not have outlasted
his generation the fact of his achieve-
ment remains.

Ruritanian romance, in which the
play of love and adventure had to be
dressed in the costume of to-day and
performed in imaginary realms that
bore close resemblance to certain













, and it is like nothing written in
e twentieth century; as a story it
formless and inert, but it is a veri-
ble portrait gallery of Victorian
aracter, charged with the most
reeable humor and a happy sort
philosophy, the lesson of which
ould seem to be that life, despite
1 its sadness and sorrows, is so
evilishly interesting that it is worth
ving. Alice-for-Short, which fol-
wed, is a sort of female Joseph
ance, and is well-nigh the equal of
e first book in every respect. De
organ has nothing to tell the hasty
ader; yvou must take him at your
ase and your reward in pleasure will
e great. He reminds me of the
ker who used to look forward to
eeting certain friends in heaven so
at they could say, ‘Let’s sit down
nd have a chat for fifteen years.
ut eternity may have its terrors
or some of us!

Archibald Marshall has written
uch fiction of a high order of merit,
d has been not inaptly dubbed the
odern Trollope; Eden Phillpotts is
true artist who has written many
ood novels, notably The Secret
oman and Widdicombe Fair; Hal-
iwell Sutcliffe has made the York-
hire moors the background of his
ction, just as Phillpotts has identi-
ed himself with Devonshire, and in
icroft of Withens he has produced
ne of the best Yorkshire stories that
know; Israel Zangwill has The
aster, and Children of the Ghetto
o his high credit; J. M. Barrie’s
est novel is Sentimental Tommy.
To R. S. Hichens as the author of
he Garden of Allah may be ascribed
he doubtful honor of founding the
desert’ school of modern fiction
hich has culminated in the pas-
ionate drivel of The Sheikh and
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many another meretricious novel.
Still, The Garden of Allah is a fine
work, although it does not rank
with the fiction of the great Vic-
torian masters. Alfred Ollivant has
written one book that may become
a classic in Owd Bob, that moving
and dramatic tale of the grey dog of
Kenmuir. A very brilliant writer of
the period under review is Morley
Roberts—his Rachel Marr is a great
novel—who is at his very best, per-
haps, in the short story, such as The
Man Who Stroked Cats and The
Miracle of the Black Canon.

It is as writers of short stories—
though they have all produced good
novels—that we are most apt to
think of those delightful humorists,
W. W. Jacobs, Pett Ridge and Barry
Pain. The last-named, in company
with Jerome K. Jerome, who wrote
that fine novel Paul Kelver, culti-
vated what we used to call ‘the new
humor,” although I could see no
difference in it from the old ; but even
old things seemed new in those heart-
some ’nineties.

Much could have been written of
the lady-novelist—Gilbert’s Lord
High Executioner, it will be recalled,
‘had her on his list'—as her name
became legion towards the close of
the Victorian era. Lucas Malet
(Mrs. Harrison), Mary Cholmon-
deley, Mrs. W. K. Clifford, Jane Bar-
low, Katharine Tynan—the names
of those worth mention might be
strung out by the dozen. Probably
none of them excelled Sheila Kaye-
Smith or Margaret Kennedy, the
two leading woman novelists of to-
day ; but it is proof of the ascendancy
of the novel that it has called to its
service such an array of talent as is
represented by the names I have
cited in this chapter alone.







s, Then the stream broadens
. unforgettable names such as
tton Mather (d. r726) and Jon-
han Edwards (d. 1758) the theo-
rians. Benjamin Franklin and his
oor Richard’s Almanak” links that
riod with the Revolution and with
mphleteers such as John Adams,
trick Henry, Richard James Lee,
1es Otis, Samuel Adams and Jo-
th Quincy, with the Thomas Jeffer-
n who drew up the Declaration,
d Thomas Paine who came from
hgland and who set forth the true
eaning of the struggle with the
pther-country. Other names which
11 engage the student are those of
exander Hamilton who, with John
y and James Madison, wrote The
ederalist, together with that of
rood John Woolman”, the New
rsey Quaker, and not forgetting
e imperishable Autobiography of
ranklin, which was edited and pub-
shed so late as 1868,

Poetry grew with diffidence amid
e years of unrest. The first true
het of America was probably Philip
reneaw (1752-1832) who, besides
riting satires, compesed The Indi-
"'s Burying Ground; closely allied
as John Trumbull (1750-1831), law-
er and poet, author of a burlesque
hic satirizing the American Loyal-
ts, a work resembling Hudibras, in
yich occur the Pope-inspired lines—
No man ere felt the halter draw
With good opinion of the law.

s for novelists, the first was Charles
rockden Brown, author of Weiland
£798) and other “tales of terror”.
Jith the settling of the Mississippi
alley leisure and stimulus came, and
pur famous names were soon to win
ecognition at home and abroad.
hese were Washington Irving with
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his ever-delightful Sketch Book,
which reads as fresh today as when
it was written in 1820, the acid test
of all literature, Fenimore Cooper
who made the new world a new stage
for stirring scenes of forest, plain and
sea—The Spy (1821) was a success
then unprecedented in American lit-
erature—as well as with The Pilot
(1824), and who created a new cult
in romance with The Last of the Mo-
hicans (1826). In the third we meet
the first great American versifier,
William Cullen Bryant, (1794-1878),
with his Thanatopsis and his transla-
tions from the Iliad and the Odyssey
—a poet-journalist of great distinec-
tion who edited the New York Eve-
ning Post for fifty years—and Edgar
Allan Poe (1809-49), whom the
French called “the American genius”.
was the fourth, with his thrilling
Tales of Mystery and Imagination,
and the word-music poems such as
Ulalume, The Bells and The Raven.
Closely contemporary are found the
names of Joseph Rodman Drake
(America’s Flag), Fitz-Greene Hal-
leck (Marco Bozzaris) and John
Howard Payne (1791-1852) who was
the first American dramatist of any
note, and whose opera, Clari, with
music by Bishop, enshrined the im-
mortal Home, Sweet Home.
Meanwhile the influx of national
questions, and the War of 1812 had
produced a group of orators such as
Henry Clay, John C. Calhoun, Daniel
Webster, Wendell Phillips and Ed-
ward Everett, worthy of note since
oratory is closely allied to literary ex-
pression. And it was natural enough
that the opening of the American
Golden Age of Literature—about
1840—should be centered in New
England. Then came a widening of
national thought and culture, and an






uthor of that classic of scholarship,
istory of the United States; of the
ssayists Channing, and Parker, and

hipple; of the scholarly William

inter, poet and dramatic critic—
nd then salute the undying name of
athaniel Hawthorne (1804-64), his
ream-stories and his impressively
eautiful Scarlet Letter and The
ouse of the Seven Gables, and his
im-discovered pictures of Puritan
ew England. Then there is Her-
an Melville (1819-91), friend and
eighbor of Hawthorne, creator of

e immortal Moby Dick with its
wild joy of many waters”; and the
ealistic crudity and undoubted sin-
erity of Harriet Beecher Stowe’s
1811-96) Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Pre-
eding and contemporary with the
ivil War came the fine historical
ork of William Hickling Prescott
1796-1859), (Conquest of Peru and
onquest of Mexico) aglow with
olor, and the classic histories of
rancis Parkman (1823-93), such as
he Oregon Trail and The Conspir-
cy of Pontiac.

The flood of writing which fol-
owed the Civil War and continued
o the turn of the century had one
reat merit: it specifically concerned
merica and the Americans. “Local
olor” became the cry. The short
tory, foreshadowed in Everett Hale’s
(1822-1v09g) The Man Without a
ountry, came to fine flower in the
dramatically tender tales of Bret
arte (1839-1902)—tales of lawless
ioneering in California, idylls of the
‘gold-rush”. New England types ap-
pear in the novels of William Dean
Howells (1837-1920)—a little flaccid
to the modern palate, perhaps—and
in the work of such oddly-contrasted
writers as Henry James (1843-1916)
originally the artist of pictures of
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simple American types painted
against a complex European back-
ground, and that aforesaid writer for
the populace, Samuel L. Clemens
better known as Mark Twain, with
his acid antidote to false sentiment
and high-falutin’.  Henry James’s
brother William must not be passed
over—a philosopher and psychologist
whose genius will live in such works
as The Will to Believe and Varieties
of Religious Experience.

The press had now become a
power; and much of the best of
American humor, perhaps the most
characteristic feature of American
literature, sprang from the columns
of the newspapers weekly and daily.
Artemus Ward is still a household
name comparable with Mark Twain;
and there followed a numerous trail
—Godfrey Leland (Hans Breitmann
Ballads), John Hay (Jim Bludso),
Chandler Harris (Uncle Remus and
Brer Rabbit), William S. Porter (O.
Henry) with his cameo-like stories of
New York life; Mary N. Wilkins,
Margaret Deland, Hamlin Garland,
and Booth Tarkington, with, for col-
orful pictures of the South, George
W. Cable, James Lane Allen, and
Thomas Nelson Page. The field of
the historical novel was brilliantly
cultivated by Winston Churchill and
by Mary Johnston. Marion Craw-
ford, son of a New York sculptor,
made Italy the scene of his many suc-
cessful novels; Louisa May Alcott
won fame with her Little Women and
Good Wives—still popular—and the
Ben Hur of Lew Wallace written in
1880 still endures in popularity and
has provided Hollywood with mate-
rial after its own heart. Robert Wil-
liam Chambers (1865-1033) was ac-
cepted as the standard realist of his
generation in such novels as The
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