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PREFACE..

THEBE are three considerable biographies of Defoe—
the first, by George Chalmers, published in 175G;
the second by Walter Wilson, published in 1530; the
third, by William Lee, published in 1369. All three
are thorough end painstaking works, justified by
independent research and discovery. The labour of
research in the case of an author supposed to have
written some two hundred and fifty separate books
and pamphleta, very few of them wnder hiz ownm
noame, iz naturally enormous: and when it is done,
the results are ojen to endlesa dispute. Probahly
two men could not be found who would read through
the vust mass of contemporary anonymous end pseu-
donymous print, and agree upon a complete lst of
Defoe’s writings, Fortupalely, however, for those whe
wirh to get a clear idea of his life and charscter, the
identification iz not pure guexs-work om intermal
evidence, Ho put his own name or initials to some
of bhis productions, and trcated the suthorship of
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others as open secasta Encugh in ascertoined aa his,
to provide us with the means for a complets under-
standing of his cpinions and his conduct. It is Defoe’s
misfortune that his biographers on the large scale have
occupied themuelves too much with snbordinate details,
and have been minled from o truo approciation of
his main linea of thought and aoction by religions,
political, and hero-worshipping bias. For the following
eketch, taking Mr. Lee's elaborate work as my chrono-
logieal guide, I hate read such of D.foe's undoubted
writings as are acvessible in the Library of the British
Musenm—there is no complete collection, I beliove,
in existence—and eudenvonred to connect them and
him with the history of the time.

W. M.
Junnary 1879,
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DANIEL DEFOE

CHAPTER 1.
DEFOE'S YOUTH AND EARLY FURSUITE.

Tee life of a man of lotters ia not as & rule sventful,
It may be rich in spiritusl experiences, but it seldom ia
rich in active adventurs, 'We ask bis biographsr to tell
us what were his habits of composition, how be talked,
how he bore himself in the discharge of hin duties to
hia family, his neighbours, and himself; what were his
beliefs on the greab questions that comcern humanity,
‘We desire to know what he said and wrote, not what
he did beyond the study and the domestic or the social
cirole. The chief external facts in hix carcer are the
dates of the publication of his successive books.

Daniel Defoe is an exception to this rule. He was
8 man of action as well ax & man of lettars, The
writing of the books which have given him immartality
waa little more than an aceident in his career, & com-
paratively trifling and casusl item in the tiotal expendi-
ture of his many-sided energy. Ha was nearly sixby
when he wrote Rolinson Cruwsos, Before that avent he

1 B
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2 DANIEL DEFQE. [cHAR.

had been o rebel, a merchant, & manufacturer, a writer
of popular satires in verse, & bankrupt; had acted as
secretary to s public commission, been employed in
secret services by five successive Administrations, writ-
ten innumerable pamphlets, and edited more than one
newspaper. He had led in fact as adventurons a life
as any of his own herces, and had met quickly succeed-
ing difficulties with equally ready and fertile ingenuity.
For many of the ineidents in Defoe’s life we are
indebted to himself. He had all the vaingloricusness
of exubernnt vitality, and was animated in the re
cital of his own adventures. BSceattered thronghout
his various works are the materials for a tolerably
complete autobiography. ‘Fhis is in one respect an
advantage for any one who attempts to give an aceonnt
of his life, But it has a counterbalancing disadvantage
in the circumetance that there is grave reason to doubt
hie veracity. Defoe was a great gtory-teller in more
senses than one. 'We can hardly helieve a word that he
saye about himself without independent confirmation.
Defoe was born in London, in 1661. Iiis a charae-
teristic circnmstance that his nams is not hie own, except
in the semse that it was assumed by himeelf. The
name of his father, who waa a butcher in the parish
of Bt. Giles, Cripplegate, was Fos. His grandfather
was a Northamptonghire yeoman., In his True Bors
Englishman, Defoe spoke very contemptuously of families
that professed to have ecme over with “the Norman
bastard,” defying them to prove whether their ancestors
were drammers or coloncls ; but apparently he was not
shove the vanity of making the world believe that he
himself was of Norman-Fronch origin. Yet such was
the restless energy of the man that he could not leave
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even his adopted neme alone; he secms to have begn
sbout forty when he firet changed his signature «D,
Fos ' into the surname of “Defoe;™ but his patient
biographer, Mr, Lee, has found seversl later instances
of his subscribing himeelf “D. Foe,” “D. F.,”” and
““De Foo ”’ in alternation with the * Daniel De Foe,”
or  Daniel Defoe,” which has become his accepted name
in literature,

In middle ege, when Defoe was taunted with his want
of learning, he retorted that if he was & blockhead it
was not the fault of hig father, who had * spered nothing
in his educetion that might qualify him to match the
aoccurate Dr., Browns, or the learned Obaervator.”
His father was & Nonconformist, a member of the con-
gregation of Dr. Annesley, and the son was originally
intended for the Disgenting ministry, It was his
disaster,"” he said afterwards, * first to be set apart for,
and then to be set apart from, that sacred employ.” He
waa placed at an academy for the training of ministera
at the age, it is supposed, of about fourteen, and probably
remained theve for the full course of five years, Hehas
himeelf oxplained why, when his training was completed,
he did not proceed to the office of the pulpit, but changed
his views and resclved to engage in business ag a hose-
merchant, The sum of the explanation is that the
ministry seemed to him at that time to be meither
honourable, agreeable, nor profitable. It was degiaded,
he thought, by the entrance of men who had neither
physical nor intellectual qualification for it, who had
reccived out of a denominntional fond only such an
edueation as made them pedants rather than Christian
gentlemen of high learping, and who had consequently
to gubmit to shameful and degrading practicesin their

B2
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efforts to obtain eongregations and subsistence. Be-
nides, the behaviour of congregations to their ministers,
who were dependent, was often objecticnable and wn-
Chrigtian, And finally, far-flown birds having fine
feathers, the prizes of the ministry in London were
generally given to strangers, *eminent ministers callsd
from all parts of England,” soms even from Scotland,
finding acceptance in the metropolis before having
received any formal ordinatiom,

Though the education of his # fund-bred * companions,
a4 he calls them, at Mr. Morton's Academy in Newing-
ton Green, was such as te exeite Defoo's contempt, he
bears testimony to Mr. Morton's excellence as a teacher,
and instances the names of several pupils who did credit
to his labours. In one respect Mr. Morton's system
was better than that which then prevailed at the
Universities ; all disserfations were written and all dis-
putations held in English ; and hence it resulted, Defoe
says, that his pupils, thongh they were “not destitute
in the languages,’” were “made masters of the Englich
tongme, and more of them excelled in that particular
thar of any achool at that time,” Whether Defoe ob-
tained at Newington the rudiments of all the learning
which he afterwards claimed to be possessed of, we do
not know; but the taunt frequently levelled at him by
University men of being an * illiterate fellow " and no
schelar, was one that he bitterly resented, and that
drew from him many protestations snd retorts. In
1705, he angrily challenged John Tutchin * {o translate
with him sny Latin, French, or Italian author, and
after that to retranclate them crosswise for twenty
pounds each book ; ” and he replied to Swift, who had
spoken of him seornfuily as ¢ an illiterate fellow, whoae
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name I forget,” that *“he hed been in his time prefty
well master of five languages, and had not lost them
yet, though he wrote no bill at his door, nor set Latin
quotations on the front of the Review.” To the end of
his days Defoe could not forget thin taunt of want of
learning. In one of the papers in Applebes’s Journal
identified by Mr. Lee (below,  Chapter VIIL), he dis-
cussed what is to be understood by * learning,” and
drew the following sketch of his own sttainments :—

#] remember an Author in the World aome years ago, who
was generally upbraided with Ignorance, and called an
¢ Illiterate Fellow,' by some of the Beau-Monde of the last

Y happened to come into this Person’s Study once, and T
found him busy translating a Description of the Course of
the River Boristhenes, oui of Bleaw's Geogmphy, written in
Spanish. Another Time I found him translating some Latin
Paragraphs out of Leubintis Theatri Cometici, being & learned
Discourse uapon Cometa ; and that I might ses whether it was
genuine, I looked on some part of it that be had finished, and
found by it that he understood the Latin very well, and
had perfectly taken the semse of that difficult Author, 1In
ghort, I found be understood the Latin, the Spanisk, the
Ttalian, and could read the Greel, and I knew hefore that he
spoke French fluently—yet thizs Man was so Scholar.

# Ag to Science, on ancther Occasion, I heard him dispute
(in such a manner as surprized me) upon the motione of the
Heavenly Bodies, the Distance, Magnitude, Bevolutions, and
espocially the Influences of the Planets, the Nsture and
probeble Revolutions of Comets, the excellency of the Kew
Philosophy, and the like ; dut this Man was wo Scholar.

#In Geography and History he had all the World at his
Finger's ends. He talked of the most distant Countries with
&n inimitable Exoctness; and chenging from one Flace to
another, the Compnany thouglt, of every Place or Country be
named, that cortainly he must have been born there. He
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kp3w not only where every Thing was, but what everybody
did in every Part of the World ; I mean, what Businesees
what Trade, what Mannfacture, was carrying on in every Part
of the World ; and had the Hiatory of almoet all the Nations
of the World in his Head,—yef thiz Man wae no Scholar,

# This put me upon wondering, ever so long ago, what this
strange Thing celled ¢ Man of Learning was, and what is it
that constitutes a Scholar? For, said I, here’s a man speaka
five Languages and reads the Hixth, in a master of Astro-
nomy, Goography, History, and ebundance of other mseful
Enowledge, (which I do not mention, that you may not guees
atthe Man, who ia too Modest to desire it,) and yet, they say
this Man s no Scholar.”

How much of this learning Defoe acquired at school,
and how much he picked up aftarwards under the
pressure of the necessitier of his business, it is im-
possible to determine, but at any rate it was at least as
good & qualification for writing on publio affairs as the
more limited and accurate scholarship of his academio
rivale. Whatever may have been the extent of his
knowledge when he passed from Mr. Morton’s tuition,
gualified but no longer willing to become a Dissenting
preacher, he did not allow it to rust wtnused ; he at once
mobilised his forces for active service. They were keem
politiciane, naturally, st the Newington Academy, and
the times furnished ample materials for their diseus-
sions. As Nonconformists they were very closely
affected by the strnggle between Charles IT. and the
defenders of Protestantism and popular libertics, What
part Defoe tock in the excitement of the closing years
of the reign of Charles must be matter of conjecture,
but there can be littlo doubt that he was active on the
popular side. He had but one difference then, he after-
wards eaid in one of his tracts, with his party. He



L} DEFOE'S YOUTH AND EARLY PURSUITSH. 7

would not join them in wishing for the muecess sof
the Turke in besieging Vienna, becanse, though the
Austrisns were Papists and thongh the Turks were
ogtengibly on the side of the Hungarian reformers
whom the Austrian Government had persecuted, he
had read the history of the Turks and conld not pray
for their victory over Christians of any denomination.
* Though then but a young man, and a younger auther "
{this was in 1683), '*he opposed it and wrote against it,
which was token very unkindly indeed.” From these
words it would seem that Defoe had thus early began
to write pamphlets on questions of the hour. As he
was on the weaker side, and any writing might have
cost him his lifs, it is probable that he did not put his
name to any of these tracts; none of them have been
identified ; but his youth was strangely unlike his
mature manhood if he was not justified in speaking of
himself ag having been then an *anthor.” Nor was
he content merely with writing. It would have been
little chort of a miraclo if hiz restless energy had
sllowed him to lie quiet while the air wes thick with
political intrigne. We may be sure that he had a voice
in some of the secret mssocistions in which plans were
discussed of armed resistance to the tyrauny of the
King. We have his ewn word for it that he took part
in the Duke of Monmouth’s riring, when the whips of
Charles were exchanged for the scorpions of James.
He bonsted of thizs when it beenme safe to do &0, and
tho truth of the boast derives incidental confirmation
from the fact that the names of three of his fellow-
etudents at Newington appear in the list of the vietims
of Jeffreys and Kirke,

Escaping the keen hunt that wss made for all
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perticipators in the rebellion, Defos towards the alose
of 1885 began business as & hosier or hose-factor in
Freeman's Court, Corphill. The precise nature of his
trade has bsen disputed ; and it does not particulsrly
concern ug here. 'When taunted afterwards with having
beer: apprentics to a hosier, he indignantly denied the
fact, and explained that though he had been a trader in
hosiery he had never been a shopkeeper. A passing
illustration in his Zseay on Projecls, drawn from his own
experience, shows that he imported goeds in the course
of his buainess frem abroad ; he speaks of sometimes
having paid more in insurance premios than he had
cleared by a voyage. From a sbory which he tells in
his Completz English Tradesman, recalling the cleverness
with which he defeated an attempt to outwit him about
& oonsignment of brandy, we learn thaf his business
gometimes took him to Spain. This is nearly all that
wo kmow about his first adventure in trade, except that
after soven years, in 1698, he had to flee from his
ereditors. He hinta in cne of his Revisws that this mis-
fortune was brought about by the frands of swindlers,
and it deserves to be recorded that he made the honour-
able boast that he afterwards paid off his obligations.
The truth of the boast is independently comfirmed
by the admission of & controversial enemy, that very
Tutchin whom he challenged to {ranslate Latin with
him. That Defoe should have referred so little to his
own experience ih the Complete English Trodesman, s
geries of Familiar Letters which he published late in life
“for the instruction of our Inland Tradesmen, and
especially of Young Beginners,” is accounted for when
we observe the clase of persons to whom the letters
were addressed. He distinguishes with his usual clear-
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ness betwoen the different rankas of those employed in
the preduction and exchange of goods, and intimates
that his advice is not intended for the highest grade
of traders, the merchants, whom he defines by what he
calls the vulgar expression, as being “ench as trade
beyond sea.” Althongh he was eloquent in many books
and pamphlets in upholdiog the dignity of trade, and
lost no opportunity of scoffing at pretentious gentility
he never allows us to forget that this was the grade to
which he himself belonged, and addresses the petty
trader from a certain altitude. He speaks in the
preface to the Complete Tradesman of unfortunate
creatures who have blown themselves up in trade,
whether “ for went of wit or from too much wit;” but
lest he should be supposed to allude t¢ hin own mis-
fortunes, he does not say that he miscarried himself
but that he “had seen in a few years experience many
young tradesmen miscarry.” At the same time it is
fair to conjecture that when Defoe warms the young
tradesmnan sgeinst fanoying himaslf a politician or a
man of letters, ravning off to the coffee-house when he
ought to be behind the connter, and reading Virgil and
Horace when he should be busy over his journal and his
ledger, he was glancing at some of the caunses which
eonduced to his own failure as a merchant. And when
he cantions the beginner against going too fast, and
holde up to him ae & type and exemplar the carriers
waggon, which “ keeps wagging and always goes on,”
and © ns softly as it goes” can yet in time go far, we
may be sure that he waa thinking of the over-rashness
with which he had himself embarked in speculation.
There can be no doubt that eager and active as Defoe
was in his trading enterprises, he was not so wrapt up
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irs them as to be nn unconcerned spectator of the intense
politica] life of the time. When King James aimed a
blow at the Church of England by removing the religions
dissbilities of all dissenters, Protestant and Catholic,
in his Declaration of Indalgence, some of Defae's eo-
religionista were ready to catch at the boon without
thinking of ite consequences. Hoe differed from them,
he afterwards stated, and “as he used to say that
he had rather the Popish Houee of Austria should
rain the Protertants in Hungaria, than the infidel
House of Ottoman should ruin both Protestants and
Papists by overrunning Germany,” so now “he told
the Dissenters he had rather the Church of England
ghounld pull our clothes off by fines and forfeitures, thar
the Papists shonld fall both upon the Church and the
Dissenters, and pull our sgkins off by fire and fuggot.”
He probably embodied these conclusions of his vigorons
commen sense in a pamphlet, though no pamphlet on
the subject known for certain to be his has been pre-
gerved, Mr. Lee is over-rash in identifying as Defoo’s
8 quarto sheet of that date entitled “ A Letter contain-
ing some Reflections cn His Majesty’s declaration for
Liberty of Conscience,” Defoe may have writtcn many
pamphlets on the stirring events of the time, which have
not come down to us, Yt may have been then that he
acquired, or made a valuable possession by practice, that
marvellous facility with his pen which stood him in
such stead in after life. It would be no wonder if he
wrote dozene of pamphlets, every one of which dis
appeared. The pamphlet then occupied the place of the
newspaper leading article. The newspapors of the time
were veritable chroniclez of news, and not organs of
opinion, The expression of opinion was not then asso-
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dated with the dissemination of facts and romours. WA
man who wished to influence public opinion wrote a
pamphlot, emall or large, a single leaf or a tract of a
few pages, and had it hawked abont the streets and sold
in the bookshops., These pamphlets issued from the
press in swarms, were thrown aside when read, and
hardly preserved except by accident. Thet Defoe, if he
wrote any or many, should not have reprinted them
when fifteen years afterwards he publiched a collection
of his works, is intelligible ; he repnblished only such
of his tracts aa had not lost their practical interest. If,
however, we indulge in the fancy, warranted so far by
bis describing himeelf as having been a young * author "
in 1683, that Defoe took an active part in polemieal
literature under Charles and Jamee, we must remember
that the censorship of the press was then active, and
that Defoe must have published under greater disadvan-
tages than those who wrote on the side of the Court.
At the Revolution, in 1688, Defoe lost no time in
making his adhesion to the new monarch conspicuous.
He was, according to Oldmixon, one of “a royal
regiment of volunteer horse, made up of the chief
citizens, who, being gallantly mounted anl richly ac-
coutred, were led by the Earl of Monmouth, now Eorl
of Peterborongh, and aitended their Majesties from
‘Whitehall,” to o banguet given by the Lord Mayor and
Corporation of the City. Three years afterwards, on
the ocension of the Facobite plot in which Lord Preston
was the lending figure, he published the firat pamphlet
that is kmown for certain fo be his. It is in verse,
and is entitled 4 New Discorery of an Old Inirigue,
a Satire levelled af Treachery and Ambition. In the
preface, the suthor said that ** he had never drawn his
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pen before,” and that he would nover write again unless
this effort prodaced a viaibla reformation. If we take
this literally, we must: suppose that his claim to have
been an sathor eighteen years before had ita origin in his
fitful vanity. The Literary merita of the satire, when we
compare it with the powerful verse of Dryden's Absalom
and Achitophel, to which he refers in the exordium, are
not great. Defoe prided himself upon his verse, and in
a catalogue of the Poetsin one of his later pieces assigned
himaelf the special provinee of “lampoon.” He possibly
balieved that his olever doggerel was a betiter title to
immortality than ZXobinson Crusse. The immediste
popular effect of his satires gave some encouragement
to this belief, but they are comparatively dull reading
for posterity. The clever hite at living City funoction-
arios, indicated by their imitisls and nicknames, the
rough ridicule and the biting innuendo, were telling in
their day, but the lampoons have periched with their
objecta. The local celebrity of Sir Ralph and Bir Peter,
Silly Will and Captain Tom the Tailor, has vanished,
and Defoe’s horried and formless lines, incisive as their
vivid fores must have been, are not redeemed from dul-
nese for modern readers by the few bright epigrams

with which they are besprinkled.



UHAPTER II.
KING WILLIAM'A AINUTANT.

DEroE's first businees catastrophe happened about 1692,
He i said to have temporarily absconded, and to have
parleyed with hia creditors from a distance $ill they
agreed to accept a composition. Bristol is named as
having been hiz place of refuge, and there is a story
that he waa known thers as the Bunday Gentle-
man, because he appeared on that day and that day only
in fashionable attire, being kept indoors during the reat
of the week by fear of the bajlifis. But he was of too
buoyant a temperament to sink under his misfortune
from the senee of having brought it on himself, and the
cloud soon passed away. A man so fertile in expedients,
and ready, nccording to his own ideal of a thorough-
bred trader, Lo turn himself to anything, could not long
remain unemployed. He had various businees offers.
and among others an invitation from some merchants to
settle at Cadiz as a commiesion agent, *“ with offers of
very good ocommisgions,” But Providence, he tells us,
and, we may add, a shrewd confidence in his own powers,
“placed o pecrel aversion in his mind to guitting
England npon eny account, and msade him refuse the
best; offers of that kind.” He stayed at homs, “to beo
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with some eminent persons in proposing weys
aod means to the Government for raising money to
supply the occasione of the war then newly begun.”
He also wrote a vigorcus and loyal pamphlet, entitled,
The Englishman's Chotce and Trus Interest: in the
vigorous prosicution ¢f the war againsl Framcs, ond
serving K, William and Q. Mary, and acknowlsdging
thetr vight. As a reward for his literary or his finan-
cial services or for boih, he was appointed “ withont
the lesgt appliestion” of his own, Aoccountant to the
Commiesioners of the Glass Duty, and held this post
till the duty was abolished in 1699.

From 1694 to the end of William's reign wae the
most progperous and honourable period in Defoe’s life.
Hia pervices to the Government did not absorb the
whole of his restless energy. He still had time for
private enterprise, and started a manufactory of bricks
and pantiles at Tilbary, where, Mr. Lee says, judging
from fragments recently dug up, he made good sound
gonerous bricks, although according to another authority
suck & thing was impossible out of any materia} existing
in the meighbourhood. Anyhow, Defoe prospered, and
set up a coach and a pleasuro-boat. Nor must we forget
what is s0 much to his honour, that he set himself to pay
his ereditors in foll, volunterily disregarding the com-
position which they had accepted. In 1705 he was able
to boast that he had reduced his debts in rpite of many
difficulties from 17,000{. to 5,000l, but these sume
included labilities rerulting from the failure of his
pantile factory.

Defoe’s first conspicnous literary rervice to King
‘William, after he obiained Government employment,
was a pamphiet on the question of a Standing Army



) EING WILLIAM'S ADJUTANT. 13

raised after the Peace of Ryswick in 1697, Thia Pen
and Tnk War, as he calls it, which followed close on
the heele of the great European struggle, had been
raging for some time before Defoe tock the field, Hosts
of writers had appeared to endanger the permanence of
the trivmph of William's arms and diplomacy by de-
manding the disbandment of hig tried troops, as being
a menace o domestic liberties, , Their arguments had
been encountered by no less zealous champions of the
King's cause. The battle, in fact, had been won when
Defos issued his drgument showing thet a Standing
Army, with conzent of Parliament, i3 nol tnconsistent
with a Fres Governmeni, He was able to boast in his
preface that if booka and wiitings would not, God be
thanked the Parliament would confute '’ his adver<aries.
Nevertheless, though coming late in the day, Defoe’s
pamphlet was widely read, and must have helped to
consolidate the vietory.

Thus late in life did Defoe lny the first stone of his
literary reputation. He was now in the thirty-eighth
year of his age, his controversiul genius in full vigour,
and his mastery of language complete. None of his sub-
sequent trocts surpase this ns » piece of trenchant and
persunsive rearoning. ¥t shows &t their very highest his
marvellons powers of combining constructive with de-
structive eriticism. He dashes into the lists with goed-
humoured confidence, bearing the banner of clear common
sense, and disclaiming sympathy with extreme porson~ of
either side. He puts his ease with direct and plansible
force, nddressing his readers vivaciously as plain people
like himself, among whom as reasonable men there cannot
be two opinions. He cuts rivul argument: to pieces
with dexterous strokes, representing them as the
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confused reasoning of well-meaning but dull intellects,
and dances with lively mockery on the fragments. If the
suthors of guch argnments knew their own minds, they
would be entirely on his side. Ho echoes the pet pre-
judices of his readers as the prope and mainsteys of his
thesis, and boldly langhs away misgivings of which they
are likely to be half ashamed, He makes no parade of
logic; he is only a plain freeholder like the mass whom
ke addresses, though he knows twenty times as much as
many writers of more pretension. He never appeals to
passion or imagination ; what he strives to enlist on his
side is homely pelf-interest, and the ordinary semse of
what is right and reasonable. There is litile regularity
of method in the development of his argement; that
ho leaves to more anxious and elaborafe masters of
gtyle. For himself he is content to start from a bold
and clear statement of his own copinion, and proceeds
buoyantly and dizcursively to engage and scatter his
enemies a8 they turn up, without the least fear of being
able to fight his way back to his original base. He
wrote for a clase to whom a prolonged intellectual
operation, however comprehensive and complete, was
distasteful. To persuade the mass of the freeholders
waa his object, and for such an object there ere no
political tracts in the language at all comparable to
Defoe’s. He bears some resemblance to Cobbett, but
he had none of Cobbett’s brutality ; his faculties were
more adroit, and his range of vision infinitely wider.
Cobbett was & demegogus, Defoe a popular stetcaman.
The one was qualified to lead the people, the other to
guide them. Cobbett is contained in Defoe as the less
in contained in the greater.

King William obtained a standing army from Parlia-
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ment, but not ac large an army as he wished, and it wga
soon afterwards still further reduced. Meantime, Defos
employed his pen in promoting objects which were dear
to the King’s heart. His ZEssay on Projects—which
“ relate to Civil Polity as well as matters of negoce”—
was calonlated, in so far as it advocated joint-stock
enterprise, to advance one of the objects of the states-
men of the Revolution, the comiittal of the moneyed
clagees to the established Government, and against =
dynasty which might plausibly be mistrusted of respect
for vimble accumulations of private wealth. Defoe's
projects were of an extremely varied kind. The classifi-
cation was not striet. Hiu spirited definition of the word
“projects” included Noeh's Ark wnd the Tower of
Babel, as well as Captain Phippe's scheme for raising
the wreck of a Bpanish ship laden with silver. He is
sometimes credited with remarkable shrewdness in
having anticipated in this Eieay some of the greatest
public improvements of modern times—the protection of
seamen, the higher education of women, the establish-
ment of banks and benefit societies, the construetion of
highways. But it is not historieally accurate to give
him the whole credit of these conceptions. Most of
them were foating about at the time, 80 much so that
he had to defend himeelf aguinst a charge of plagiarism,
and few of them have been carried out in aceardunce
with the exential featmres of hin plans. One remarkable
circumitance in Defoe's projects, which we may attri-
bute either 10 his own natural bent or to his compliance
with the King's humour, ix the extent to which he
advocated Government interference. He proposed, for
example, an income-tnx, nnd the appointment of &
comumirsion who should travel through the country and
¢
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rycertain by inguiry thet the tax was not evaded. In
making this proposal he shows an acquaintance with
private incomes in the City, which raises some suspicion
as to the capacity in which he was *associated with
certain eminent persons in proposing waye and meana
to the Government.” In his article on Banks, he ex-
presses himeelf dissatiafied that the Government did not
fix a maximom rate of interest for the loens made by
chartered banks; they were otherwise, he complained,
of no assistance to the poor trader, who might as well
20 to the goldsmiths as before. His Highways project
was & scheme for making national highways on a scale
worthy of Baron Haussmann. There iz more fervid
imagination and daring ingenuity than buginess talent
in Defoo’s eseay ; if his trading speculations were con-
ducted with equal rashness, it is not difficalt to under-
stand their failure. The most notable of them are the
rchemes of a dictator, rather than of the advirer of a
free Government. The easay is chiefly interesting as a
monument of Defoe’s marvellous force of mind, and
strange mixture of steady sense with incontinent fighti-
ness. There are ebullient eallie in it whivh we gene-
rally find only in the productions of madmen and
charlstans, and yet it sbounds in suggestions which
statesmen might profitably have set themselves with
due adaptations to carry into effect. The Essay on
Projects might alone be adduced in proof of Defoe's
title to genius,

One of the first projects tc which the Government; of
the Revolution sddressed iteelf was the reformation of
manners—a purpose at onoe commendable in itself and
politically useful as distinguishing the new Government
from the old. Even while the King was abgent in



m] EING WILLIAM'S ADJUTANT. 1%

Ireland at the beginning of his reign, the Queen issugd
& letter calling upon all justices of the peace and other
sarvants of the Crown to exert themselves in suppress
ing the loxoriant growth of vice, which had been fos-
tered by the example of the Court of Charles. On the
conclusion of the war in 1697, William jssued a most
elaborate proclamation to the same effect, and nn address
was voted by Parliament, asking his Majenty to see that
wickedneee was discouragad in high places. The lively
pamphlet in which Defoe lent hin assistance to the good
work, entitled The Poor Afan's Plea, was written in the
spirit of the parlismentary address. ¥t was of no mse
to pass laws and make declarations and proclamations
for the reform of the common pdelei/, the poor man
pleaded, 8o long as the mentors of the laws were them-
selves corrupt. Hir argument was +piced with amusing
anecdotes to show the prevalence of swearing and
drunkenness among members of the judicial bench.
Defoe appenred several times afterwarde in the character
of a rcformer of manners, sometimes in verse, rometimes
in prose, 'When the retort was made that his own man-
ners were not perfect, ho denied that this invalidated
the worth of his appeal, but at the enme tiroe challenged
his accusers to prove him guilty of any of the vices that
he had satirised,

It is impossible now to ascertain what induced Thfoe
to break with the Dissenters, among whom he had been
brought up, but break with them he did in his pnmphlet
against the practice of Occasional Conformity. This
practios of ocoasionally taking ecommunion with the
Established Church, as a qualification for public office,
had grown up after the Revolution, and had attracted
very little nofice till a Dissenting lord mayor, after

o2
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sitending church one Bunday foremoon, went in the
afternoon with all the insignia of his office t0 a Con-
venticla. Defoe’s objection to this is indicated in his
quotation, “If the Lord be God, follow Him, but if
Baal, then follow him.” A man, he contended, who
could reconcile it with his conscience to attend the
worehip of the Church, had no business to be a Dis-
senter. QOoccasional conformity was " either a sinful act
in itself, or else his dissenting before was sinful.” The
Dissenters naterally did not like this intolerant logical
dilemmn, and resented ite being forced upon them by
one of their own nomber against a practical eompromine
to which the good semse of the majority of them
assentad. No reply was made to the pamphlet when
first: issued in 1698, and two or three years afterwarda
Deofoe, exulting in the unanswerable logic of his posi-
tion, reprinted it with a prefatory challenge to Mr.
Howe, an eminent disgenting minister. During the
next reign, however, when s bili was introdnosd to
prohibit the practice of occagiopal conformity, Defoe
strenuously wrote againet it as a breach of the Toleration
Act and » measure of persecution, In strict logio it is
poagible to make out a case for his comsistency, but the
reasoning must be fine, and he cannot be sequitted of
having in the first instance practically justified a perse-
cation which he afterwards condemned. In neither case
does he point at the repeal of the Test Act ae his
object, and it ia impossible to explain his attitude in
both oases on the ground of principle. However much
ke objected to see the sacrament teken as a matter of
form, it was hardly his province, in the eireumpstances
in which Dissenters then stood, to lead an ontery againgt
the practics; and if he considered it scandalous and
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sinfyl, he could not with much econsistency protest against
the prohibition of it as an act of persecution, Of this no
person was better aware than Defoe himself, and it is
8 qurious cirenmstance that, in his first pamphlet on the
bill for putting down cccasional conformity, he ridiculed
the iden of its being persecution to euppress politic or
state Dissenters, and maintained that the bill did not
oconcern true Dissenterg at all, To this, however, we
must refer again in connexion with his celebrated tract,
The Shortest Way with Dissenters.

The troubles into which the Europesn system was
plunged by the death of the childless King of Spain,
and that most dramatic of historical surprises, the
bequert of his throne by a death-bed will to the Duke
of Anjou, the second grandson of Louis XIV., furnighed
Defoe with a great opportunity for hiz controversial
goniue, In Chavles I1.’s will, if the legacy was nccerted,
Willinm saw the ruin of a life-long policy, Louis,
though he was doubly pledged against acknowledging
the will, having renounced all pretensions to the throme
of Bpoin for himeelf and hia beirs in the Treaty of the
Pyrences, and consented in two successive treaties of
pevtition to & different plan of succession, did not long
hesitate ; the news that he hod saluted his grandeon as
King of Spain followed close upon the news of Charles’s
death. The balance of the great Cutholic Powers which
‘Willinm had establiched by years of anxious diplomacy
and costly war, was toppled over by a stroke of the pen.
‘With Spain and Ttaly virtually added to his dominions,
the French King would now be supreme upon the Con-
tinent. Louis soon showed that this was his view of
what had happened, by saying that the Pyrenees had
censed to exist. He gave o practical illustration of the
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stme view by seizing, with the authority of his grandson,
the frontier towns of the Spanieh Netherlands, which
were garrisonad under a special treaty by Duteh troope.
Though deeply enraged at the bad faith-of the most
Christian XKing, William was not dismaysd. The stone
which he had rolled up the hill with such effort had
suddenly rolled down again, but he was eager to remew
his labours. Before, howover, he could act, he found
himself, to his utter astonishment and mortification,
paralysed by the attitude of the English Parliament.
His alarm at the accession of & Boorbon to the Spanish
throne was not shared by the ruling classes in England.
They declared that they liked the Spanish King’a will
better than Willinm'as partition. France, they argued,
would gain much less by a dynastic alliance with Spain,
which would exist no longer than their common interests
dictated, than by the complete acquisition of the Spanish
provinces in Ttaly.

'William lost no time in summoning & hew Parliament.
An overwhelming majority opposed the idea of vindicat-
ing the Partition Treaty by arms. They pressed him
0 send a message of recognition to Philip V. Even the
occupation of the Flemish fortresses did not change their
temper. That, they said, was the affair of the Dutch;
it did not concern England. In vain William tried to
oonvinee them that the interests of the two Protestant
States were identioal. In the numerous pamphlets that
were hatehed by the ferment, it was broadly insinu-
ated that the English pecple might pay too much for
the privilege of having & Dutch King, who had dono
nothing for them that they could not have dome for
themgelves, and who was perpetuslly sacrificing the
intereats of his adopted country to the necessities of his
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beloved Holland. ‘What had England gained by the
Peace of Ryswicki Was England to be dragged into
another exhausting war, merely to secure a strong
frontier for the Dutcht! The appeal found ready
listeners among & people in whose minds the reccllec-
tioms of the last war were still fresh, and wha still felt
the burdens it had left behind. \William did not venture
to take any ateps to form an alliance againgt France,
till & new incident emerged to shaske the country from
its mood of surly caleulation., When James II. died
and Louis recognised the Pretender as King of England,
all thoughts of isolation from a Continental confederacy
were thrown to the winds. William digsolved his Long
Parliament, and found the new House as warlike as the
former had been peaceful. * Of all the nations in the
world,” cried Defos, in commenting on this sudden
change of mood, * there is none that I know of so entirely
governed by their humour as the English.”

For ten months Defoe had been vehemently but
vainly striving to accomplish by argument what had
been wrought in an instant by the Fremch Kipg's in-
sufferable insult. It is one of the most brilliant periods
of his political activity. Comparatively undistinguished
before, he now, at the age of forty, stepped into the
foremost rank of publiciste. He lost not a moment
in throwing himeelf into the fray as the champion
of the King's policy. Charles of Spain died on the
22nd of October, 1701 ; by the middle of November, a
few days after the mews bad reached England, and
before the French King's resolve to acknowledge the
legacy was known, Defoe was ready with s pamphlet to
the clear and stirring title of —T%he Tewo Greal gques-
tions considered. 1. What the Fremch King will do
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wpth respect to the Spanish Monarchy. 1L What
measures the English ought io take, X the French
King were wise, he argued, he would reject the dan-
gerous gift for his grandson. Bub if he accepted it,
England had no choice but to combine with her late
allies the Emperor and the States, and compel the Duke
of Anjou to withdraw hia claims. This pamphlet being
virulently attacked, and its author accused of bidding
for a place at Court, Defos made a spirited rejoinder,
and seized the cocasion to place his argaments in still
clearer light, Between them the two pamphlets are a
masterly exposition, from the point of view of English
intereats, of the danger of permitting the Will to be
fulfilled. He tears the arguments of his opponents to
piecee with supreme scorn. What matters it to us
who ie King of Spain{ asks one adversary. As well
agk, retorts Defoe, what it matters to us who is King
of Ireland. Al this talk about the Balance of Power,
gays another, is only ‘‘a shoeing-horn to draw cn a
standing army.” We do not want an army; only let
us make our fleet: strong encugh and we may defy the
world ; our militia is perfectly able to defend us against
invagion. If our militia is so strong, is Defoe's reply,
why should a standing-army make us fear for our
domestic libarties ¥ But if you objeet to a standing-
army in England, avert the danger by subsidising allies
and raising and paying troops in Germany und the Low
Comntries. Even if we are capeble of beating off
invagion, it is always wise policy to keep the war oub
of our own country, and not trust to such mirscles ns
the disperaion of the Armada. In war, Defoe says,
repeating a favourite axiom of his, “it is not the
longest sword but the longest purss that conguers,” and
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if the French get the Spanish crown, they get the
richest trade in the world into their hands, The French
would prove better husbands of the wealth of Mexico
and Peru than the Bpaniatds, They would build fleets
with it, which would place our American plantations at
their meray. Our own tinde with Spain, one of the
most profitable fislds for our exterprise, wonld at once
be ruined. Our Mediterranean trade wonld be burdened
with the impost of a toll at Gibraltar, In shet Defoe
contended, if the French acquired the upper hand in
Spain, nothing but & miracle conld save England from
becoming practically a French provincs,

Defoe's appeal to the semse of relf-interest fell, how-
ever, upon deaf enrs. No eloguence or ingenmity of
argument could have availed to stem the strong current
of growling prepossession. He was equally unsucee~sful
in his attempt to touch deeper feelings by exlub.ting
in a pamphlet, which is pethaps the ablest of the series,
The danger of the Protestant Religion, from the ypresent
prospect of & Religious Waer in Evrope. * Burely you
cannot object to & standing army for the defence of
your religioni” he argued; “for if you do, then yon
stand convicted of wvaluing your libeitits more than
your religion, which ought to be your first and highest
coneern,” Buch seraps of rhetorical logic were but as
straws in the storm of anti-warlike passion that wnw
then raging. Nor did Defoe succeed in trrning the
elections by nddressing *to the good people of Eng-
land™ his Siz Distinguishing Characters of & FParlia-
ment AMan, or by protesting as & freeholder against
the levity of making the strife between the now and the
old East India Companies a testing question, when the
very cxistence of the kingdom was of stake. His
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panphlets were widely distributed, but he might as
soon have tried to check a tempest by throwing hendfula
of leaves into it. One great sucoess, however, he had,
and that, strangely enough, in a direction in which it
was least fo be anticipated. No better proof could be
given that the good-humoured magnenimity and sense
of fairplay on which English pecple pride themselves
is more then an empty boast than the reception
accorded to Defoe’s ZTrus-Born Englishman., King
William's unpopularity was at its height. A party
writer of the time had sought to influme the general
dislike to his Dutch favonrites by “a vile pamphlet in
abhorred verse,” entitled 2%e Foreigners, in which they are
loaded with scurrilouns insinuations. It required noordi-
nary conrage in the state of the national temper st that
moment, to ventnre npon the line of retort that Defoe
adopted. What were the English, he demanded, that they
shonld make a mock of foreigners? They were the most
mongrel race that ever lived upon the face of the earth ;
there was no such thing as a true-born Englishman ;
they were all the offspring of foreigners; what was
more, of the scam of foreigners.

¢ For Englishmen to hoast of generation
Cancels their knowledge, and lampoona the nation.
A true-born Englishman’s a contradiction,
In epeech an irony, in fact a fiction.
* * » *
And here hegins the encient pedigres

That eo exslts our poor nobility.

"Tie that from eome French trooper they derive,

‘Whe with the Norman bastard did arrive ;

The trophies of the families appear,

Some show the sword, the bow, and some the spear
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Which their great ancestor, forsooth, did wear. .
Thees in the herald’s regiater remain,

Their noble mean extraction to explain,

Yet who the hero was no man can tell,

‘Whether a drummer or a colonel ;

The silent record blushea to reveal

Their nundescended dark originel,

* - * +*

“Theeo are the heroea that derpise the Dutch
And rail at new-come foreigners so mnch;
Forgetting thet themeelves are ell derived
From the most scoundrel race that ever lived ;
A horrid crowd of rambling thieves and drones,
‘Who ransacked kingdoms and dispeopled towns ;
The Pict and painted Briton, treacherous Scot,
By hunger, theft, and rapine hither bronght ;
Norwegian pirates, buccancering Danes,
‘Whone red-haired offspring everywhere remains ;
‘Who joined with Norman French compound the breed
From whence your true-born Englishmen proceed.

4t And leet, by length of time, it be pretended,
The climate may this modern breed have mended,
‘Wise Providence, to keep us where we are,
Mixes us daily with exceeding care ;
We have been Europe’s sink, the jokes where she
Voids all her offal cutoast progeny ;
From our fifth Henry's time the strolling bandu
Of banished fugitives from: neighbouring lands
Have here a certain sanctunry found :
The eternal refoge of the vagabond,
‘Wherein buthalf a common age of time,
Borrowing new hlood and manners from the elime,
FProudly they learn all mankind to contenm,
And all their race are true-born Englishmen.”

As may be judged from this specimen, there is little
delicacy in Defoe’'s satire. The lines run on frem
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beginning to end in the same strain of bold, broad, hearty
banter, aa if the whole piece had been written off at a
heat, The mob did not lynch the audacious humouriet.
In the very height of their fury against foreigners, they
stopped ehort to laugh at themselves. They were tickled
by the hard blows as we may sappose a rhinocercs to be
tickled by the strokes of an caken oudgel. Defoe sud-
denly woke to find himself the hero of the hour, at least
with the London populace. The pamphlet was pirsted,
and eighty thousand copies, according to his own calcu-
lation, were eold in the streets. Henceforth he deseribed
himself in his title-pages ag the author of the Prus-Born
Englishman, and frequently did himeelf the honour of
quoting from the work as from a well-established classio.
Tt was also, he has told us, the means of his becoming
personally known to the King, whom ho had hitherto
served from a distance,

Defoe was not the man to be abashed by his own
popularity. He gloried in it, and added to hia repuia-
tion by teking a prominent part in the proceedings
connscted with the famous Kentish Petiticn, which
marked the turn of the tide in favour of the King's
foreign policy. Defoe was said to be the author of
" Togion's Memorial” to the House of Commons,
sternly warning the represantatives of the freeholders
that they had excesded their powers in imprisoning the
men who had prayed them to “turn their loyal ad-
dresses into Bills of Bupply.” When the Kentish
Petitioners ‘were liberated from the custody of the
Sergeant-at-Arms, and feasted by the citizens at Mer-
cers’ Hall, Dofos wns secated next to them as an
honoured guest.

Unfortunately for Defoo, William did not live long
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after ho had been homoured with his Majesty’s cogfi-
dence. Hbe declared afterwards that he had often been
privately consulted by the King. The pamphlets which
he wrote during the olose of the reign are all such as
might bhave been directly inspired. That on the Bue-
ocesgion ia chiefly memorable as containing » suggestion
that the heirs of the Duke of Monmouth should be
heard as to King Charles’s slleged marriage with Lucy
Walters. It is possible that this idea may have been
sanctioned by the King, who had had painful experience
of the dissdvantages attending a ruler of foreign ex-
traction, and besides had reason to doubt the attach-
ment of the Princess Bophin to the Protestant faith,
‘When the passionate aversion to war in the popular
mind was suddenly changed by the recognition of the
Pretender into an equally paseionate thirst for it, and
the King seized the opportunity to dissolve Parliament
and get & new House in acoord with the altered temper
of the people, Defos justified the appeal to the free-
holders by an examination and assertion of *the
Original Power of the Collective Body of the People
of England.” His last service to the King was a pam-
phlet bearing the paradoxical title, Reasons againet a
War with France. As Defoe had for nearly a year been
zealonsly working the public mind to o warlike pitch,
this title iz at first eurprising, but the surprise dis-
appears when we find that the pamphlit iz an ing:nious
plea for beginning with a declaration of war against
Spain, showing that not only was there just cause for
such o war, but that it wonld bo extramely profitable,
inasmuch as it would afford oceasion for plundering the
Spaniards in the West Indies, and thereby making np
for whatever losses onur trade might suffer from the
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Fpench privatoars, And it was mors than a mere
plundering descent that Defoe had in view; hin object
was that England shonld take actual posseesion of the
Bpenish Indies, and so rob Bpain of its chief source of
wealth, There was a most powerfnl buccansering spirit
concealed under the peaceful title of this pamphlet,
The trick of arresting atiention by an unexpscted
thesis, such as this promiss of reasons for peace when
everybody wag dresming of war, is an art in which
Defoe hae never been enrpassed, As we shall have
occasion to see, ho practised it more than cnce too often
for his comfort.



CHAPTER ITL
A MARTYE TO DISSENT)

Frox the death of the King in March, 1702, we mnust
date a change in Defoe’s relations with the ruling
powers. Under "William, his position as a politieal
writer had been distinet and honourable. He supported
‘Willism'a policy warmly and straightforwardly, whether
he divined it by his own judgment, or learned it by
direct or indiveet instructions or hints. When charged
with writing for a place, he indignantly denied that he
held either place or pension at Court, but at another
time he admitted that he had heen employed by the
King and rewarded by him beyond his deserts. Any
rewsrd that he received for hie literary sexvices was
well earned, and there was nothing dishonourable in
accepting it. For oomcealing the connexion while the
King was alive, he might plead the custom of the time.
But in the confosion of parties and the uncertainty of
government that followed Willinm's death, Defoe elid
into practices which cannot be justified by any standard
of morality.

It waa by aocident that Defoe drifted into this equi-
voeal pogition. His first writings under the new reign
were in staunch consistency with what he had written
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before. He did not try to fiatter the Queen as many
others did by elighting her predecessors ; an the con-
trary, he wrote a poom called % Mock Mowrners, in
which he extolled *the glorious memory "—a phrase
which he did much to bring into use—and charged
those who spoke disrespectfully of William with the
vilest insolence and ingratitude. He sang the praices
of the Queen also, but as he based his joy at her acces-
sion on an assurance that she would follow in 'Willison’s
footsteps, the compliment might be eonstrued as an
exhortation. Bhortly afterwards, in another poem, e
Spanish Desesnt, he took his revenge upon the fleet for
not earrying out hic West Indian schems by ridiculing
unmercifully their first froitleas cruise on the Bpenish
eoast, taking care at the same time to exult in the eap-
ture of the galleons at Vigo. In yet another poem—
the suoccesa of the Trus Born Englishman spems to have
misguided him into the belief that he had a genius for
verse—he reverted to the Reformation of Manners, and
angered the Dissenters by belabouring certain magis-
trates of their denomination. A pamphlet entitled
A New Test of the Church of England's Loyalty—in which
he twitted ihe High Church party with being neither
more nor less loyal than the Dissentars, inasmuch aa they
consented to the deposition of James and acquiesced
in the acoession of Anne—was better received by his

But when the Bill to prevent coccasional conformity
was introdnced by some hot-headed partisans of the
High Church, towards the cloze of 1702, with the
Queen's warm approval, Defoe took & oourse which
made the Dicsenters threaten to cast him altogether
ont of the synagogue. We have already seen how
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Defoo had faken the lead in attacking the practice of
occagsional conformity. While his co-religionigts were
imprecating him as the man whoe had brovght this per-
secution upon them, Defoe added to their ill-feeling by
issuing & jaunty pamphlet in which he proved with
provoking unanswerableness that all honest Dizsenters
were nowsys conoorned in the Bill. Nobody, he
said, with hie usaal bright audacity, but himeelf * who
was altogether born in sin,” gaw the true scope of the
meagnre. “* All those people who designed the Act as
a blow to the Dissenting interests in England are mis-
token., All those who take it as a prelade or introdue-
tion to the forther suppressing of the Diseenters, and
a stop to repealing the Toleration, or intend it as swch,
are mistaken. . . . . All those phlegmatic Dissenters
who fancy themselves undone, and that persecution and
desclation is at the door agnin, are mistaken. All those
Dissenters who ate really at all disturbed at if, either
as an advantage gained by their ¢nemies or as a resl
dieaster upon themselves, are mistaken. All those
Disgenters who depreeate it as a judgment, or would
vote againet it as ench if it were in their power, are
mictaken.” In short, though he did not suppose that
the movers of the Bill “did it in mere kindness to the
Dissonters, in order to refine and purge them from the
scandals which some people had brought upon them,”
nevertheless it waa ealenlated to effect this object. The
Dissenter being a man that was something destrous
of going to Heaven,' ventured the displeasure of the
civil magisirate at the command of his conscience,
which warned him that there were thinga in the Esta-
blished form of worship not agreenbls to the Will of
God aa rovcaled in Scripture. There is nothing in
D
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the Act to the prejudice of this Disrenter; it affects
only the Politic Dissanter, ar Btate Dissenter, who if he
can attend the Established worship without offending
hir conscience, has no canse to be a Dissentor, Am Act
against occasional conformity would rid the D'ssenting
body of these lukewarm members, and the riddance
would ba a good thing for all paxties.

It may have been that this cheerful argument, the
legitimato development of Defoe's firmer writings on
the subject, was int-nded to comfort his co-religionists
at a mom-nt when the passing of the Act eeemed cer-
tain. They did not view it in that light; they resented
it bitterly, as an insult in the hour of their misfortune
fiom the man who had shown their enemies where to
striks. When, however, th» Bill, after passing the
Commons, was opposed and modified by the Lords,
Dafoe sudd>nly appeared on a new tark, publishing the
most famous of his political pamphlets, Ths Shortest
Way with the Dissenlers, which bas, by a strange freak
of circumstinees, gained him the honour of being en-
shrined as ome of the martyrs of Dissent. Irn the
“brief explanatwon” of the pamphlet which he gave
afterwards, he deolared that it had no braring whatever
upon tha Oocasional Conformity Bill, printing to his
former writings on the subject, in which he had de-
nounced the practice, and weleomed the Bill as a nseful
instrom-nt for purg'ny the D'seenting b~dies of half-
and-half professors. It was intended, he eaid, az a
banter upon the High-flying Tory Churchmen. put-
ting int" plain English the dr'ft of their furious inveo-
tiven against the Diesentors and so, “by an irony not
unusnal,” answering them out of their own mautha.

The Shortzet Way is sometimes spok-n of aa & piece
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of exquisite irony, and on ths other hand Mr. Bainim-
bury! has raised the question whether the representa-
t'on of an extrema case, in which the veil is never lifted
from the writer's own opinione, can properly ba ealled
irony at all. This last is, perhaps, a question belong-
ing to the atrict definition of the figures of apsech ; but,
however that might by settled, it is a mistake to de-
seribe Defoe’s art in this pamphlet ae delicate, There
are no subtle strokes of wit in it such as we find in
some of Bwift's ironiral pieces. Incomparably more
effective ag an engine of controversy, it is not entitled
to the same rank as & literary exercige. Its whole merit
and its rousing political force lay in the dramatic gening
with which Defoe personated the tempar of a therough-
going High-flier. putting into plain and epirited English
such scnt'ments as & violent partisan would not dare to
utter except in the unguarded heat of familiar disconrse,
or the half-humorone ferocity of intoxication. Have
den~, he eaid, addressing the Dissenters, with this cackle
ebout P.ace and Union, and the Christian duties of
modmation, which you raige now that you find * your
day is over, your pswer gone, and the throne of this
nation possessed by a Royal, English, true, and ever-
constant member of and friend to the Church of Eng-
land. . . We have heard none of this leseon for fourtan
years past. We have been huffed and bullied with your
Act of Toleration; you have told us that you are the
Church established by law as well az others; have set
up your canting synagogues at our Church doors, and
tha Church and members havo been loaded with re-
proaches, with caths, associat’ons, abjurations, and what

1In en admiiable article on Defos in the Eweyclopmdic
Britansios, 9

D
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mot. Whers has been the mercy, the forbearance, the
charity, you have shown to tender consciences of the
Churck of England, that could not take oaths as fast
a3 you made them; that having sworn allegiance to
their lawful and rightful King, eonld not dispense with
that oath, their King being still alive, and swear to your
new hodge-podge of a Dutch constitution? .. . Now
that the tables are turned upon you, you must not be
porsecuted ; 'tin not a Christian spirit.” You talk of
persecntion ; what persecution have you to complain of ¢
“The first execution of the laws against Dissenters in
England was in the days of King James I. And wha$
did it amount to? Truly the worst they euffered was
at their own request to let them go to New England and
erect a new colony, and give them great privileges,
granta, and suitable powers, keep them under protec-
tion, and defend them against all invaders, and receive
no taxes or revenue from them. This was the cruelty
of the Church of England, fatal lenity! 'T'was the rain
of that excellent prince, King Charles I. Had King
James gent all the Poritans in England away to the
‘West Indies, we had been a national, unmixed COharch ;
the Church of England had been kept undivided and
entire, Torequite the lenity of the father, they take up
arms againet the son ; conquer, pursue, take, imprison,
and at last put to desth the Anointed of God, and de-
stroy the very being and nature of government, setting up
& sordid impostor, who had neither title to govern, nor
understanding to manage, but supplied that want with
power, bloody and desperate councils, and craft, without
conscience.” How leniently had King Charlea treated
theae barbarous regicides, coming in al! mercy and love,
cherishing them, preferring them, giving them employ-
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ment in his service. As for King James, “as if mersy
was the inheremt quality of the family, he began his
reign with unusual favour to them, nor could their
joining with the Duke of Monmouth against him move
him to do himeelf justice upon them, but that mistaken
prinee thought to win them by gentleness and love, pro-
tlaimed & universal Iibarty to them, and rether discoun-
tenanced the Choreh of England than them, How they
requited him all the world knows,” TUnder King
‘William, “a ling of their own,” they “crops into all
places of t1ust and profit,” engrossed the minintry, and
inrulted the Church. But they must not expect this
kind of thing to continne. * No, gentlemen, the time
of mercy is past ; your day of grace is over ; you should
have practired pcace, and moderation. and charity, if you
exp cted any yourselves.”

In thi> heroic strain the pamphlet procecds, reaching
at length the suggestion that ““if one severe law were
made, and punctusily executed, that whoever was found
at & conventicle should be banished the nation, and the
preacher be hanged, we should soon see an end of the
tale—thoy would all come to chuich, and one age would
mako us all one again,’ That wes the mock church-
man's shortest way for the suppression of Diesent,
He wupported his argument by referring to the success
with which Loms XTV, had pat down the Hugu.nots.
There was no good in half-measurcs, fines of five shil-
linge o month for not coming to the Sacrement, and one
shilling a week for not coming to church. Tt was vain
to expoct compliance from such trifling. *The light
foolish handling of them by mulcts, fines, ete., "tis their
glory ond their adventage. If the gallows mstead of
the counter, and the galleys instead of the fines, weve
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tho reward of going to a conventiels, to preach or hear,
there would not be so many sufferers—the spirit of
martyrdom is over. They that will go to church to bs
chosen gheriffs and mayors, would go to forty churches
rather than be hanged.” ¢ Now let ua cruc'fy the
th'eves,” said the author of this truculent advice in
conclusion. “ And may God Almighty put it into the
hearta of all friends of truth to lift up a standard
against pride and Antichriet, that the posterity of the
sons of error may be rooted out from the face of this
land for ever.”

Defoe’s disguise was so complete, his caricature of tha
ferccious High-flier so near to Life, that at first people
doubted whether the Skortest Way was the work of a sa-
tirist or a fanatic. When the truth leaked out, as it soon
did, the Dissenters w ere hardly better pleased than while
they feared that the proposal was serious. With the
natural! timidity of precariously situsted minorities,
they coald not enter into the humour of it. The very
title was enough to make them shrink and tremble.
The only people who were really in a position to enjoy
the jest were the Whigs. The High Churchmen, some
of whom, it is caid, were at first so far token in as to
express their warm approval, were furious when thry
discovered the trick that had been played upon them.
The Tory ministers of the Queen felf themselves bound
to take proceedinge against the author, whote idemtity
seems to have soom become an open fecret. Learning
this, Defoe went into concealment. A proclama-
twon offering a reward for s discovery was adver-
tised in the Gaweits. The deseription of the fugitive
is interegting ; it is the ounly extant record of
Defoe's personal sppiarance, except the portrait pre-
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fixed to his collected works, in which the mole is faith-
folly reproduced :—

t He is a middle-aged, apare men, about forty years old, of
a btown complexion, and dark-brown coloured hair, but wears
a wig; & hooked nose, a sharp clin, grey eyes, and a larga
mole neer bia mouth: was burn in London, snd for many
yoars was & hose-factor in Freemur’s Yard in Coinlill, and

now is the owner of the brick and pantile woiks near Tilbury
Fort in Esgox.”

This advertiscment was izsued on the 10th of January,
1703. Meant:me the printer and the publisher were
svized. Fiom his sufo hiding, Defoe put fmth an ex-
planation, protesting, as we have seen, that hia pamphlet
had not the lenet 10t10rpect to or ecncein un the public
bills in Parliament now depending, or any other pro-
cooding of either House or of the Uovernment relating
to the Dissenters, whose occasional conformity the author
hus constantly opposcd. It was merely, he pleaded,
the cant of the Non-juring paity exposed; and he
mentioned several printed books .n which the same
objucts were expressed, though not .n words so plain,
and at Jength, But the Government would not take
this view; he had r¢prescnted virnlent particans as
being supieme in the Queen’s counsels, and his design
was manifest “ to blacken the Chureh paaty as men of
a persecuting spirit, and to prepare the mob for what
further seivice he had for them to do.” F.nding that
they would not listen to hum, Dufoe swmrendered kimself,
m order that others mmight not suffer for his offence,
Heo was indicted on the 24th of Febiuary, On the 2uth,
the Shoriest Way was broonght under the notice of the
House of Commons, sud ordered to be bmnt by the
common hungman, His trial came on in July, He
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was found guilty of a scditious libel, and sentenced
t0 pay & fine of 200 marks to the Queen, stand three
times in the pillory, be imprisoned during the Queen’s
pleasure, and find sureties for his good behaviour
for seven years.

Defoe complained that three Dissenting ministers,
whose poor he had fed in the days of his prosperity,
bhad refosed to vieit him during his confinement in
Nowgate. There was, doubtless, & want of charity in
their action, but there was aleo s want of honesty in
hig complaint. If he applied for their epiritoal minis-
trations, they had considerable reason for treating his
application aa a pisce of provoking effrontery. Though
Defos wae in prison for this banter upon the High-
fliers, it ie & mistake to regard him as a martyr, except
by accident, to the eauso of Toleration as we understand
it now, and as the Dissenters bore the brunt of the
battle for it then. Before his tiial and convistion,
while he lay in prison, he issued an exposition of his
views of a fair Toleration in & tract entitled The Shortest
Way to Peacs and Union, The toleration which he
advisad, and whioh commended itself to the moderate
‘Whigs with whom he had acted onder King William
and was probably acting now, wna a purely apiritual
Toleration, His proporal, in fact, was identical with
that of Charles Leslie’s in the Aew Adssoctaiion, one of
the pamphleis which he profissed to take off in his
famous squib. Leslie had proposed that the Dissentera
thould be excluded from all civil employments, and
should be forced to remnin content with liberty of
worship. Addressing tho Dissenters, Defoe, in effect,
urged them to anticipate forcible exclusion by voluntary
withdrawal, Exiremes on both sides should be in-
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dustriously crushed and discouraged, and the extremes
on the I}issenting side were those who not being content
to worship after their own fashion, had also a hankering
after the publie service. It is the true interest of the
Digsenters in England, Defoe argued, to be governed
by a Church of England magistracy ; and with his usual
paradoxical hardihood, he told his co-religionists bluntly
that * the first resson of his proposition was that they
were not qualified to be trusted with the government of
theraselves.” WWhen we consider the mctive part Defoe
himself tock in public sffairs, we shall not be surprieed
that offence was given by his countenancing the civil
disabilities of Dissenters, and that the Dissenting
preachers declined to recognise him as properly belong-
ing to their body. It was not, indeed, as a Dissenter
that Defoe was prosscuted by the viclent Tories then in
power, but as the suspected litersry instrument of the
grent Whig leaders,

This, of course, in no way diminishes the haish snd
spiteful impolicy of the sentence passed en Defoe.
Its terms were duly put in execution. The offending
satirist stood in the pillory on the thiee last days of
July, 1703, before the Royal Exchange in Cornhill, near
the Conduit in Cheapside, and at Temple Dar. It is
incorrect, however, to any with Pope that

*f Earloss on high etood unabashed Defoc.™

His ears were not cropped, as the barbarous phrase
went, and he had no reason to be abashed. His recep-
tion by the mob waa very different fram that accorded
to the anti-Jacobite Fuller, a scurrilous rogue who bad
tried to make a fow pounds by a Plain Proof thxt
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the Chevalier was & supposit.tious child. The author of
the True-Born Englishman waa a popular favourte, and
his exhib.tion in the pillory was an oocasior of triumph
and not of ignominy to him. A ring of admirers was
formed round the place of punishment, and bunches cf
flowe1s instead of handfols of gaibage were thrown at
the criminal. Tankards of ale and stoups of wine were
drunk in his horour by the multitude whom he had
delighted with his racy verse and charmed by hia bold
defiance of the authorities.

The enthusiasm was incressed by the timely publica-
tion of a Hiwan to the Pillory, in which Defoe boldly
declared the .niqunity of his sentence, and pointed out to
the Governmeni more proper objects of their severity.
Atheixta onght to stand there, he said, profligate beaux,
swindling stock-jobbera, fanatio Jacobites, and the eom-
mandera who had brought the English fleet into diagrace,
Az for him, his only fault lay in his not being under-
stood ; but he was perhaps justly punished for being
such a fool as to trust his meaning to irony. It would
geam that though the Government had eoiun ttad Defoe
to Nowgate, they did not dare, even b.fore the man.fes-
tation of popular feeling in his favour, to treat him as
# common prisoner. He net only hud liburby to write,
but he found m:ans to convey his mannscrpts to the
wrinter. Of these privileges he had availed himwelf with
that indomitable enecgy and fortility of vresource which
wo find reason to aidmire at every stage in his career,
and most of sll now that he was in straits, In the
short interval between his arrest and his conviction he
carried on a vigorous warfare with both hands—with
ons hand seekng to propitiate the Government, with the
ciher attractng suppot outside among the puople, He
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proved to the Government incontestably by a collsction
of his writings that he was a man of moderate views,
who had no aversion in principle even to the proposals
of the New Association. He proved the same thing to
the pcople at large by publishing this Collection ¢f the
writings of the author of the Trye-Born Engligkman, but
he accompanied the proof by a lively appeal to their
sympathy under the title of More Refvrmation, a Sutire
on himself, o lament ower his own folly which was
caleulated to br.ng pressure on the Goveinment againet
prosecuting a man so innocint of public wrong. When,
in sp'te of his efforts, & convict.on was recorded agamet
him, he adopted & mors defiant tone towards the Govern-
ment. He wiote the Mymn o the Pillory. This dar ng
effusion was hawked in the streets among the erowd that
had assembled to wiine:s hie penance in the

¢ hieroglyplic State-mnachine,
Contrived tu ponish Faney in,”

* Come,” he cried, in the concluding lines—

& Tell ‘em: the M—— that placed Liw hero
Are Be——1I1s10 the times,
Are at & loas to find Lis guilt,
And cap’t commit Lis ciuues.”

& ¥ stands for Men, and “Be——Is" for Scandals,
Ddoe delightid m this odd use of methods of reseive,
more common .o his time than in ours.

The dauntless comage of Defoe’s Hyma to the Dillory
can obly be properly appreciated, when we rewmewb.r
with what eavage cutrage 1t was the custom of the mob
to treat those who were thus exposed to make o London
boliday. From the pillmy he was takin Lack to
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Newgate, there to bo imprisoned during her Majesty's
pleasure. His ronfinement must have been much less
disagreeable to him than it womld have been to ome
of less hardy temperament. Defoe was not the man to
shrink with loathing from the companionship of thieves,
highwaymen, forgers, coiners, and pirates. Curiosity
wag & much stronger power with him than disgust.
Newgate had something of the charm for Defoe that o
hospital full of hideous dis-asss has for an enthuxiastic
surgeon. He spent many pleasant hours in listening to
the talos of his adventurous follow-prisoners. Besides,
the Government did not dare to deprive him of the
liberty of writing and publishing. This privilege cn-
abled him to appeal to the public, whose ear he had
gained in the character of an undismayed mextyr, an
enjoyment which to so buoyant s man must hiva
compensated for a great deal of irksome soffering. 1o
attributed the failure of his pautile works at Tilbury to
his temoval from the management of them ; but bearing
in mind the amount of snccers that had attended his
¢fforts when he was free, it is fair to enppose that he
was not altogether sorry for the excuse. It was by no
mesns the intention of hia High Church persecutors that
Defoe should enjoy himself in Newgute, and he himself
Jamentad loudly the strange reverse by which he had
passed within a few montha from the closet of a king
to a prisoner’s cell; but on the wholo he was probably
as happy in Newgate as he had been at Whitehall
His wife and six children were most to be commiserated,
and their distress was his heaviest trinl.

The first use which Defos mads of his pen after his
exhibition in the pillory was to reply to a Diesenting
minister who had justified the practice of occasiomal
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conformity. He thereby marked once more his separa-
tion from the extreme Dissenters, who were struggling
against having their religion madse a disqualification for
offices of publio trust. But in the changes of partics 2t
Court he eoon found a reason for marking his separation
from the opposite extreme, and facing the other way.
Under theinfluence of the moderate Tories, Marlborough,
Godolphin, and their invaluable ally, the Duchess, the
Queen was gradually losing fuith in the violcnt Tories.
Aeccording to Bwift, she began to dirlike her bosom
friend, Mrs. Freeman, from the moment of her accew-
sion, but though she may have chofed under the yoke
of her favonrite, she could not at once ghake oft the
domination of that imperious will. The Drchess, finding
the extreme Tories unfavourable to the war in which
her husband's honour and interests were deeply engaged,
berame a hot partisan against them, and used all their
blunders to break down their power at Court. Day by
day she impressed upon the Queen the nicessity of peace
and union at home in the face of the troubles abread.
The moderate men of both parties must be rallied round
the throne. Extremes on both sides mmst be discomraged.
Spies were set to work to take note of such rash expres-
sions among “the hot and angry men™ as would be
likely to damage them in the Queen's favour. Queen
Anne had not a Little of the quiet tenacity and epiteful-
ness of enfecbled comstitutions, bot in the ¢nd reason
prevailed, resentment at importunity was overcome,
and the hold of the High Churchmer on her affections
gave way.

Nobody, Swift hns told us, could better disgnize her
feclings than the Queen. The first intimation which
the High Church party had of her change of views waa
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her opening speech to Parliament on the $th November,
1708, in which she earnestly desired parties in both
Houses to avoid heats and divisions. Defoe at once
threw himsalf in front of th» rieing tide. Whether he
divined for himself that the influsnce of the Earl of
Nottingham, the Secretary of Btate, to who: he owed
his prosecution and imprisonment, was waning, or ob-
tained a hint to that effect from his Whig friends, we
do not know, but he lost no time in issuing from his
prison a bold attack upon the High Churchmen. In hir
Challengs of Peace, addresssd o the whols Nation, he
demounced them as Church Vultures and Ecclesiastical
Harpies. It was thoy and not the Dissenters that were
the prime mavers of strife and dissension. How are
pesce and union to be obtained, he asks. He will show
people first how peace and union cannot be obtained.

# Firet, Sachaverell’s Bloody Flag of Defiance ie not the
way to Peace and Ubnion. The shortest way fo destroy is not
the shortest way fo umite. Persocation, Lawa to Corpel,
Reetrain, or force the Conscience of ons another, is not the
way to this Union, which her Majesty has 80 earnestly recom-
mended.

* Secondly, to repeal or contrect the late Act of Tolaration
is not the way for this so mnoh wislied-for happiness; to
have laws revived that should set one party o plundering, ex-
communicating sand unchurching another, that should reuew
the oppresaions and devasiations of late reigns, this will not
by any means contribute to this Peace, which all good men
desire.

# Now Amsociations and proposnls to divest men of their
freehold right for differences in opinion, and take away the
right of Dimsenters voling in elections of Members; this is
not the way to Peace and Union.

i Railing pamphlets, bnffooning our brethren as a party to
be suppresssd, and dressing them up in the Bear’s gkin for all
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the doge in the street to bait them, is not the way to Peace
and Union.

¢ Railing sermons, exciting people to hetred end contempt
of their hrethren, because they differ in opinions, is not the
way to Peace and Union,

“ Shuiting all peopls gut of employment and the eervice
of thelr Prince and Comntry, unless they can comply with
indifferent ceremonies of religion, is far from the way to
Peace and Union, .

¢ Roproaching the Sucosssion settlrd by Parliament, and
reviving the abdicated title of the late King James, and
hia supposed family, cannot tend to thiv Peace and Union,

i"Lawe againet Occasional Conformity, and compelling
people who bear offices to a total conformity, and yet force
them to take and perve in those public employments, cannot
contributa to this Peace and Union,”

In this passage Defoe seems to ally himeelf more
closely with his Dissenting brethren than he had dome
before. It wns difficult for him, with kis published viewa
on the objectionablenesws of oceasional conformity, and
the propriety of Dissenters lenving the magistracy in
the hande of the Church. to maintain his new position
without incurring the charge of inconsistency. 'The
charge was freely made. and his own writings were
collected as & testimony against him, but ke met the
chargo boldly. The Diszenters ought not to practiee
oceaaionnl conformity, but # they could recencile il
with their eomscionces, they onght not to rece’ve tem-
poral ponishment for pract'zsing it. The Dissenters
ought to withdraw from the magistracy, but it wae
persecution to exclude them. In tract after tract of
brilliant and trenchant argnment. he upheld thee views,
with his uecal conrage attacking most fiercely those
antagon’sts who went most nearly on the lines of his
own previous writings. Jgnoring what he had eaid
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befors, he now proved clearly that the Qocasional Cor-
formity Bill was & breach of the Aet of Toleration.
There was little difference between his own Shortest Way
to Peacs and Union and 8ir Humphrey Mackworth's
Poace at Home, but he sssailed the latter pamphlet
vigoronsly, and showed that it had been the practice in
al} countries for Dissanters from the established religion
to have a share in the business of the State. At the
same time he naver departed so far from the “ moderate ™
point of view, as to insist that Dissenters ought to be
admitted to a share in the business of the State. Lat
the High Church ministers be dismissed, and moderate
men summoned to the Queen's councils, and the Dis-
senters would have every reason to be content. They
would acquiesce with pleasure in a ministry and magis-
tracy of Low Churchmen,

Defoe’s assanlts wpon the High Church Tories were
neither interdieted nor resented by the Government,
though he lay in prison at their mercy. Throughent
the winter of 1703-4 the extrame members of the
Ministry, though they had still o majority in the House
of Commons, felt the Queen's coldneas increase. Thair
former high place in her regard and their continued
hold wpon Parlinment tempted them to assume airs
of independence which gave deeper offence than her
unraffed courtesy led either them or their rivals to
suspect. Af lagt the crigin came. The Earl of Noiting-
ham took the rash step of threatening to resign unleas
the Whig Dukes of Somerset and Devonshire were
dismissed from the Cabinet. To his surprise and chagrin,
his resignation was accepted (1704), and two more of his
party were dismissed from office at the same time,

The suceeasor of Nottingham was Robert Harlay, after-
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wards created Earl of Oxford and Mortimer. He gave
evidenoe late in life of his Iove for literature by forming
the collection of manuscripts known ae the Harleian, and
we Imow from Bwift that he was deeply impressed with
the importance of having ailies in the Prees. He entered
upon office in May, 1704, and one of his first acts was to
omnvey to Defoe the message, “ Pray, ask that gentleman
what I can do for him.” Defoe-replied by likening him-
self to the blind man in the parable, and paraphrasing
his prayer, *Lord, that I may recaive my sight 1™ He
wonld not seem to have cbiained his liberty immedintely,
but, through Harley's influence, he was set free towards
the end of Joly or the beginning of Angust. The Queen
also, he afterwards said, “ was pleased partienlarly to
inquire into his circamstances and family, and by Lord
Treasurer Godelphin to send a considerable supply to his
wife and family, and to send him to the prison nioney
to pay his fine and the expenses of his discharge.”

On what condition was Defoe released! On eondition,
according to the Elegy on the Author of the True-Born
Englishman, which he published immediately after his
discharge, that he should keop silence for seven years,
or at least “ not write what some people might not like,”
To the public he represented himself az a martyr
grudgingly released by the Government, and restrained
from attecking them only by hisz own bond and the fear
of legal pevaltiss

% Memento Mori here I stand,
With eilent lips but speaking hand ;
A welking shadow of a Poet,
Bat bound to hold my tongue and never show it.
A monument of injury,
A snerifice to legal t{yrann)y.”
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“ For shame, gentlemen,” he humorously cries to his
enomies, ** do not etrike a dead man ; beware, ecribblers,
of fathering your pasquinades against authority upon
me ; for sever years the True-Born Englishman is tied
under smeties and penalties not to write.

¥ To saven long years of eilence I betake,
Perhaps by then I may forget to speak,”

This elegy ho has been permitted to publish ag hia last
speech and dying confession—
5 When malefactors come to die
They claim uncommon Iiberty :

Freedom of speech gives no distaste,
They iet them talk at large, because they talk their Iast”

The public could hardly have supposed from thia what
Defoo afterwards admitted to have been the true state
of the case, namely, that on leaving prison he was
taken into the service of the Government. He obtained
an appointment, that is to eay a pension, from the
Queen, and was employed on secret servicen. When
charged afterwards with having written by Harley's
ingtructions, he denied this, but admitted the oxistence
of ocertain “eapitulations’ in which he stipulated for
liberty to write according to his own judgment, guided
only by & sense of gratitnde to his benefactor. There is
reason to believe that even this is not the whole truth.
Doouments which Mr. Tee recently brought to light
make one suspect that Defoe was all the time in private
relstions with the leaders of the Whig party. Of this
more fails to be maid in another place. The True
Born Englishman was, indeed, dead. Defoe wne no
longer the siraighiforward advocate of King William's
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policy. He waa engaged henoeforward in eerving two
masters, persuading each that he served him ajone, and
persuading the public, in epite of numberless insinga-
tions, that he served nmobody but them and himself,
and wrote simply as a free lance under the jealous
sufferance of the Government of the day.

I must reserve for a separate chapter some account
of Defoe’s greatest political-work, which he began
while he still lay in Newgunte, the Reviewr. .Anocther
work which he wrote and publiched at the same period
deserves attention on different grounds. His history of
the great storm of November 1703, A Collection of
the most remarkable Casualties and Disasiers which
happened in the late Dreadful Tempesl, both by Sea and
Lond, may be eet down as the first of his works of
invention, It is & most minute and circumstantial
record, containing many letters from eye-witnesses of
what happened in their iromediate neighbourhood.
Defos could have geen little of the storm himself frem
the interior of Newgate, but it is poseible thet the
letters are genuine, and that he compiled other details
from published acoounts. Btill, we are justified in
suspecting that his annpals of the storm are no more
authentic history than hia Journal ¢f the Plague, or
his Momotirs of a Cavalier, and that for many of the
incidents he is equally indebted to his imagination.



CHAPTER IV.
THE BEVIEW OF THE AFFAIRS OF FRANCE.

Ir was a bold undertaking for a prisoner in Newgate to
engage to furnish » newspaper written wholly by him-
self, “ purged from the errors and partiality of mews-
writers and petty statesmen of all sides.” It would, of
course, have been an impossible nndertaking if the
Review had been, either in size or in ocontenta, like a
newspaper of the present time. The Reviewr was, in ita
first: etage, a sheet of eight small quarto pages. After
the first two numbers, it was reduced in size to four
pages, but a emaller type waa used, so that the amommt
of matter remained nearly the same—abont equal in
bulk to twe modern )eading articles. At first the iseue
was weekly ; after fonr numbers it became bi-weekly,
and so remained for a year.

For the character of the Review it is difficnlt to find
s parallel. There was nothing like it at the time, and
nothing exactly like it has been attempted since. The
nearest approach to it among its predecesecrs wes the
Observator, a emall weekly journal written by the erratio
John Tutchin, in which passing topics, political and
social, were discussed In dinlognes. Personal scandals
were a prominent feature in the Qbservator. Defoe was
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not insensible to the value of this element to & popular
journal, He knew, he said, that people liked to be
amused ; and he supplied this want in & section of his
paper entitled * Mercure Scandale ; or Advice from the
8candalous Club, being & weckly history of Nonsense,
Impertinence, Vies, and Debauchery.” TUnder this at-
tractive heading, Defoe noticed current scandals, his
club being represented as a tribunal before which
offenders were brought, their cases heard, and sentenocs
pessed upon them. Blanderers of the True-Born
Englichman frequently figure in its proceedings. It
was in thia section also that Defoe exposed the errors
of contemporary news-writers, the Postman, the Post-
Boy, the London Post, the Flying Post, and the Daily
Courant. Hbe oould not in hig prison pretend to supe-
rior information regarding the events of the day; the
errors which he exposed were chiefly blunders in
geography and history, The Mercure Beandsle was
avowedly intended to amuse the frivolous. The lapse
of timo has made its art:ficial eprightliness dreary. It
was in the serious portion of the Review, the Review
proper, that Defoe showed most of his genius. The
design of this was nothing less than to give a true
picture, drawn with “an impartinl and exact historical
pen,” of the domestic and foreign affairs of all the
States of Europe. It was essential, he thought, that at
such a time of commotion Englishmen should be
thoroughly informed of the strength and the political
interests and proolivities of the various European
Powers, He oould not undertake to tell his readers
what wns passing from day to day, but he ocould explain
to them the policy of the Continental Courts; he could
show how that policy was affected by their past history
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and prosent interests; he could ealoulate the foroes at
thejr disposal, set forth the grounds of their alliances,
and generally put people in a position to follow the
groat game that was being played on the European
chess-board. In the XNeview, in fact, as he himealf
described his task, he was writing a history sheet by
sheet, and letting the world ses it as it went on.

This excellent plan of instruction was carvied out
with incomparsble brilliancy of method, and vivacity
of style. Defoe was thoroughly master of hie aubject;
he had read every history that he corld lgy his hands
on, and his connexior with King Willism had guided
him to the mainsprings of politieal action, and fixed in
his mind clear principles for England's foreign policy.
Such a mass of facts and such & maze of interests would
have encumbered and perplexed a more cemmonplace
intellect, but Defoe handled them with experienced and
buoyant ease. He had many arts for exciting atten-
tion. His confinement in Newgate, from which the first
number of the Revisw was issued on the 19th February,
1704, had in no way impaired his clear-gighted daring
and self-confident skill. Thers was a sparkle of paradox
and a significant lesson in the very title of his jomrnal
—d4 Review of the Affairs of France. When, by
snd by, he digressed to the affairs of SBweden and
Poland, and fillod number after number with the
history of Hungary, people kept asking, * What has
this to do with Frunce$” ¢ How little you understand
my design,” was Defoe’s retort, * Patience till my
work is completed, and then you will sso that, however
much X may seem to have been digressing, I have
always kept strictly to the point. Do not judge me ns
you judged 8t. Panl’s before the roof was put on, It
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iz not wffairs én France that ¥ have undertaken to
explain, but the affarsa of France, and the affairs of
France are the affairs of Europe. Bo great is the
power of the French money, the artifice of their con-
duct, the terror of their arme, that they can bring the
greatest kings in Emope fo promote their interest and
grandeur at the expense of their own.”

Defoe delighted to brave oombmon prejudice by throw-
ing full in its face paradoxes expressed in the mosb
ungualified language. While we were at war with
France, snd commoenplace hunters safter popularity were
doing their utmost to flatter the national vanity, Defoe
boldly announced his intention of setting foith the
wonderful greatness of the French nation, the enormous
numbers of their armies, the immcnse wealth of their
treasury, the marvelloas vigour of their administration.
He ridicnled londly those writers who pretended ¢that
we should have no difficulty in beating them, and filled
their papers with dismal stories about the poverty and
depopulation of the country. *Counsider the armies
that the French King has raised,” avied Defoe, “and
the reinforcements and subsidies he has sent to the
King of Spain; does that lock like a depopalated
country and an impoverished exchequeri” 1t was
perhaps a melancholy fact, but what need to apologise
for telling the truth§ At cnce, of course, & shout was
raised against him for want of patriotism ; he was
a French pensioner, & Jacobite, a hiveling of the Peace-
party. This was the opportunity on which the chuekling
paradox-monger had counted. He protested that he
was not drawing & map of tha French power to terrify
the ¥oglish. But, he said, “there are two cheats
oqually hurtful to us ; the firab to terrify ns, the last o
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make us too easy and ocnsequently too secure; 'tis
equally dangerous for us to be terrified into despair and
bullied into more terror of our enemies than we need,
or to be so exalied in conceit of our own force as to
undervalue and contemn the power which we cannol
reduce.” To blame him for making clear the greatmess
of the French power, was to act as if the Romana had
kilied the geese in the Capitol for frightening them cut
of their sleep. “If T, like an honest Protestant goose,
have gaggled too loud of the French power, and raised
the country, the French indeed may have reason to cut
my throat if they conld ; but “is hard my own country-
men, to whom I have shown their danger, and whom I
have endeavoured to wake out of their eleep, shounld
take offence af the timely discovery.”

If we apen the first volume, or indeed any volume of
the Review, at random, we are almost certain to meet
with eome electric shock of paradox designed to aronss
the attention of the torpid. In one number we find
the writer, ever daring and alert, setting out with an
eclogiurm on *the wonderful benefit of arbitrary power ¥
in France. He runs on in this vein for some fime, scen-
mulating examples of the wonderful benefit, till the pa-
tience of his liberty-loving readers is sufficiently exaspe-
rated, and then he tmrms ronnd with a grin of mockery
snd explains that he means benefit to the monarch, not to
the subject. “If any man ask me what are the bonefits
of arbitrary power to the subject, I answer thesa two,
poverty and subjection.” But to an ambitious monarch
unlimited power is & necessity; unless he can count
upon instant obedience to his will, he only courts defeat
if he embarks in schemes of aggression and conquest.
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% When s Prince muast court his subjects to give him leave
to raise an army, and when thet's done, tell him when he
mugt digband them ; thatif he wants mopay, he must assemble
the States of hin country, and not only give them good worde
to get it, and tell them what *iis for, but give them an
account how it is expended before he asks for more, The
eubjects in such a government are certainly happy in having
their property and privileges secured, but if I were of his
Privy Council, I would advire euch a Prince to content him-
sclf within the compass of his own government, and never
think of invading his neighboura or incrensing his dominions,
for subjects who stipulate with their Princes, and make con-
ditions of government, who ¢laim to be governed by laws and
make those laws themselves, who need pot pay their money
bot when they see cause, and may refuse to pay it when
demanded without their consent; such subjects will never
empty their purses upon foreign wars for enlarging the glory
of their agvereiygm,”

This giory he describes as “the leaf-gold which the
devil has laid over the backside of ambition, to make it
glitter to the world,”

Defoe’s knowledge of the irritation caused among the
Dissenters by his Shortesi Way, did not prevent him
from shocking them and annoying the high Tories by
similar jeus d'espris, He bad no tendeirness for the
feelings of such of his brethren as had not his own
robust sense of humour and boyish glve in the free
handling of dangerous weapons. Thus we find him,
among his eulogies of the Grand Monarque, particularly
extolling him for the revocation of the Edicti of Nentes.
By the expulsion of the Protestants, Louis impoverighed
and unpeopled part of his country, but it was «the
most politio sction the French King ever did.” “I
don’t think fit to engage here in & dispute about the
honesty of it,” says Defos; “but till he had firet
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dleared the eouniry of that numerous injured pecple,
he could never have ventured to carry an offensive war
into all the borders of Europe.” .And Defoe was not
content with shocking the foelings of his nominal oo-
religionista by a light treatment of matters in which he
agreed with them. He upheld with all his might the
opposite view from theirs on two important questions of
foreign policy. While the Confederates were doing battle
on 8ll sides sgainst France, the King of Bweden was
making war on his own account againet Poland for the
avowed purpose of plascing a Protestant prince on the
throns. Extreme Protestants in England were disposed
to think that Charles XII. wae fighting the Lord's
battle in Poland. But Defos was strongly of opinion
that the work in which all Protestants ought at thab
moment to be engaged was breaking down the power of
France, and ag Charles 1efused to join the Confederacy,
snd the Catholic prince against whom he was fighting
waa o possible adherent, the ardent preacher of union
among the Protestant powcrs insisted npon regarding
him a8 & practical ally of France, and nrged that the
English fect should be sent into the Baltic to inter-
rupt his communications. Disunion among Protestania,
argued Defoe, was the main cause of French greatness;
if the Bwedish King would not join the Confaderacy of
his own free will, he should be compelled to join it, or
at least to refrain from weakening it.

Defoe treatad the revolt of the Hungarians against the
Emperor with the same regard to the interesta of the
Protestant cause. Some uneasiness was felt in England
at co-opersting with an ally who so cruelly oppressed
his Protestant subjects, and some scruple of conssience
st seeming to countenance the oppreasion. Defoe fully
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admitted the wremgs of the Hungarians, but argued
that this wea not the time for them to prees their
¢laims for redress. He would not allow that they were
Justified at such a moment in calling in the aid of the
Turks against the Emperor. “It is not enough that a
nation be Protestant and the people our friends; if
they wil} join with cur enemies, they are Papists, Tarks,
and Heathens, to us,” #If the Protestants in Hungary
will make the Protestant religion in Hungary clash with
the Protestant 1eligion in all the rest of Europe, we
must: prefer the major interest to the minor.” Defoo
treats every foreign question from the cool high-
political point of view, generally taking up a position
from which he can expose the unreascnableness of both
gidea, In the case of tke Cevennois insurgents, ome
party had used the srgument that it was unlawiul to
encowrage rebellion even among the subjects of a prinee
with whom we were at war. With this Defoe dealt in ene
articls, proving with quite a. superflaity of illustration
that we were justified by all the precedents of recent
histary in sending support to the rebellious subjects of
Louis XIV. 1t wns the general custom of Europe to
“ aggist the malcontents of our neighbours.” Thee in
another article he considered whether, being lawful,
it wns alo expedient, and he answered this in the
negotive, treating with scorn a passionnte appeal for the
Covennois entitled * Europe enslaved if the Camisars
are not relieved.” ¢ What nonsense is this,” hs cried,
“about o poor dospicable handful of men who have
only made a little diversion in the greet war.” “The
haste these men are in to bave that dome which they
cannot show us the way to do,” be cried ; and proceeded
to prove in a minute discussion of conceivable strategic
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movements that it was impossible for us in the cirowm-
stances to send the Camisarda the least relief,

There is no reference in the Review to Defoo's releass
from prison. Two numbers a week were issued with the
same punctuality before and after, and there is no per-
ceptible difference either in tone or in plan. Bafore he
left prison, and before the fall of the high Tory Ministers,
he had thrown in his Iot beldly with the moderate men,
and he did not identify himself more closely with any
politieal section after Harley and Godolphin recognised
the value of his support and gave him liberty and
pocuniary help. In the first number of the Reciewr he
bad declared his freedom from party ties, and hiz un-
reserved adherence to truth and the public interest, and
he made frequent profestation of this independence.
“I am not a party man,” he kept saying; “at least, I
resolve this shall not be a party paper.” In discussing
the affairs of France, he took more than ons side-glance
homewnrds, but always with the protest that he had no
interest to serve but that of his country. The absolute
power of Lounis, for example, farnished him with an
occasion for lamenting the disunited counsels of Her
Majesty's Cabinet. Without imitating the despotic
form of the French Government, he said, there are ways
by which we might securs under our own forma greater
decision and promptitade on the part of the Executive.
When Nottingham was diemissed, he rejoiced openly,
not because the ex-Sacretary had been his persecutor,
but becanse at last there was unity of views among the
Queen’s Ministera. He joined naturslly in the exulta-
tion over Marlborough's successes, but in the Review,
and in his Hymn fo Victory, separately published, he
courteously diverted some part of the eredit to the new
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Ministry. “Her Majesty’s measures, moved by new
and polished oouneils, have been pointed more directly
at the root of the French power than ever we have seen
before. I hope no man will suppose I reflect on the
memory of King William; I kmow 'tis impossible the
Queen should more aincerely wish the redustion of
France than his late Majesty ; but if it is expected I
ghould eay he wae not worse served, oftener betrayed,
and consequently hwrried into more misiakes and dis-
asters, than Her Majesty now is, this must be by some-
body who believes I know much less of the publie matters
of those days than I had the honour to be informed of.”
But this praise, he represented, was not the praise of &
partisan ; it was an honest compliment wrung from a
man whose only cornexion with the Government was a
bond for his good behaviour, an undertaking ‘‘not to
write what some people might not like.”

Defoe's hand being against every member of the
writing brotherhood, it was natural that his reviews
should not pass without severe criticisms. He often
complained of the insults, ribaldry, Billingsgate, and
Beargarden language to which he waa exposed; and
some of his biographers have taken these lamentations
seriously, and expressed their regret that so good a man
shonld have heen go much persecnted. But as be deli-
berately provoked these assaults, and never missed a
chanoe of effective retort, it is difficult to sympathise
with him on any ground but hig manifest delight in
the strife of tongues. Infinitely the superior of his
sntagonists in power, he could affect to treat them with
good humour, but thie good humonr wna not easy to re-
ciprocate when combined with an imperturbable assump-
tion that they were all fools or knaves. When we find
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him, after hambly asking perdon for all his errors of the
presy, errors of the pen, or errors of opinion, expressing
& wish thai “all gentlemen on the other side wonld
give him equal cocasion %o honour them for their charity,
temper, and gentlemanlike dealing, aa for their learning
and virtue,” and offering to * capitulate with them, and
enter into a treaty or cartel for exchange of good lan-
gusge,” we may, if we like, admire his superior mastery
of the woapons of irritation, but pity is out of place.

The number of February 17, 1705, was announced by
Defos as being ‘“the last Review of this volume, and
designed to be so of this work.” But on the following
Tueaday, the regular day for the appearance of the
Rsview, he issued ancther number, declaring that he
oonld not quit the volume without some remwarks on
“ oharity and poverty.” On Baturday yet another Iast
number appeared, deeling with some social mubjects
which he had been urged by correspendents to discuss,
Then on Tuesday, February 27, apologising for the fre-
quent turning of his design, he issued the Preface to a
now volume of the Review with a slight change of title.
He would overtake sooner or later all the particulars of
French greatneas which he had promised to survey, but
a8 the course of his narrative had brought him to
England, and he might stay there for some time, it was
aa well that this shonld be indicated in the title, which
was henceforth to be A Review of the Affairs of
France, with Observations on Affairs at Home. He
had intended, he said, to abandon the work altogether,
but some gentlemen had prevailed with him to go on,
and hed promised that he ehonld not be at a loss by it,
It was now to be issued three times s wesk,



CHAPTER V.
THE ADVOCATE OF PEACE AND TNION.

Ix puiting forth the prospectus of the second volume of
his Review, Defoe intimated that its prevailing fopio
would be the Trade of England—a vast subject, with
many branches, all closely interwoven with ons ancther
and with the general well-being of the kingdom. It
grieved him, he said, to see the nation involved in such
evila while remedies lay at hand which blind guides
could not, and wicked guides would not, see—trade de-
caying, yet within reach of the greatest improvements,
the navy flourishing yet fearfully mismanaged, rival
factions brawling and fighting when they ought to com-
bine for the common good. ¢ Nothing could have
induced him to undertake the ungrateful office of ex-
posing these thinga, but the full persnasion that he was
eapabls of convineing anything of an Englishman that
had the lesst angle of his sonl untainted with partiality,
and that had the least coneern left for the good of his
conntry, that even the worst of theses evils were easy to
be cured ; that if ever this nation were shipwrecked and
undane, it must be at the very entrance of her port of
deliveranos, in the sight of her safsty that Providence
held omt to her, in the sight of her safe establishment,



84 DANI®L DEPOE. foma.

& prosperous trade, & regular, easily-supplisd navy, and a
general reformation both in manners and methods in
Church and Btate,"

Defoe began as usual by laying down various clear
heads, under which he promised to deal with the whole
field of tzade. But as usual he did not adhere to this
gyetematic plan. He disoussed some topics of the day
with brilliant force, and then he suddenly digressed to
a aubject only collaterally connected with trade. The
Queen, in opening the session of 1704-5, had exhorted her
Parlisment to peace and union; but ths High Church-
men were too hot to listen to advice even from her.
The Occasional Conformity Bill was again introduced
and carried in the Commons, The Lordas rejected it.
The Commons persisted, and to secnre the passing of
the meesure, tacked it to a Bill of Bupply. The
Lords refused to pass the Money Bill till the tack
was withdrawn. Boon aftarwards the Parliament—Par-
liaments were then triennis]--wag dissclved, and the
canvass for & general election set in amidst unusual
excitement, Defoe abandoned the quiet topic of trade,
and devoted the Revisw to electioneering articles.

But he did not take a side, at least not a party side.
He took the side of peace and kis country. “I saw
with concern,” he said, in afterwards explaining his
pogition, “the weighty juncture of a new selection for
members approach, the variety of wheels and engines
set to work in the mation, and the furions methods to
form interests on either hand and put the tempers of
men on all sides into an unusual motion; and things
scemed acted with so much animosity snd party fury
that T confeas it gave me terrible apprehensions of the
consequences.” On both sides ¢ the methods seemed to
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him very scandalous.” “In many places moat horrid
and villainous prasticas were set on foot to supplant one
another. The parties stooped to vile and unbecoming
meannesses ; infinite briberies, forgeries, perjuries, and
all menner of debanchings of the principles and manners
of the electors were attempted. All sorts of viclences,
tumults, riots, breaches of the peace, neighbumrhood,
and good manners were made use of to support interests
and carry elections,” In short, Defoe saw the nation
‘*yunning directly on the steep precipios of confusion.”
In these circumsfanoes, he serionsly reflected what he
ghould do. He came to the copnclusion that he must
¢ immediately set himself in the ZFReview to exhert,
persuade, enireat, and in the most moving terms he
waa capable of prevail on all people in general to sTUpY
Prace.”

Under cover of thig profession of impartiality, Defoe
issmed most effective attacks upon the High Church
party. In order to promote peace, he eaid, it was
necessary to ascertain first of all who were the enemien
of peace. On the surfuce, the questions at stake in the
eloctions were the privileges of the Dissenters and the
respective righta of the Lords and the Commons in the
matter of Money Bills, But people must look beneath
the emface. “ King James, French power, and o general
torn of affairs waa at the bottom, and the guarrels
between Church and Dissenters only a politic noose they
had hooked the parties on both sides into,” Defoe
laghed the Tackers into fury by his exhortations to
the study of peace. He professed the ntmost good-will
to them personally, thongh he had not words strong
enough to condemn their ernduct in tacking the Ooon-
sional Bill to & Money Bill when they knew that the
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Lords would reject it, and o in & moment of grave
national peril lesve the army without supplies. The
Queen, in dissolving Parliament, had described this
tacking es a dangerous experiment, and Defoe ex-
plained the experiment as being ¢ whether losing the
Money Bill, breaking up the Houses, disbanding the
Confederacy, and opening the door to the French, might
not have been for the interest of the High Churoh.”
Far be it from him to0 use Billingsgate langnage to the
Tackers, but * the effect of their action, which, and not
their motive, he had to consider, would undoubtedly be
to let in the French, depose the Queen, bring in the
Prince of Wales, abdicate the Protestant religion,
restore Popery, repeal the Toleration, and persceute the
Dissenters,” Btill it was probable that the Tackers
meant no harm. Humanum dst ervare. He was cortain
that if he showed them their error, they would repent
and be converted. All the eame, he could not recom-
mend them to the electors. “A Tacker in a man of
passion, 8 man of heat, s man that in for ruining the
nation upon any harards to obtain his ends. Gentlemen
freehcelders, you must not choose a Tacker, unlens you
will destroy our peace, divide our strength, pall down
the Church, let in the ¥French, and depose the Queen.”
From the dissolution of Parlinment in April till the
end of the year Defoe preached from this text with in-
finite variety and vigour. It is the chief subject of the
second volume of the Reviews, The elections, powerfully
influenced by Marlborough's muccesses as well as by the
elogqnent championship of Defooe, remlted in the entire
defeat of the High Tories, and a further weeding of
them et of high places in the Administration. Defos
was able to close this volume of the Review with
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exprossions of delight at the attainment of the peace
for which he had laboured, and, the victory being gained
and the battle over, to promise & return to the inter-
mitted subject of Trade. He returned to this sabject
in the beginning of his third volume. But he had not
pursned it long when he was again ealled away. The
second diversion, a8 he pointed out, was etrictly analo-
gous to the first. It waa a summons to bim to do his
utmost to promote the union of the two kingdoms of
England and Beotland. ‘ From the same xeal,” Defoe
mid, “with which I first pursued this blessed subject
of peacs, I found myself embarked in the further extent
of it, I mean the Union. If T thought myself obliged
in duty to the publie interest to nse my uwtmost endea-
vour to quiet the minds of enraged parties, T found
myself wnder a stronger mnecossity to embark in the
rame design between two most enraged nations.”

The unicn of the two kingdoms had beccme an object
of pressing and paramount importance towards the close
of William’s reign. He had found little diffienlty in
getting the Englich Parlinment to agree to settle the
sucoession of the House of Hanover, but the proposal
that the sncceasion to the throns of Scotlend should be
gettled on tHe same head was coldly received by the
Seottich Parliament. Tt was not so much that the
politicians of Edinburgh were averse to & common ret-
tlement, or positively eager for a King and Court of
their own, but: they were resolved to hold back till they
wero assured of commercial privileges which would go
to compensate them for the dmin of wealth that was
supposed to have followed the King sowthwarde. This
was the policy of the wiser heads, not to aoccept the

Union without as advantageons terms as they could
r2
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secare. They had loet an opportanity st the Revolution,
and were determined not to lose another. Puob among
the mass of the population the feeling waa all in favour
of a separate kingdom. National animosity had been
inflamed to a passionate pitch by the Darien disaster
and the Massacre of Glencoe. The paople liztened readily
to the insinustions of hot-headed men that the English
wished to have everything their own way. The counter-
charge about the Scotch found cqually wiiling hearers
among the mass ip Eogland, Never had cool-headed
statesmen a harder task in preventing two nations from
coming to blowa. All the time that the Treaty of
Union was bhoing negotinted which King William had
earnestly arged from his deathbed, throughout the first
half of Queen Anne's reign they worked under a comn-
tinual apprehension lest the negotiations should end in
a violent and irreconeilable ruptore,

Defoe m'ght well say that he was pursuing the same
blezeed subject of Feaos in trying to reconcile these
two most enraged nations, and writing with all his
might for the Union. An Aect enabling the Queen to
appoint Commissioners ¢n the Englisk side to arrange
the terms of the Treaty had been passed in the first
year of her reign. but diffienltics had arisen about the
appointment of the Seottish Commissioners, and it was
not till the Spring of 1706 that the two Cemmigsions
came together. When they did at last mepet, they
found each other much more reasonable and paactical
in spirit than had sppeared possible during the battle
over the preliminaries. But while the statesmen sat
concocting the terms of the Treaty most amicably, from
April to July, the exvitement raged flercely out of
doors. Amidst the blaze of recriminations and countex-
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recriminations, Defoe moved energetically as the Apostle
of Peace, making hiz Beview play like a fireman’s hoge
upon the flames. He did not try to persuade the Scotch
to pease by the same methods which he had used in the
case of the Highfliers and Tackers. His Reviews on
thia snbject, full of spirit as ever, are models of the ait
of conciliation. He wrestled ardently with naticnsl
prejudioes on both sides, vindicating the Beotch Preshy-
terians from the charge of religious intolerance, labowring
to prove that the English were not at all to blame for
the collapee of the Darien expedition and the Glencoe
tragedy, expounding what was fair to both nations in
mattors conoerning trade. .Abuse was heaped npon him
plentifully by hot paitisans ; he waa charged with want
of patriotism from the one side, and with tco much of
it from the other; but he held on his way manfuily,
allowing no blow from his aspersers to pass unreturned.
Beldom has so bold and akilful a soldier been enlisted in
the canse of peace.

Defoe was not content with the Resiewr na a literary
instrument of pacification. He earried on the war in
both eapitals, answering the pamphlets of the Heotch
patriots with counter-pamphlets from the Edinburgh
press. He published also o poem, “in honour of Scot-
land,* entitled Caledonis, with an arifully flattering
preface, in which he declared the poem to be & simple
tribute to the greatneas of the people and the country
without any reference whatever to the Union. Presently
he found it expedient to make Edinburgh his head-
quarters, though he continued sending the Review three
times & week to his London printer, When the Treaty
of Union had been elaborated by the Commissioners
and had passed the English Parliament, its difficulties
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were not at an end. It had still to pass the Bootoh
Parliament, and a strong faction there, riding on the
storm of popular excitement, ineisted on discussing it
dlause by clause. Moved partly by curiosity, partly by
oarnest desire for the public good, according to his own
agoount in the Ksview and in his History of ths Unton,
Defoe resolved to undertake the ‘long, tedious, and
hasardous journey ¥ to Edinburgh, and use all his infin-
ence to push the Treaty through. It was a task of no
amall danger, for the prejudice against the Union went
g0 high in the SBeottich capital that he ran the rick of
being torn to pieces by the populace, In one riot of
which he gives an account, his lodging waa beset, and
for a time he was in a3 much peril * aa a grenadier on &
counter-searp.” Still he went on writing pamphlets,
and lobbying members of Parliament. Owing to his
intimate knowledge of all matters relating to tiade, he
also “had the honour to be frequently pent for into the
sgveral Committees of Parliament which were appointed
to state pome difficult points relating to equalities,
taxea, prohibitions, &e.”” Even when the Union was
agreed to by the Parliaments of both kingdoms, and took
effect formally in May 1707, difionlties atoee in putiing
the details in operation, and Defoe prolonged his stay
in Scotland through the whole of that year.

In this visit to Scotland Defoo protasted to the world
at the time that he had gone as a diplomatist on his
own socount, purely in the interests of pesce, Dut a
suspicion arose and was very freely expressed, that both
in this journey and in previons journeys to the West and
the North of England during the elections, he was
terving as the agent, if not as the spy, of the Govern-
ment. These reproachea he demied with indignation,
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declaring it particelarly hard that he should be subjected
to sach despiteful and injurious treatmemt even by
writers “embarked in the same cause, and pretendmg
to write for the public good.” *1 contemn,” he
said in his Hisory, *‘ag not worth mentioning, the
ruggestions of some people, of my being employed
thither to carry on the interest of a party. 1 have
never loved any parties, but with my utmost zeal have
sincerely esponsed the great and original interest of thie
nation, and of all nations—-I mean truth and liberty,—
and whoever are of that party, I desire to be with
them.” He took up the same charges more passionately
in the Preface to the third volume of the Revisw, and
dealt with them in soms brilliant passages of apologetic
eloguence.

&I must confess,” he said, “1 have sometimes thought it
very bard, that having volunterily, withont the least direction,
esaigtsnce, or encouragement, in spite of all that Les been
suggested, taken upon me the moet necessary work of re-
wmoving national prejudices againet the two most capital
bleesings of the world, Peace &nd Union, I should have the
disaater to have the nations receive the doctrine and damn
the teacher,

* Should I descend to particulars, it would bardly appear
credible that in a Christian, a Protestant, and a Heformed
nation, any man shonld receive such treatment as I have
done, even fraom those very people whoee consciences snd
judgments have stooped io the venerable truth, owned it has
been useful, serviceabls, and seseonable, . . .

] am cherged with partiality, bribery, pensions, and pay-
mente—a thing the circumstances, family, and fortunes of &
man devoted to his country’s peace clears me of If paid,
gentlemen, for writing, if hired, if employed, why sl
barassed with merciless and malicious men, why pursued to all
extremities by law for old aceonnts, which you clear othermen
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of svery day ¥ Why oppressed, distressed, and driven from his
family and from all his prospects of delivering them or him-
self? Is this the fate of men employed and hired ? Is this
the figure the agenis of Courts and Princes make? Certainly
had I been hired or employed, those peopls who own the
gervice wonld by this thne have eet their servant free from
the little and implacable malice of litigious persecutions, mur-
thering warrants, and men whose moutha are {0 be siopt by
triflea, Lst this suffice to clear me of all the Little and scan-
dalous chargea of being hired and employed.”

But then, people ask, if he was not officially em-
ployed, what had he to do with these affairst Why
should he meddle with them? To this he answers :-—

Traly, gentlemen, this is just the case. I sew a purcel of
people caballing together to ruin property, corrupt tho laws,
invede the Government, debauch the people, and in short,
enslave and embroil the nation, and I cried * Fire 1’ or rather I
cried * Water!’ for the fire waa begun already. I sece all the
nation running ioto confusions and directly flying in the
face of cne another, and cried out *Peace !’ I called upon
ail gorts of people that had any senses to collect them together
and judge for themeelves what they were going to do, and
excited them to lay hold of the madmen and take from them
the wicked weapon, the knife with which they were going to
destroy their mother, rip up the bowels of their country, and
at laat effectually ruin themselves.

¢ And what had I to do with this? Why, yee, gentlemen,
I had the same right a8 every men that haa a footing in his
country, or that hag & posterity to possese liberty and claim
right, must have, to preserve the luws, liberty, and government
of that country to which he belongs, and he that charges me
with meddling in whet does not concern me, meddles hiinself
with what *tin plain he does not understand.”

#Tam not the first,” Defoe said in ancther place,
« that has bean stoned for saying the truth. X oanmot
but think that ae time and the convietion of their senses
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will reatore men fo love the peacenow established in this
nation, so they will gradually see I have acted no part
but; that of a lover of my couniry, and an honest man.”

Time bkes undeniably shown that in these efforts
to promote party pesce and national union Defoe acted
likrs & Iover of his eonntry, and that his aims were the
a’ma of o statesmanlike ag well as an honeat man, And
yot his protestations of independenoce and spontaneity
of notion, with all their ring of truth and all their
golemnity of saseveration, were merely diplomatic
blinds. He was all the time, as he aftorwards admitted,
when the admission could do no harm except to his own
passing veracity, acting as the agent of Harley, and in
enjoyment of an “appointment ” from the Queen. 'What
exactly the nature of his secre! services in Sceotland
and elsewhere were, he very properly refused to reveal.
His business probably was to ascertain and report the
opinions of influential persons, and keep the Government
informed aes far as he could of the general state of
feoling. At any rate it was not as he alleged, mere
curiosity, or the fear of hia craditors, or private enterprise,
or pure and simple patriotic zeal that took Defoe to
Scotland. The use he made of his debts as diplomatio
ingtroments is ecmrdous. He not merely practised his
faculties in the management of his creditors, which one
of Lord Beaconafisld's characters commends as an incom-
parablo means to & sound knowledge of human nature;
but he made his debts actual piecea in his political
game. His poverty, apparent, if not real, served 2z &
screen for his employment wnder Government. 'When
he was despatohed on secret missions, be could depart
wiping his eyes at the hardship of having to fles from
his creditors,



CHAFPTER VI

DR. BAOHEYERELL, AND THE CHANGE OF GCOVERNMENT,

Souz of Defoe's biographers have claimed for him that
he anticipeted the doctrines of Free Trade. Thia is an
error. It is trne that Defoe was never tired of insisting,
in pamphlets, books, and number after number of the
Raview, on the all-importance of trade to the nation,
Trade was the foundation of England’s greatness; suc-
cees in trade was the most homonyable patent of nobility;
next to the maintenance of the Protestant religion, the
encouragement of trade should be the chief care of Eng-
lish statesmen. On these heads Defoe’s enthusiasm was
boundless, and his eloquence inexhaustible. It is true
also that he supported with all his might the commereial
clauses of the Treaty of Utrecht, which zought to abolish
the prohibitory duties on our trade with France. Itis
this last circumstance which has earned for him the
repute of being a pioneer of Free-Trade. But his title
to that repute does not bear examination. He was not
so far in advance of his age aa to detect the fallacy of
the mereantile system. On the contrary, be avowed his
adherence to it against those of his contemporaries who
were inclined to call it in question. How Defoe came
to euppart the new commereial treaty with Franoe,
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and the grounds on which he puppoerted it, can only
be understood by looking at his relations with the
Government,

‘While Defoe was living in Beotland in 1707, and fill-
ing the Rasvisw so exclusively with Scotch effairs that
hin readers, according to his own account, began to say
that the fellow could talk of nothing but the Uniom,
and had grown mighty dull of late, Harley's position
in the Ministry was giadually becoming very insecure.
He was suspected of cooling in his zeal for the war, and
of keeping np clandestine relations with the Tories ; and
when Marlborough returned from his campaign st the
oloee of the year he insisted upon the Becretary’s dismigzal,
The Queen, who secretly resented the Marlborough yoke,
at first refused her conwent. Presently an incident oc-
curred which gave them an excuse for more urgent pres-
sare, One Gregg, & clerk in Hazxley’s office, was discovered
to be in secret correspondence with the French Court,
furnishing Louis with the contents of important Btate
papere.  Harley was charged with complicity. This
charge was groundiess, but he could not acquit himself
of gross negligence in the custody of his papers. Gedol-
phin and Marlborough threatened to resgn onless he
was dismisted. Then the Queen yielded,

‘When Harxley fell, Defoe, according to his own account
in the dppeal to Honour and Justios, looked upon him-
self as lost, teking it for granted that *when a great
officer fell, all who came in by his interest fall with
him.” But when his benefactor heard of thie, and of
Defoe’s * resclution newer to abandon the fortunes of
the man to whom he owed so much,” he kindly urged
the devoted follower to think rather of his own interest
than of any romaatic obligation. “ My lord Treasurer,”



76 DANIEL DEFOR fcaar.

he said, “will employ you in nothing but what is for
the public service, and agreeably to your own sentiments
of things; and besides, it is the Queen you are serving,
who has been very good to you. Fray apply yourself
as you used to do; X ehall not take it ill from you in
the least.” To Qodeclphin aecordingly Defoe applied
himself, was by him introdoced a second time to Her
Majesty and to the honour of kiesing her hand, and
obtained “the oontinmance of an appointment which
Her Majosty had been pleased to make him in con-
mideration of a former special service he had done.””
This waa the appointment which he held while he was
challenging his enemies to say whether his outward
circumstances looked like the figure the agents of
Courts and Princes make,

The services on which Defos was employed were, ns
before, of two kinds, active and literary, BShortly after
the change in the Minietry early in 1708, news came of
the gathering of the French expadition at Dunkirk, with
a view, it was suspected, of trying to effect a landing in
8cotland, Defos was at once despatched to Edinburgh
on an errand which, he says, was * far from being mmfit
for a sovereign to direct or an honest man to perform.”
If his duties were o mix with the psople and ascer-
tain the state of public feeling, and more specifically to
sound suspected oharacters, to act, in short, as a political
detective or spy, the sexrvice was one which it was essen-
tial thet the Government should get some trastworthy
person. to undertake, and which any man at such o crisis
might perform, if he could, without any discredit to his
honegty or his patrictism. The independence of the sea-
girt realm was never in greater peril.. The French
expedition was s well-conceived diversion, and it was
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imperative that the (Government should lmow on what
amount of support the invaders might rely in the bitter-
ness prevailing in 8.otland after the Union, Fortunately
the loyalty of the Scotch Jacobites was not put to the
test. .As in the case of the Bpanigh Armads, accident
fought an our side. The French fleet succeeded in reach-
ing the coast of Beotland before the ships of the defenders;
bat it overshot its arranged landing-point, and had no
hope but to eail back ingloriously to Dunkirk. Mean-
time, D.foe had satisfactorily discharged himself of
his miegion. Godolphin showed his appreciation of his
gervices by recalling him as soon as Parl ament was
dizsolved, tn t1avel through the counties and serve the
canse of the Government in the general! elections, He
was frequently rent to Scotland again on eimilarly seeret
errands, and secms to have establirhed a printing busi-
ness there, made arrangements for the simultaneous
issue of the Review in Edinburgh and London, besides
organmng Edinburgh newepapers, executing commie-
sions for English merchants, and actting on foot a linen
manufactory.

But we are more concerned with the literary labours
of this versatile and indefatigable genius, These, in
the midst of his multifarious commereial and diplomatie
concerns, he never intermitted. All the time the Revisw
continned to give a brilliant support to the Ministry,
The French expedition hnd lent a new interest to the
affairs of Brotlund, and Defoe advertised, that though he
never intended to make the Reriew n newspaper, circum-
stancea ennbled him to furnish exceptionally correct
mt-alllgvnee from Beotland as well as sound impartial
opinions, The intelligence which he communicated was

all with a purpoee, and & good purpose—the promotion
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of a better understanding between the united nations.
He never had & betber opportunity for preaching from
his favourite text of Peace and Union, and he used it
characteristically, championing the cause of the Secotch
Presbyterians, asserting the firmness of their loyalty,
emoothing over trading grievances by showing elabo-
rately how both sides benefited from the arrangements
of the Union, launching shafts in every direction at his
favourite butis, and never missing a chance of exulting
in his own superior wiedom. In what a posture wonld
Englarnd have been now, he cried, if those wiseacres had
beer listened to, who were for trusiing the defenoe of
Fingland solely to the militia and the fleet ! ‘Would our
fleet have kept the French from landing if Providence
had not interposed ; and if they had Ianded, wonld a
militis, undermined by disaffection, have been able to
beat them back? The French king dessrved a vote of
thanks for opening the eyes of the nnticn against foolish
advisers, and for helping it to heal internal divisions.
Louis, poor gentleman, was much to he pitied, for his
informers had evidently served him badly, and had led
him to expect a greater amount of support from disloyal
factions than they had the will or the courage to give
him.

Daring the electoral canvass, Defoe surpassed himself
in the lively vigour of his advoeacy of the Whig canae,
# And now, gentlemen of England,” he begam in the
Review—ag it went an he became more and more direct
and familiar in hig manner of addressing his readers—
*now we are a-going to chooss Parliament men, I will
tell you a story.” And be proceedsd to tell how ina
certain borough & great patron procured the election of
a “shock dog" as its parliamentary vepresentative.



vL] THE CHANGE OF GOVERNMENT. 79

Money and ale, Defos says, could do anything.
“ God knows I speak it with regret for you all and for
your posterity, it is not an impossible thing to debauch
this nation into a choice of thieves, knaves, devils, shock
dogs, or anything compearatively speaking, by the power
of warious intoxicationa.” He spent several numbers
of the Review in an ironieal advice to tha electors to
choose Tories, showing with all his gkill “the mighty
and prevailing reason why we should have a Tory Par-
liament.” * O gentlemen,” he eried, *“if we have any
mind to bhuy some more experience, be sure and choose
Tories.” “We want a little instruction, we want to
go to echool to knaves and fools.” Afterwards, drop-
ping this thin mask, he declared that among the eloctors
only “the drunken, the debauched, the swearing, the
persecuting ” wonld vote for the Highfliers. ¢ The
grave, the sober, the thinking, the prudent,” would
vote for the Whiga, “A House of Tories is s House
of Devila,” ©If aver we have a Tory Parlisment, the
nation is undone,” In his Appeal to Honour and Justice
Defoe explained, that while he was serving Godolphin,
¢ being resolved to remowve all possible ground of sus-
picion that he kept any secret correspondence, he never
visited, or wrote to, or any way corresponded with his
principal benefactor for above three years.” Beeing that
Harley wns at that time the leader of the party which
Defoe wna denouncing with such spirit, it wonld have
been etrange indoed if there had been much interoourse
between them.

Though regarded after his fall from office as the
natural leader of the Tory party, Harley was a very
reserved politician, who kept his own counsel, used
instruments of many shapes and sizes, steered clear of
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entangling engagements, and left himself free to fake
advantage of various opportunities. To wage war agauinet:
the Ministry waa the work of more ardent i

He stood by and waited while Bolingbroke and Rocheater
and their allies in the press aried out that the Govern-
ment was now in the hands of the enemies of the Charch,
accused the Whigs of protracting the war to fill their
own pockets with the plunder of the Supplies, and ealled
upon the nation to put an end to their jobbery and mis-
management. The victory of Oudenarde in the rammer
of 1708 gave them a new handle. ¢ What is the good,”
they cried, “ of these gloriona victories, if they do not
bring peaso? What do we gnin by beating the French
in campaign after campaign, if we never bring them
nearer to submission ¥ Tt ia incredible that the French
King is not willing to make peace, if the Whigs did not
profit too much by the war to give peace any encourage_
ment.’ To these arguments for peace, Defoe opposed
himeelf steadily in the Rerierr.  'Well, gentlemen,” he
began, when the news came of the battle of Oudenarde,
%have the French noosed themselves agnin? Let us
pray the Duke of Marlborough that a speady peace may
not follow, for what wonld become of us 1 He wasas
willing for a peace on honourable terms as any man, but
s peace till the Protestant Buccession was secured and
the balance of power firmly settlod, * would be fatal to
peace at home,” * If that fatal thing called Ponoe abroad
should happen, we shall certainly be undone.” Presently,
however, the French king began to make promising
overtures for peace; the Minintry in hopes of satisfao-
tory terms encouraged them; the talk through the
nation was all of peace, and the Whigs contented them-
selves with pessing an address to the Crown throngh
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Parliament urging the Queen to make no peace #ill
the Pretender should be disowned by the French Court,
and the Buoocession gnaranteed by & compaot with the
Allies. Thronghout the winter the Rsviewr expounded
with brilliant clearness the only oonditions on which
an honourable peace conld be founded, and prepared the
nation to doubt the sincerity with which Lowis had
entered into negotiations.. Much diseatisfaction was
felt, and that dissatiefaction was eagerly fanned by
the Tories when the negotiations fell throvgh, in con-
sequence of the distrust with which the allies regarded
Louis, and their imposing upon him too bard a test
of his honesty. Defoe fought vigarously against the
popular discontent. The charges againgt Marlborengh
were idle rhodomontade. 'Wa had no reasca to be dis-
oouraged with the progress of the war unless we had
formed extravagant expectations. Though the French
king's resources had been enfeebled, and he might rea-
sonably have been expected to desire peace, he did not
caro for the welfare of France so much ag for his own
glory; he would fight to gain his purpose while there
was & pistole in his treasury, and we must not expeot
Paris to be taken in a week., Nothing could be more
admirable than Godolphin's management of our own
Trenaury ; ho deserved almost more credit than the
Dauke himself. * Your Treasurer has been your general
of generale; withont his exquisite management of the
oash the Duke of Marlborcugh must have been beaten.”

The Sacheverell incident, which ultimately led to the
overthrow of the Ministry, gave Defos a delightful
opening for writing in their defence. A collection of
his articlea on this subject would show his controversial
style at its best and brightest, BSacheverell and he
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were old antagonista, Sacheverell’s ¢ bloody flag and
banner of defiance,” and other Highflying trucalencies,
had fornished him with the main bagis of his Shortest
Way with the Distenters. The langh of the populace
was then on Defoe’s side, pertly, perhapa, bocaunse the
Government had prosacuted him. But in the changes
of the troubled times, the Oxford Doctor, nurtared in
% the scolding of the ancients,” had fonnd a more favour-
able opportunity. His literary skill waa of the most
mechanical kind, but at the close of 1709, when hopes
of peace had been raised only to be disappointed, and
the country was suffering from the distrces of a pro-
longed war, people were mare in a mood to listen to a
preacher who disdained to check the sweep of his rhetorie
by qualifications or sbatements, and luxuristed in de-
nouncing the Queen's Ministers from the pulpit under
scriptural allegories. He delivered a tremendons phi-
lippic about the Perils of False Brethren, as a ser-
mon befare the Loxrd Mayor in November. It would
have been a wise thing for the Ministry to have left
Sacheverell to ba dealt with by their supporters in
the press and in the pulpit. But in an evil hour
Godolphin, stung by a nickname thrown at him by
the rhetorical priest—a singularly comfortable-lock-
ing man to bave so virulent o tongue, one of those
orators who thrive on ill-conditioned language—re-
solved, contrary to the advice of more judicious col-
leagues, to have him impeached by the Houso of
Commons. The Commons readily voted the sermom
peditious, scandalous, and malicions, and agreed to a
resolution for his impeachment; the Lorda ordered
that the case should be heard at their bar ; and West-
mingter Hall was prepared to be the sceno of a grost
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publio trial. At first Defos, in hoaping contemptuons
ridicule apon the Highflying Doctor, had spoken aa if
he would consider prosecution & blunder. Ths man
ought rather to be encouraged to go on exposing himself
and his party. “Iet him go on,” he said, “to bully
Moderation, explode Toleration, and damn the Union ;
the gain will be ours.”

¢ You should use him as we do & hot horee. "When he first
frets and polls, keep a stiff rein and hold him in if you ¢an;
bat if he grows mad eand furious, eleck yonr hand, ¢lap your
heels to him, and let him go. Give him lis belly full of it.
Away goes the beast like a fury over hedge and ditch, il he
runa himself off his mettle ; perhapa bogs himsalf, and then
he grows quiet of course, . . . Besides, good peopls, do yon
not know the nature of the barking crestures? If you paes
but by, and take no notice, they will yelp and make a noise,
and perheps run a litile after you; bat tarn back, offer to
strike them or throw stones at them, and you'll never have
done—nay, you'll mise all the doges of the parish wpon
you.”

Thie last was precisely what the Government did, and
they found reason to regret that they did not take Defoe’s
advice and let Sacheverell alone. 'When, however, they
did resolve to prosescute him, Defoe immediately turned
round, and exulted in the prosecution as the very thing
which he had foreseen. *“Was not the Review right
when he said you ought to let such people rm on till
they were out of breath? Did I not note to you that
precipitations have always ruined them and served nst
. « .. Nota hound in the pack opened like him. He
has done the wark effactoally. . . . He haa raised the
houze and waked the landlady. . . . Thank him, good
people, thank him and clap him on the back ; let all his
party do but this, and the day ia our own." Nor did

el
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Defoe omit to remind the good people that he had bean
put in the pillory for eatirically hinting that the High
Church favonred sach dootrines as Sacheverell was now
prosecuted for. In his Hymn to the Pillory he had
declared that Sacheverell ought to stand there in his
place. His wich was now gratified; “the bar of the
House of Commoens is the worst pillory in the nation.”
In the two months which elapsed before the trial,
during which the excitement was steadily growing,
Sachoversl! and his doctrines were the main topie of the
Review. If a popular tempest conld have been allayed
by brilliant argument, Defoe’s papers ought to have
done it. He was a manly antagonist, and did not
imitate coarser pamphleteers in raking up scandals
about the Doctor’s private life—at least not under his
own name. There was, indeed, a pamphlet issued by
“a Qentleman of Oxford,” which bears many marks of
Defoe's suthorship, and contains an account of ascme
passages in Sachsverell's life not at all to the clergy-
mean's credit. But the only pamphlet outzide the Revisw
which the biographers have ascribed to Defoe's activity,
is & humorous Letter from the Pope to Don Sacheverellio,
giving him instructions how to advance the interest of
the Pretender. In the Rsview Defoe, treating Sache-
verell with riotously mirthful oontempt, calls for the
punishment of the doctrines rather than the man, During
the trial, which lasted more than a forinight, a meb
attended the Doctor's carriage every day from hislodgings
in the Temple to Westminster Hall, huzzaing, and prees-
ing to kiss his hand, and spent the svenings in rabbling
the Dissenters’ meeting-houses, and hooting before the
residences of prominent Whigs. Defoe had always said
that the Highfliers would use violence to their opponents
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if they had the power, and here was a confirmation of
hin opinion on which he did mot fail to ingist, The
sentence on Bacheverell, that his sermon and vindication
should be burnt by the common hangman and himseli
suspended from preaching for three years, was hailed by
the maob ag an acquittal, and celebrated by tumultuous
gatherings and bonfires. Defoe reasonad hard and joy-
fully to prove that the penaliy was everything that
could be wished, and exactly what he had all along
advised and contemplated, but he did not suceeed in
persuading the masses that the Government had not
suffered & defeat.

The impeachment of Bacheverell turned popular feeling
violently againat the Whigs. The break mp of the
Gertruydenberg Conference without pesce gave s sirong
push in the same direction, It was all duse, the Tories
ghouted, and the people were now willing to believe, to
the folly of our Government in insisting upon impossible
eonditions from the French king, and their shameless
want of patriotism in consclting the intereste of the
Allies rather than of England, The Queen, who for
gome tims had been longing to get rid of her Whig
Ministers, did not at once set gail with this breeze. Bhe
dismissed the Earl of Sunderland in June, and sent
word to her ulliss that she meant to make no further
changes. 'Their ambaasadors, with what wes even then
resented as an impertinence, congratulated her on: this
resolution, and then in Augnst she took the momentous
gtep of dismisaing Godolphin, and putting the Treasury
nominally in commision, but really umder the manage-
ment of Harloy. For a few weeks it seems to have besn
Harley’s wish to conduct the administration in concert
withthe vemaining Whig members, but the extreme
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Tories, with whom he had been ecting, overbore hia
moderate intentions. They threatened to desert him
unless he broke clearly and definitely with the Whigae.
In October accordingly the Whigs were all turned omt
of the Administration, Tories put in their places, Parlia-
ment diesolved, and writs ismmed for new elections.
“80 gudden and entire a change of the Ministry,”
Bishop Burnet remarks, #is scarce to be found in our
history, eepecially where men of great abilities had
served both with zeal and success.” That the Queen
should dismies one or all of her Ministers in the face of
a Parliamentary majority excited no surprise; but that
the whole Adminigtration should be changed ut a stroke
from one party to the other was a new and strange thing.
The old Earl of Sunderland’s suggestion to William III.
had not taken root in constitutional practics; this was
the fulfilment of it under the gradusl pressure of
eircumstances,

Dofoe’s condnot while the political balance was rock-
ing, and after the Whig side had decisively kicked the
heam, is a curious study. One hardly knows which to
admire most, the loyalty with which ke stuck to the
falling house till the moment of its collapse, or the
adroitness with which he escaped from the ruins. Cen-
sure of his shiftiness is partly disarmed by the fact shat
there were 8o many in that troubled and uneertain time
who would bave acted like him if they had bad the skill,
Besides, he acted so steadily and with such sleaplees
vigilance and emergy on the principls that the appear-
ance of honesty is the beet policy, that at this distance
of time it is not easy to catch him tripping, and if we
refure to be guided by the opinion of his contemporariea,
wa almost ingvitably fall vietima to his incomparable
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plausibility. Deviations in his political writings from
the oourse of the honest patriot are almost as difficult to
detect aa flaws in the verizimilitude of Robinson Crusos
or the Journal of ths Plague.

During the two months’ interval between the substi-
tution of Dartmounth for Bunderland and the fall of
Godolphin, Defoe ured all his powers of elogquence and
argument to avert the thrpatened changes in the
Minietry, and keop the Tories ont. He bad a personal
motive for this, he confessed, “ My own share in the
ravages they shall make upon our liberties is like to be
us sovere as any man's, from the rage and fury of a
party who are in themselves implacable, and whom God
has not been pleased to bless me with a talent to flatter
and submit to,”’ Of the dismissed minister Sunderland,
with whom Defoe had been in personal relations during
the negotiations for the Union, he spoke in terms of the
warmest praice, always with » formal profession of not
challenging the Queen's judgment in discharging her
servant. “ My Lord Sunderland,” he eaid, “leaves the
Minigtry with the most unblemished character that ever
I read of any statesman in the world.” “I am making
ne court to my Lord Sunderland. The unpolizhed anthor
of this paper never had the talent of making his court
to the great men of the age.” But where is the objec-
tion ogainst his conduct? Not a dog of the party
can bark against him. ¢ They cannot show me a man
of their party that ever did act like him, or of wham
they can say we should believe he would if he had the
opportunity.” The Tories were clamouring for the dis-
misaal of all the other Whigs, High Church addresses
to the Queen were pouring in, olaiming to represent the
sense of the nation, and hinting an absolute want of
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confidence in the Adminigtration. Defoe examined the
oonduct of the Ministers soverally and collectively, and
demanded where was the charge egainst them, where
the complaint, where the treasure misapplied §

As for the sense of the naticn, there was one sure
way of testing this better than any got-up addresses,
namely, the rise or fall of the publie credit. The publie
etocks fell immediately on the mews of Bunderland’s
dizmissal, and were only partially revived upon Her
Majeety's agsurance to the Directors of the Bank that
she meant to keep the Ministry otherwise unchanged.
A rumour that Parliament was to be dissolved had sent
them down again. If the public credit is thua affected
by the mere apprehension of a turn of affairs in
England, Dofoe said, the thing itself will be a fatal
blow to it. The ecoy Lady Credit had been wavering
in her attachment to England; eny gudden change
would fright her away altogether. As for the pook-poch
ery of the Tories that; the national credit was of no con-
soquence, that a nation could not be in debt to itself,
and that their moneyed men would come forward with
nineteen shillings in the pound for the support of the
war, Defoe treated this claptrap with proper ridicule.

But in gpite of all Defce's efforts, the crash came.
On the 10th of August the Queen sent to Godolphin for
the Treasurer's staff, and Harley became her Prime
Minister. How did Defoe bebave then? The first two
numbers of the Review after the Lord Treasurer's fall
are smong the most masterly of his writings. He was
not g small, mean, timid time-server and turncoat. He
facod about with bold and steady caution, on the alert
to give the lie to anybody who dared to accuse him of
facing about &t all. He frankly admitted that he wos
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in & quandary what to say about the change that had
taken place. “If a man could be found that could eail
north and south, that could speak truth end falsehood,
that could turn to the right hand and the left, all at
the eame time, he would be the man, he would be the
only proper person that should now speak” Of ome
thing cnly he was certain.  * 'We are sure honest men
go out,” As for their successors, “it iz our business to
hope, and time must answer for those that come in. If
Tories, if Jacobites, if Highfiiers, if madmen of any
kind are to come in, I am againat them ; I ask them no
favour, I make no court to them, nor am I going about
to please them.” But the question was, what was to be
dane in the circumstances? Defos stated plainly two
courses, with their respective dangers. To ery out
about the new Ministry was to ruin public credit, To
profess cheerfulness was to enccurage the change and
strengthen the hands of those that desired to push it
farther. On the whole, for him-elf he considered the
firgt danger the most to be dreaded of the two There-
fore he smmounnced his intention of devoting his whola
energy to maintaining the publie credit, and advised all
true Whigs to do likewise. “Though I don’t like the
crew, I won't aink the ship. I'll de my best to save the
ship. I'll pump and heave and haul, and do anything T
can, though he that pulls with me were my enemy. The
reason is plain. We are all in the ship, and mnst gink
or swim together."

‘What could be more plausible’ What condnct more
traly patriotic? Indeed, it would be difficult to find
fault with Defoe’s behavionr, were it not for the rogue’s
protestations of inability to court the favour of greet
men, and his own ewbsequent confessions in his Appeal
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to Honour and Justice, an to what took piace behind the
soenes, Immediately on the turn of affairs he took
steps to gecure that connexion with the Government, the
existence of which he waa always denying. The day
after Qodolphin's dieplacement, he tella us, he waited
on him, and “ humbly asked his lordubip’s direction what
course he shoald take” Godolphin at once asswred him,
in very much the same words that Harley had used
hefore, that the change need make no difference to him;
he was the Queen's servant, and all that had been done
for him was by Her Majesty’s apscial and particular
divection ; his business was to wait till he saw things
sottled, and then apply himseelf to the Ministers of
State, to receive Her Majesty’s commands from them.
Therezpon Defoe resolved to guide himself by the
following prineiple :—

“ It occurred to me immediately, a3 a principle for my con-
duct, that it was not material t¢ me what ministers Her
Majesty wae pleased to employ; my duty wes to go along
with every Ministry, so far an they did not break in upon
the Constitution, and the laws and libertiea of my country;
my part being only the doty of a subject, viz. to submit to
all lawful commands, end to enter into no service which was
not justifieble by the laws; to all which I have exactly
obliged myself,”

Dofoe was thus, a8 he says, providentially cast back
upon his original bemefactor. That he received any
oonsideration, pension, gratification, or reward for his
services to Harley, * except that old appointment which
Her Majesty was pleased to make him,” he strenaously
denied. The denial is poasibly true, and it is extremaly
probable that he was within the trath when he pro-
tested in the most solemn mauner that he had never
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“received any instroctions, directions, orders, or let
them call it what they will, of that kind, for the
writing of any part of what he had written, or any
materiala for the putting together, for the forming any
book or pamphlat whatsoever, from the eaid Earl of
Oxford, late Lord Treasurer, or from any person by his
order or direction, since the time that the late Earl of
Godolphin wag Lord Treasurer.” Defoe declared that
*in all his writing, he ever capitulated for his liberty
to speak sccording to his own judgment of things,” and
we may eagily believe him. He was much tao clever a
servant to need instruetions.

His secret services to Harley in the new elections are
probably buried in oblivion. In the Zersew he pursned
n strain which to the reader who doss not take his
articles in connexion with the politics of the time,
might appear to be thoroughly ccmsistent with his
advice to the electors on previous cccasions. He meant
to confine himself, he said at starting, rather to the
manner of choosing than to the persons to be chosen,
and he never denounced bribery, intimidation, rioting,
rabbling, and every form of interferemce with the
electors’ freedom of choice, in more energetio language.
Apn regarded the persons to be chosen, his advico was as
before, to choose moderate men-—men of sense and
temper, not men of fire and fury. But he no lIonger
aaserted, as he had done before, the exclusive posseasicn
of good qualitiea by the Whige. He now recognised
that there were hot Whiga as well as moderate Whigs,
moderate Tories as well as hot Tories. It wns for the
nation to avoid both extremea and rally round the men
of moderation, whether Whig or Tory. “If we haves
Tory Higbflying Parliament, we Tories are undons,
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If wo have » hot ‘Whig Parlinment, we Whige are
undons.”

The terms of Defoe’'s advice were unexceptionable,
but the Whigs perceived a change from the time when
he declared that if ever we have a Tory Parliament,
the nation is undone, It was as if & Republican writer
after the coup d'siai of the 16th May, 1877, had warned
the French against electing extveme Republicans, and
had echoed the Marshal-President’s advice to give their
votes to moderate men of all parties. Defoe did
not increase the conviction of his perty loyaity when a
Tory Parliament was returned, by trying to prove that
whatever the new members might call themselves they
must inevitably be Whigs. He edmitted in the most
unqualified way that the elections had been disgracefully
riotous and disorderly, and lectured the constitnenciea
freely on their conduet. * It ie nob,” he eaid, ** a Free
Parliament that you have chosen. You have met,
mobbed, rabbled, and thrown dirt at one another, but
eloction by mob is no more free election than Qliver's
election by a standing army. Parlinments and rabbles
are contrary things.” Yet he had hopes of the gentle-
men who had been thua chosen

T heva it upon many good grounds, as I think I told you,
that there are some people who are shortly to come together,
of whose character, let the people that send them up think
what they will, when they comas thither, they will ot run the
med length that is expected of them ; they will act upon the
Revolution principle, keep within the circle of the law, pro-
cond with temper, moderation, and justice, to support the
mame intercat we have all carried on—and this I esll being
Whiggish, or scting as Whigs.

s¢ ] ghall not trouble you with forther examining why they
will be 8o, or why they will act thus; I think it is so plain
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from the necessity of the Constitution and the circumatances
of things before them, that it needs no farther demonstration
~they will ba Whigs, they mnst bs Whige ; there is no
remedy, for the Constitution in 8 Whig,™

The new members of Parlisment must either be
Whige or traitors, for everybody who favours the
Protestant sucoession is & Whig, and everybody who
does not is a traitor. Defoe used the same ingenuity in
playing upon words in his arguments in sapport of the
public oredit. Every troe Whig, he argued, in the
Review and in separate essays, was bound to uphold
the public credit, for to permit it to be impaired was
the purest way to let in the Pretender, The Whigs
wero accused of withdrawing their momney from the
public stocks, to mark their distrust of the Govern-
ment. “ Nonsense,” Defoe =aid, “in that case they
would not be Whigs." Naturally enough, as the Review
now practically supported a Ministry in which extreme
Tories had the predominance, ha was upbraided for
having gone over to that party. *“Why, gentlemen,”
be retorted, “it would be more natural for you to think
[ am turned Turk than Highflier; and to make me o
Mahometan wonld not be haif so ridionlons as to make
me say the Whigs are running down credit, when on
the contrary I am still gatisfied if there were no Whigs
at this time, there would hardly be any such thing as
credit left among na” «If the credit of the nation is
to be maintained, we must all act aa Whigs, because
credit ean be maintained upon no other foot. Had the
doctrine of non-resistance of tyranny been voted, had
the Prerogative been exalted above the Law, and
property subjecied to absolute will, wonld Pazliament
bave voted the fundat Credit supposes Whigs lending
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and & Whig Government borrowing. It is nonsense to
talk of oredit and passive submission.”

Had Defoo confingd himseelf to lecturing those hot
‘Whigs who were so afraid of the secret Jacobitism of
Harley’s colleagues that they were tempted to with-
draw their money from the public stocks, posterity,
unable to judge how far these fears were justified, and
how far it was due to & happy accident that they were
not realized, might have given him eredit for sacrificing
partisanship to patriotiem. This plea could hardly be
used for another iaatter in which, with every show of
reasanable fairness, he geve a virtual support to the
Ministry. We have ssen how he spoke of Marlborongh,
and Godelphin's management of the army and the
finances when the Whigs were in office. 'When the
Tories came in, they at once set about redeeming their
pledges to inquire into the malversation of their pre-
decessors.  Concerning this prooeeding, Defoe spoke
with an approval which, though necessarily guarded in
view of his former professions of extreme satisfaction,
was noee the less calculated to recomumend.

“Inquiry into miscarrisges in thinge so famous and eo
fatal as war and bhatile is & thing so popular that no man
oan argue against it ; and bad we peid well, and hanged well,
much sooner, a8 some Men had not been less in & condition
to mistake, g0 eome others might not have been here to find
fault. But it is better Iate thean never ; when the inquiry is set
sbout heartily, it may be useful on several accounts, both to
unravel past errord and to prevent new. For my part, as we
have for many years past groaned for want of juatice npon
wilful mistnkes, yet, in hopes some of the careful and mis-
chiovons designing gentlemen may come in for a share, I am
giad the work is begun.”
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With equal good humour and ekill in leaving open
a double interpretation, he commented on the fact that
the new Parliament did not, aghad been custorary, give
a formal vote of thanks to Marlborough for his conduet
of his last campuign.

e have had e mighty pother here in print sbont reward-
ing of generals. Bome think great men too much rewarded,
and some think them too little rewerded. The cose ig so nice,
neither side will bear me to speak my mind ; but I am per-
suaded of this, that there is no general has or ever will
perit great things of us, but he has received and will recgive
Al the grateful acknowledgments he ovGar toexpect.”

Bat his readers would complain that he bad not de-
fined the word “ ought.” That, be said, with audacions
pleasantry,. he left to themn. And while they were on
the subject of mismanegement, he would give them
word of adviee which he had often given them before.
“While you bite and devour one another, you are all
mismanagers. Pot an end to your factions, your
tumults, your rabbles, or you will not be able to make
war upon anybody.” Previously, however, his way of
making peace at home was to denounce the High-flisrs.
He was gtill pursning the same object, though by a
different course, now that the leaders of the High-fliors
were in office, when he declared that *those Whigs who
say that the new Ministry is entirely composed of Tories
and Highfliers ave fool Whigs.” The remark waa no
doubt perfectly true, but yetif Defoe had been thoroughly
consistent he ought at least, instead of supporting the
Ministry on account of the small moderate element it
contained, to have urged its purification from dangerous
ingredient
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This, however, it must be admitted, he also did, though
indivectly and at a somewhat later stage, when Harley's
tenure of the Premiership was menaced by Highfiiers
who thought him much too lukewarm o leader, A
“cave,” the famous Qolober Club, was formed in the
antumn of 1711, to urge more extreme measures upon
the ministry againet Whig officials, and to organize a
High Church agitation throughout the country. Itcon-
disted chiefly of country squires, who wished to see
members of the late Ministry impeached, and the Duke
of Marlborongh dismissed from the command of the
army. At Harloy's instigation Swift wrotean * advice *
to theee hot partisans, besseching them to have patience
and trust the Minigtry, and everything that they wisbed
would happen in due time. Defoe sought to break their
ranks by a direct onslanght in his most vigorous style,
denonncing them in the Review an Jaosobites in disguise
and an illieit importation from France, and writing
their “ gacrat history,” * with some friendly characters
of the illustrions members of that honoursble socisty *'
in two eeparate tracts. This skirmigh served the double
purpose of strengthening Harley against the reckless
sealots of his party, and keeping up Defoe’s appearance
of impartiality. Throughout the fieree struggle of
parties, never so intense in any period of our history rs
during those years when the Constitution itself hung in
the balance, it was as & T'rue born Englishman first and
» Whig and Dissenter afterwards, that Defoe gave his
support to the Tory Ministry. It may not have been
his fault ; ke may have been most unjustly suspected ;
but nobody at the time would believe his protestations of
independence. 'When his former High-flying persecutor,
the Earl of Nottingham, went over to the Whige and
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with thelr acquiescence, or at least without their active
opposition, introduced another Bill to put down Ocea-
sional Conformity, Defoe wrote trenchantly against it.
But even then the Dissentors, as he loudly lamented,
ropudisted hirs alliance. The Whigs were not so much
pleased on this cceasxfon with his denunciations of the
persecuting apirit of the High Churchmen, as they were
enraged by his stinging taunts lavelled at themselves
for abandoning the Diasentore to their persecutors. The
Dissenters must now see, Defoe said, that they wonld
not be any better off under a Low Church minigiry
than under a High Church ministry. But the Dissenters,
congidering that the Whigs were too much in & minority
to prevent the paasing of the Bill, however willing to
do 50, would only see in their professed champion ar
artful supporter of the men in power.

A curious ingtance has been preserved of the estimate of
Defoe’s character al this time.! M. Mesnager, an agent
gent by the French King to sonnd the Ministry and the
country as to terms of peace, wanted an able pamphleteer
to promote the French interest. 'The Swedish Reaident
recommended Defoe, who had just insued a tract entitled,
Reasons why this Nation ought to put an end lo this
srpensivs War. Mesnager was delighted with the
tract, at onoe had it tran<lated into French and eiven-
lated through the Netherlands, exoployed the Swede to
treat with Defos, and sent him a hundred pistoles by
way of earpest. Defoe kept the pistoles, but told the
Queen, M. Meznager recording that though ¢ he missed
hig aim in this person, the money perhaps was not

1 ¥ doobt whether it adds to the credibility of the atory in all
points that ths minttes of M. Memagers Negotistions were

+¢ tranalated,” and probably composed by Defos humself. Ses p. 189,
H
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wholly lost ; for I afterwards understood that the man
was in the service of the state, and that he had let the
Queen know of the hundred pistoles he had received;
50 I was obliged to sit efill, and be very well satisfiod
that I had not discovered myself to him, for it waa not
our season yet.” The ancodole at onoce shows the
general opinion entertained of Defoe, and the fact that
he was loas corruptible than was supposed. There can
bo Little doubt that our astute intriguer would have
outwitted the French emissary if he had not been
warned in time, pocketed his bribes, and wormed
his socrets out of him for the information of the
Government.

Daring Godolphin's Ministry, Defoe's cus had been
to reason with the nation against too impatient a
longing for peace. Let us have pesce by all means,
had been his text, but not till honourable terma have
been pecured, and meantime the war is going on as
prosperonsly as any but madmen ean desire. He re-
peatedly challenged adversaries who compered what
he wrote then with what he wrote under the new
Ministry, to prove him guilty of inconsistency. He
stood on eafe ground when he mads this challenge,
for cirenmstances had changed sufficiently to justify
any change of opinion. The plans of the Confederstes
were disarranged by the death of the Emperor, and
the aocession of his brother, the Archduke Charles,
to the vamant crown. To give the crown of Bpain in
those new circumstances to the Archduke, as had been
the object of the Allies when they began the war,
would have been as dangerous to the balanoe of power
as to let Spain pass to Louid's grandsom, Philip of
Anjou. It would be more dangercus, Defoe argued ;
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and by far the safest course wonld be to give Spain
to Philip and his posterity, who ‘“would be as munch
Spaniards in » very short time, as ever Philip I, was
or any of his other predecessore.” This was the main
argument which had been used in the latter days of
King William sgainst going to war at all, and Defoo
had then refuted it scornfully; but circumstances had
changed, and he not only adopted it, but also issned an
esmmy ‘“proving that it was always the semse both of
King William and of all the Confederatea, and even of
the Grand Alliance itaelf, that the Bpanish monsrchy
ghould never be united in the peraon of the Emperor.”
Partition the Spenish domimione in Europe between
France and Germany, and the West Indies between
England and Holland—such was Defoe’s idea of a
proper basis of peace.

But while Defoe expounded in various forms the
conditions of a good peacs, he devoted his main
energy to proving that peaco under some conditions was
a necessity, He dilated on the enormouns expense of
the wur, and showed by convincing examples that it
wag ruining the trade of the ecuntry. Much that he
said was perfectly trme, but if he had taken M.
Meanager’s hribas and loyally carried out his instruc-
tiong, bhe oould not more effectualiy have served the
French King's interests than by writing aa he did st
that juncture. The proclaimed neceesity under which
England lay t0 make peace, offered Lounis an advantage
which he was not slow to take. The proposals which
he made at the Congress of Utrecht, and which he had
agoertained would be accepted by the English Ministry
and the Queen, were not unjustly characterised by the
indignant Whigs as being such as he might have made

z2
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at the close of a suocessful war, The territorial eom-
cosions 1o England and Holland were insignificant ;
the States were to have the right of garriconing vertain
barrier-towns in Fianders, and England was to have
some portions of Canada. But there was no mention
of dividing the West Indies between them—the Weat
Indies were to remain aftached to Spain. It was the
reatoration of their trade that was their wain desire in
these great commercial countries, and even that object
Louis agreed to promote in a manner that seemed,
acoording to the ideas of the time, to be more to his
own advantage than to theira. In the case of England,
he was to remove prohibitions sgainst our imports, and
in retnrn we engaged to give the French imparts the
privileges of the most favoured nations. In short,
we were t0 have free trade with France, which the
commercial classes of the time looked upon ss a very
doubtfal blessing.

It is becanse Defoe wrote in favour of this free trade
that he is suppeaed to have been superior to the com.-
mercial fallacies of the time, But a glance at his argu-
menta shows that this is & very hasty inference. It was no
part of Defoe's art ag & controversialist to seek to correct
popular prejudices ; on the contrary, it was his habit to
take them for granted as the bases of his arguments, to
work from them ss premimses towards his conclnsion,
He expressly avowed himself a prohibitionist in prin-
aiple :—

I am far from being of their mind who say that all pro-
hibitions are destructive to trade, and that wise nations, the
Dutch, make no prohibitions at all

“Where any pation has, by the singular blessing of
{3od, s produce given fo their country from which such a
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manufscture can be made as other nations cammot be with-
out, and nons can meke that produos but themselves, it
would be distraction in that mation not to prohibit the
exportation of that original produce till it is mavufactured.”

He had been taunted with flying in the face of what
ho had himself said in King William's time in favour
of prohibition. But he boldly undertakes to prove that
prohibition was absolutely necessary in King William's
time, and not enly so, but that “the advantages we
may make of taking off a prohibition now, areall founded
upon the advantages we did make of laying on a prohibi-
tion then; that the same reason which made a prohibi-
tion then the best thing, makes it now the maddest
thing a nation could do or ever did in the matter of trade.”
In King William's time, the balanoe of trade was against
uz to the extent of 850,000, in consequence of the
French King's laying extravagant duties upon the import
of al! our woollen manunfactures,

¢ Whoever thinks that by opening the French trade I should
mean . . . that we should coms to trade with them 850,000,
per annum to our lose, must think me ea mad ay I think
him for suggesting it; bat if, on the oontrary, I prove
that as we traded then 850,000L a year to our loss, we can
trade now with them 600,000 to owr gain, then I will
venture o draw this consequente, that we ure distracted,
speaking of our tmding wits, if we do not trads with
them.”

In a preface to the Eighth Volume of the Rsview
(July 29, 1712), Defoe anncunced his intention of dis-
ocontinning the publication, in consequence of the tax
then imposed on newspapers. We can hardly suppose
that this was his real motive, and aa e matter of fact the
Review, whose death had been announced, reappeared in



103 DANIEL DEFOE. [car.

doe course in the form of a single leaf, and was publishad
in that form till the 11th of Jume, 1713, By that time
& new project was on foot which Defos had frequemtly
declared hin intention of starting, a paper devoted ex-
clusively to the diacussion of the affairs of trade. The
Roviaw at one time had declared its main subject to be
trade, but had claimed a liberty of digreesion wnder
which the main subject had all but disappeared. At
last, however, in May, 1713, when popular excitement
and hot Parliamentary debates were expected on the
Commercial Treaty with France, an exclasively treding
poper was cotablished, entitled Mercator, Defoe denied
being the suthor—that is, conductor or editor of
this paper—and said that be had net power to put
what he would into it; which may have been literally
true. Every number, however, bears traces of his
hand or guidance; AMercator is ideotical in opinions,
style, and spirit with the Rewiew, differing only in the
greater openness of its attacks wpon the cpposition of
the Whigs to the Treaty of Commerce. Pariy spirit was
so violent that summer, after the publication of the
terma of the Treaty of Utrecht, that Defoe was probably
glad to shelter himself nnder the responsibility of
another name ; he had flaunted the cloak of impartial
advice till it had become a thing of shreds and

To prove that the balence of trade, in #pite of a pre-
ailing impreesion to the contrary, not only might be, bat
had been, on the side of England, waathe chief parpose
of Mevoator, The Whig Flying Post chaffed Morcator
for trying to reconcile impossibilities, but Mercator
leld stoutly on with an elaborate spparatus of cotn-
parative tables of exports and imports, and ingenious
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schemes for the development of various bramches of the
trade with Frence. Defoe waa too fond of ecarrying the
war into the enemy’s coumtry, to attack prohibitions or the
received doctrine as to the balance of trade in prineiple ;
he fought the enemy spiritedly on their own ground,
“Take a medium of three years for sbove forty years
past, and caleulate the exports and imports to and from
Franoo, and it shall appeat the balanee of trade wes
always on the English aide, to the loss and disadvantage
of the French” It followed, upon the received com-
mercial doctrines, that the French King was making a
great sonceesion in oonsenting to take off high duties
upon English goods. This was precisely what Defoe
wag labouring to prove. # The French King in taking
off the said high duties ruing all kis own manufac-
tures,” The common belief was thaf; the terms of peace
would ruin Enghsh manufacturing industry; foll in
the teeth of this, Defos, as wan his daring enstom, fleng
the parcdox of the extreme opposite. On this ooccasion
he acted purely as & party writer. That he was never
a free-trader, at Jeast in principls, will appear from the
following extract from his Plaon of the English Commerce,
publiabed in 1728 :—

t Soeing trade then in the fond of wealth and power, we
cannot wouder that we see the wisest Princea and States
anxious and concerned for the increase of the commerce sud
trade of their subjects, and of the growth of the country;
anxious to propagste the sale of such goods as are ihe manu-
factare of their own subjects, and that employs their own
peoplo; especielly of euch as keep the momey of their
dominions at home ; and on the copkrary, for prohibiting the
importation from abroad of auch things as are the produot of
other countries, and of the lbour of other pecple, or which
carry money back in reiurn, und not merchandige in exchange,
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¢ Nor oan 'we wonder that we see wuck Princes and States
endeavouring to set up such manufactures in their ewn coun-
tries, which they see successfnlly end profitably ourried on by
their neighbonm, and to endeavour to procure the materials
proper for metting up thoee manufactures by &ll jows and
possible methoda from other countries,

¢ Hence we cannot blame the French or Germuns for en-
deavaoring to get over the British wool into their hands, by
the help of whick they may bring their peopls to invitate our
manufectores, which are go esteemed in the world, as well ax
so gainful at bome,

# Nor aan we blame any foreign nation for prohibiting the
use end wearing of our manufactures, if they can either make
them at home, or make any whioch they can shift with in their
atead.
¢ The reason is plain. *Tis the interest of every naticn to
encourage their own trade, to encourage thoss manufactnres
that will employ their own subjects, conmume their own
growth of provisions, as well as materials of commerce, and
such as will keep thair money or species st howe,

*Tis from this just principle that the French prohibit the
English woollen manufactare, and the English again prohibit,
or imposs & tax equal to a prohibition, on the French silkn,
paper, linen, and severa! other of thefr manufactures. 'Tis
from the seme just reason in trade that we prohibit the wenr-
ing of East India wronght eilks, printed culicoes, &a.; that
we prolibit the importation of French brandy, Brasil sugars,
and Bpaninh tobaceu ; and so of severs] other things. ™



CHAPTER VIL
DIFFICULTIES 1N BE-CHANGING HIDES.

Dxrox's unweeried zeal in the serviee of Harley had
excited the bitterest resentment among his old allies,
the Whigs, He often complained of it, more in sorrow
than in anger. He had no right to Iook for any other
treatment ; it was a just punishment upon him for
seeking the good of his conmiry withont respect of
parties, An suthor that wrote from principle bad &
vary hard task in those dangercus times. If he ven-
tured on the dangerous precipice of telling unbiassed
truth, he must expect martyrdom from both sides.
This reaignation of the simple single-minded patriot to
the paing and penalties of honesty, naturally added to
the rage of the party with whose factious proceedings he
would have nothing to do; and yet it has always been
thought an extraordinary instanpge of party spite that
the Whigs should have instituted s prosecution against
him, on the alleged ground that a certain remarkable
seriea of Tracts were written in favour of the Pretender.
Towards the end of 1712 Defos had issued 4 Seasonable
Warning and Caution against the Insinuations of Papists
and Jaoobites in favour ¢f the Protendsr. No cbarge of

N N,
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Jacobitism could bo mads against a pamphlet containing
such » sentence aa this :—

#Think, then, dear Britons ] what a King this Pretender
muet bel a papist by inclination ; a tyrant by education ; &
Frenchman by honour and obligation ;—and- how long will
your libertiee Iast you in this condition? .And when your
liberties are gome, how long will your religion remsin?
When your hands are tied ; when armies bind you; when
power oppresses you ; when a tyrant disarms you; when a
Popieh French tyrant reigne over you; by what means or
methods cen you pretend to meintain your Protestant re-
Tigion P ”

A seoond pamphlet, Hannibal ot the Gates, strongly
urging party union and the banishment of factiouns
gpirit, was equally unmistakable in tone. The titles of
the following three of the sories were more startling :+—
Reaeons againet the Succession of the House of Hanover—
And swhat {f the Pretender should oome ? or Soms con-
siderations of the advantages and real conssquences of the
Pretendar’s possessing ths Crown of Greai Britain—4An
Answer to 6 Quastion that nobody thinks of, viz. Bui wiat
tf £ Quoen shouwld dia? The contents, however, were
plainly irenieal, The main reason againgt the Bacoes-
sion of the Prinoe of Hanover was that it might be
wise for the nation to teke a short turn of a French,
Popish, hereditary-right régime in the first place as an
emstio, Emetics were good for the health of individuals,
and there ocould he no better preparative for a healthy
oonstitutional government than another experience of
arbitrary power. Defoe had used the same ironical argu-
ment for putting Torise in offios in 1708, The advan-
tages of the Pretender’s possessing ths Crown were
that we should be saved from all further danger of
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a war with France, snd should no lomger hold the
exposed position of a Protestant State among the
great Catholic Powers of Earope. The point of the last
peanphlet of the series was lees distinet ; it suggestod
the possibility of the English peopls losing their pro-
perties, their estates, inheritance, lands, goods, lives,
and liberties, unless they were clear in their own minds
what ocurae to take in the event of the Queen’s death.
Bret none of the three Tracts contain anything that
oould pogseibly be interpreted ss a serious argument in
favour of the Pretender. They were all caleulated to
support the SBucceasion of the Elector of Hanover, Why,
then, should the Whigs have prosecuted the suthor? It
was u pirange thing, as Defoe did not fail to complain,
that they should try to punish a man for writing in their
own interest,

‘The trath, however, is that although Defoe afterwards
tried to convince the ‘Whig leaders that he had written
these pamphlets in their interest, they were written in the
interest of Haxley. They were calculated to recomumend
that Minister to Prince George, in the event of his
acceasion to the English throne. We see this at once
when we examine their contents by the light of the
personsal intrigues of the time. Harley was playing a
double gams, It was doubiful who the Queen's sue-
cegsor would be, and he aimed at making himself safe
in eithar of the two poasible contingendies. Very soon
after hig ascession to power in 1710, ke made vagne over-
tures for the restoration of the Btuarts under guarantees
for civil and religious liberty. 'When pressed to take
definite steps in pursuance of this plan. he deprecated
haste, and put off and put off, till the Pretender’s
adberente lost patience. All the time he was making
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protestations of fidelity to the Court of Hanover. The
increasing vaguepesg of his promises to the Jacobitea
seems to chow that, as time went on, he bacame convinoed
that the Hanoverian was the winning ceuse. No man
oould better advise him aa to the feeling of the English
people than Defos, who was eonstantly perambulating
the country on secret services, in all probability for
the direct parpose of sounding the general opinien. It
was towards the end of 1712, by which time Harley’s
shilly-shallying had effeotoally disgusted the Jacobites,
that the first of Defoe’s series of Anti-Jacobite tracts
appeared. It professed to be written by An Engligh-
man at the Court of Hanover, which affords some ground,
though it must be confessed slight, for aupposing that
Defos had visited Hanover, presumably as the bearer of
some of Harley's assurances of loyalty. The Seasonable
Warning and Cantion was circulated, Defoe himself tella
us, in thonsands among the poor pecple by seversl
of his friends. Here was a fact: to which Harley could
appeal a8 & circnmstantial proof of his zeal in the
Hanoverian cause. Whether Defoe’s Anti-Jaoobite traocts
really sarved his benelaotor in this way, can only be matter
of conjecture. However that may be, they were upon
the murface written in Harley's interest. The warning and
canfion was expreasly directed against the insinuations
that the Ministry were in favour of the Pretender.
All who made these inzinuations were ssswmed by the
writer to ba Papista, Jaoobites, and enemies of Britain,
As these ineinuations were the chief warery of the
‘Whigs, and we now know that they were not without
foundation, it is eagy to understand why Defoe's pam-
phlets, though Anti-Tacobite, were resented by the party
in whose interest he had formerly written. He excused
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himself afterwards by saying that he waa not aware of the
Jacobite leanings of the Minigtry ; that nono of them ever
said one word in favour of the Pretender to him; that
be saw no reason to believe that they did favour the
Protender. As for himself, he said, they certainly never
employed him in any Jacobite intrigue. He defied hia
oncmies to * prove that he ever kept ocompany or had
ahy soolety, friendship, or conversation with any Jaco-
bite. Bo averse had he been to the interest and the
people, that he had studiously avoided their company on
all ooomsions” Within a few monthy of his making
these protestations, Defoe was editing » Jacobite news-
paper under secret inmtructions from s Whig Govern-
ment. But this is anticipating.

That an influential Whig should have set on foot a
prosecution of Defoe as the author of ¢ freasonable libels
against the Honse of Hanover,”' although the charge had
no foundation in ths language of the ineriminated
pemphlets, is intelligible enough. The Whig party
writers were delighted with the prosecution, one of them
triumphing over Defoe as being caunght at last, and
put “in Lob’s pound,’’ and speaking of him as “the
vilest of all $he writers that have prostituted their pens
either to encourage faction, oblige a party, or serve their
own mercenary ends,” But that the Court of Quoeen's
Benoh, before whom Defos was brought—with some
diffienlty, it would appear, for he bad fortified his house
ot Newington like Robinson Crusoe’s oasile—shonld
bave unanimously declared his pamphlets to be treason-
able, and that one of them, on his pleading that they were
ironical, ehould have told him it waa a kind of irony for
which he might come to be hanged, drawn, and quar-
tered, is not so eesy to understand, unleas we suppose
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that in these tempestuous times, judges like other men
were poworfully awayed by party fealing. It is possible,
however, that they deemed the mere titles of the
pamphlete offences in themselved, disturbing eries raised
while the people were not yet clear of the forest of
snarchy, and atill subject to dangerous panics—offences
of the samo pature as if a man should shout fire in
sport in a ¢rowded theatre, Poesibly, also, the severity
of the Court was increased by Defoe's indiscretion in
commenting upon the case in the Review, while it was
atill sub judios, At any rate he escaped runishment,
' The Attornsy-General was ardered to prosecute him, but
befare the trial came off Defos obtained & pardon under
the royal seal

The Whigs were thus baulked of revenge npon their
renegade. Their loyal writers attributed Defoe’s par-
don to the secret Jacobitism of the Ministry—quite
wrongly—as we have just eeen he was acting for Harley
83 & Hanoverian and not as & Jacobite. Curionsly
encugh, when Defoe next came before the Queen’s
Bench, the instigator of the prosecution was a Tory,
and the Government was ‘Whig, and he again eacaped
from the clutches of the law by the favour of the
Government. Till Mr. William Jee's remarkable dis-
cavery fourteen years ago of cerain letters in Defoe's
handwriting in the State Paper Office, it was generally
belioved that on the death of Queen Arme, the fall of
the Tory Administration, and the complete discomfiture
of Harley's trimming policy, the vetersn pamphleteer
and journaligt, now fifty-three years of age, withdrew
from political warfare, and spent the evening of his
life in the composition of those worky of fiction which
bave made his name immortal. His biographers had
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misjudged his cheracter and underrated his emergy.
‘When Harley fell from power, Defoe sought service
under the Whigs. Ha had some diffioulty in regaining
their favour, and when he did obtain employment from
them, it waa of » kind little to his honour,

In his Appeal to Honour and Justice, published early
in 1715, in which he defendpd himself againgt the
charges copionsly and virulently urged of being a party-
writer, & hireling, and a turnocoat, and explained every-
thing that was doubtful in his conduct by alleging the
obligations of gratitude to hia firet benefactor Harlay,
Defoe declared that since the Queen’s death he had
taken refuge in absolute silenca. He found, he eaid,
that if he offered to say a word in favour of the
Hanoverian settlement, it waa called fawning and turn-
ing round again, and therefore he resolved to meddle
neither one way nor the cther. He complained sorrow-
fully that in spite of this resclution, and though he
had not written one book since the Queen's death, a
great many things were ealled by his name. JIn that
cags, he had no respurce but to practise a Christian
spirit and pray for the forgiveneas of his enemies.
This was Defoe’'s own accounf, and it was accepted
ns the whole truth, till Mr. Lec's careful research
and good fortune gave a different colour to his personal
history from the time of Harley's displacement.

During the dissensions in the last days of the Queen
which broke up the Tory Ministry, Mercator was dropped.

1 In meking mention of Mr. Lea's valuable researches and dis-
coverles, I onght to add that his manner of connecting the facte
for which I am indebted to him, and the construction hs puts upon
them, is entirely different from mins. For the view here implisd
of Defoa’s character and motives, Mr. Los is in oo way responsible,
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Defoe seems immediately to have entered into communi-
estion with the printer of the Whig Fiying Foef, one
William Hurt. The owner of the Post was abroad at
the time, but his managera, whether actuated by per-
sonal gpite or reasonable suspicion, learning that Hurt
was in communication with one whom they locked upon
as their enemy, decided st onoe o change their printer.
There being no copyright in newspaper titles in those
days, Hurt retaliated by engaging Defoe to write ancther
paper under the same title, adveriising that, from the
arrangementa he had made, readers would find the new
Flying Post better than the old. It was in his labours
on this shem Fiying Post, as the original indignantly
ealled it in an appeal to Hurt's sense of honour and
juatioe againat the piracy, that Defce came into collision
with the law. His new organ was warmly loyal. On
the I4th of Aungust it contained a highly-coloured
panegyric of George L, which alone would refute Defoe’s
asgertion ihat he knew nothing of the arts of the
courtier. His Majesty was desoribed as s combination
of more graces, virtues, and eapacities then the world
had ever seen umited in ome individusl, a man *born
for eouncil and fitted to coramand the world” Another
number of the Flying Post, & fow days afterwards, oon-
tained an attack on one of the few Tories among the
Lords of the Regenoy, nominated for the management
of affairs till the King’s arrival. During Bolingbroke’s
brief term of ascendancy, he had despatched the Earl
of Anglesey on a mingion to Ireland, The Earl had
hardly landed at Dublin when news followed him of
tha Queen's death, and he returned to act as ane of the
YTords Regent. In the Flying Post Deofoo asearted that
the object of his jowrney to Ireland was *“to new model
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the Forooa there, and particularly to break no less than
seventy of the honest officers of the army, and to §H up
their places with the tools and ereatures of Con. Phipps,
and such & rabble of cutthroats as were fit for
the work that they had for them to do.” That there
wag some truth in the allegation is likely enough; Siv
Constantine Phipps was, af least, shortly afterwards
dismissed from his offices; Bub Lord Anglesey at
onos took action against it ag a acandalous libel, Defoe
wag brought before the Lords Justices, and committed
for trial

He was liberated, however, on bail, and in spite of
what he eays about his resolution not to meddie on
cither gide, made an energefic use of his liberty. He
wrote The Seoret History of One Year—the year after
‘William's accession—vindicating the King's clemeney
towards the ebcttors of the arbitrary government of
James, and explaining that he waa compelled to employ
many of them by the rapacions gerambling of his own
adherents for places and pensions, The indirect bearing
of this tract is obvious. In October three pamphlets
cams from Defoe's fertile pen ; an Advies fo the People ¢f
Zngland to lay aside feuds and faction, and live together
under the new King like good Christians ; and two parts,
in guick succession, of & Secret History of ths Whiie Staf.
This last work wes an account of the cireumsiances
under which the Treasurer'’s White Btaff was taken
from the Earl of Oxford, and put his conduet in &
favourable light, exonerating him from the suspicion of
Jacobitism, and affirming—not guite sccurately, as other
nooonnta of the transaction seem $o imply—that it was
by Harley’s advice that the Staff was commitied to the
Eaxl of Bhrewsbury, One wonld be glad to aocept this
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as proof of Defoe’s attachment to the cnuse of his dis-
graced benefactor ; yet Harley, as hoe Iny in the Tower
awaiting his trial on an impeachment of high {reason,
issued e disclaimer concerning the Secret Histery and
another pamphlet, entitled, An dccount of the Conduct of
Robert, Earl of Oxford. These pamphlets, he said, were
not written with his kmowledge or by his direction or
encouragoment ; “on the eontrary, he had reason to
believe from several paseages therein contained that it
was the intention of the author, or authors, to do him &
prejudice.” This disclaimer may have been dictated by
o wish not to appear wanting in respect tohis judges; at
any rate Defoe's Sscret History bears no trace on the
surface of a design to prejudice him by ita recital of
facte. dn Appeal to Honour and Justioe wes Defoe’s
next produetion, 'While writing it, he waa seized with
& violent apoplectic fit, and it was issued with a Con-
clusion by the Pablisher, mentioning $his circumstance,
explaining that the pamphlet way coneequently ineom-
plete, and adding : “JIf he recovers, he may be able to
finich what he begen ; if not, it is the opinion of most
ihat kmow him that the treatment which he here com-
plaing of, and some others that he would have spoken of,
have been the apparent cause of his dissstor.” There is
no sign of incompleteness in the Appeal ; and the Con-
clugion by the Publicher, while the avthor lay #in a
weak and languighing condition, neither able to go on nor
likely to recover, at least in any short time,” gives a moat
artistio finishing stroke to it. Defoe never interfered
with the perfection of it after his recovery, which took
Place very shortly. The Appsal was issued in the first
weelk of Jannary; before the end of ths month the
indomitable writer was ready with a Third Part of the
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Sacret History, and a reply to Atterbury’s Advies fo the
Fresholders of England in view of the approaching
elections. A series of tracts written in the character
of & Quaker quickly followed, one rebuking a Dissenting
preacher for inciting the new Government to vindictive
severities, another robuking Bacheverell for hypoorisy
and perjury in taking the cath of abjuration, a third
rebuking the Duke of Ormond for encouraging Jacchite
and High Churel: moba, In March Defoe published his
Family Instruclor, o book of 450 pages; in July, his
History, by o Scots Gentleman tr the Swedish Service,
of the Ware of Charles XII,

Formidable a3 the list of these works seems, it doas
not represent more than Defoe's average rate of pro-
duction for thirty years of his life, With grave anxie-
ties added to the strain of such inccseant toil, it is
no wonder thot nature should heve raised ite protest
in an apoplectic fit, Even nature must have owned her-
salf vanquished, when she saw this very protest pressed
into tho eervice of the iiresistible and triumphant
worker. All the time he was at large upon bail, await-
ing his trial. The trial took place in July, 1715, and he
waa found guilty. But sentence was deferred till next
term. Qctober came round, but Defoe did not appear
to receive his sentence. He had reade his peace with
the Govermment, upon *f capitulations ” of which chance
bas preserved tho record in his own handwriting, He
reprezented privately to Lord Chief Justice Parker that
he had always been devoted to the Whig interest, and
that any seeming departure from it had been due to
errora of judgment, not to want of attachment, Whether
the Whig leaders believed this representation we do not
know, but they agreed to pardon '*ell former mistakes ”

12
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if ha would now enter faithfully into their servics.
Though the Hanoverian succession had been cordially
weloomed by the steady masces of the nation, the Mar
Rebellion in Scotland and the sympathy shown with this
movement in the south, warned them that their enemies
were not to be despised. There was a large turbulent
element in the population, upen which agitators might
work with fatal effact. The Jacobites had still a hold
upon the Prees, and the past years had been fruitful of
examples of the danger of trying to crush sedition with
the arm of the law, YProeecution had been proved to be
the surest road to popularity. It ooourred therefore
that Defoe might be wmseful if he still passed as an
opponent of the Government, insinuated himself as snoh
into the confidence of Jacobites, cbtained control of
their publications, and nipped mischief in the bud It
wad & dangerous and delicate service, exposing the
emissary to dire revenge if he were detected, and to
snspicion and misconstruotion from his employers in his
efforts to escape detection. But Defoe, delighting in
his superior wits, and happy in the midst of dangerous
intriguss, boldly undertock the task.



CHAFTER VIII.
LATEE JOURNALISTIO LABOUES.

For the discovery of this * strange and surprising”
chapter in Defoe's life, which clears up much that might
otherwiee have been disputable in his character, the
world is indebted solely to Mr. William Les. Accident
put Mr, Lee on the right scent, from which previous
biographers had been diverted by too literal and implimt
a faith in the arch-deceiver's statements, and too com-
prehensive an application of his occmplaint that hia
name was made the hackmey titls of the times, upon
which all sorta of low scribblers fathered their vile
productions. Defoe’s secrot services on Tory papers
exposed him, as we have seem, to missonatruction,
Nobody knew this better than himself, and nobody
could have guarded against it with more sleepless care.
In the fourth year of King George's reign a change
took place in the Ministry. Lord Townshend waa suo-
coaded in the Home Becretary’a office by Loxd Stanhope.
Therenpon Defos judged it expedient to write t0 a
private secretary, Mr. de la Faye, explaining at length
his position. This letter along with five others, also
designed to prevent misconstruction by his employers,
lay in the State Paper Office till the year 1864, when
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the whole packet fell into the hands of Mr. Ice. The
following succinet fragment of sutobiography is dated
April 28, 1718,

* Though I doubt not but you have acquainted my Lord
Stanhope with what humble sense of his lordship’s goodness I
received the scconnt you were plensed to give me, that my little
sarvices &re accepted, and that his lordehip is satisfied to go
upon the foot of former capitulations, &c.; yet I confass, Sir,
I have been anxicus upon many accounts, with respect as
well to the service itself as my own safety, lest my lord
may think himself ill-served by e, even when 1 have best
performed my duoty.

¢ ] thought it therefore not only a debt to myeelf, bot a
duiy to his lordship, that T should give hia lordship a short
account, as clear us I can, how far my former instrnciions
empowered me to act, and in a word what this little piece of
service is, for which I am so much a subject of his lordship’a
present favour and bounty.

¢ It waa in the Ministry of my Lord Townshend, when my
Lord Chief Justica Parker, to whom I stand obliged for the
favour, was plessed eo far o state my case, that notwithgtend-
ing the misrepresentations under which I had suffered, and
notwithetanding some mistskes which I was the fivet to
acknowledge, I was so0 happy as to be believed in the pro-
Tesgions I made of a sincere attachment to the interest of
the present Government, and, speeking with sll posstble
humility, I hope I have not dishonoured my Lord Parker’s
1ecommendation,

¢ In considering, after this, which way I might be rendered
most nseful to the Fovernment, it was proposed by my Lord
Townshend that 1 should stillappear as if I were, a8 before,
under the displeasure of the Government, and separated from
the Whigs ; and that ¥ might be move serviceabls in a kipd
of disguise than if I appeared openly ; and upon this foot s
weoekly paper, which I was at first directed to write, in oppo-
sition to & scandalona paper called the Skifi Shiftad, was laid
anide, and the firgt thing I engaged in was & monthly book
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called Meveurivs Politicus, of which presently. In the
interval of this, Dyer, the News-Letter writer, having been
dead, and Dormer, hia succeasor, being uneble by his trouhles
to carry on that woik, I Lad an offer of a share in tha
property, as well ns in the management of that work,

“[ immediately acquainted my Lord Townshend of it,
who, by Mr, Buckley, let me know it would be & very accept-
obls piece of serviee ; for that letter was reslly very pre-
judieial to the public, and the most difficult to come at in »
judicial way in case of offence given. My lord was pleased
to add, by Mr. Buckley, that he would consider my service in
tiint case, as ho afterwards did.

*“Upon this I engoged in it ; and that 8o far, that though
the property was not wholly my own, yet the conduct and
government of the siyle and news was so entirely in me, that
I ventured to assure his lordship the sting of that mischievous
peper should be entirely taken out, thongh it wee granted that
the styls shonid contirne Tory as it was, that the party
might be amueed and not set up anothor, which would have
destroyed the design, and this part I therefore take entirely
on mysclf stll,

““This went on for g year, before my Lord Townshend
went out of the office; and his lordslip, in consideration of
this gervice, made me the sppointment whick Mr. Buckley
knowa of, with promise of a further allowance as aervice
presented,

% My Lord S8underland, to whose goodness 1 had many years
ago been obliged, when 1 was in a secret commission sent to
Scotland, was pleased io approve and coutinue this service,
and the appointment avnexed ; and with his lordship’s appro-
bation, 1 intreduced mysalf, in the disguise of a trenslator of
the foreign news, to be eo far concerned in this weekly paper
of Afist’s ap to be able to keep it within the circle of a secret
managoment, also prevent the mischievona part of it ; and yet
neither Mist, or eny of thoee concerned with him, have the
least guess or suepicion by whose direction I do it.

¢ But here it becomes necessary to acqueint my lord (as 1
hinted to you, Sir), that this paper, called the Journal, in not
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in mysel in property, as the other, only iIn management;
with this express difference, that if anything happens to be
put in without my knowledge, which may give offence, or if
onything slips my obseervation which msy be ill-taken, his
lordahip shall be eure always to know whether he hua o
servant to reprove or & stranger to correct,

& Upon the whole, however, this is the consequence, thai
by this management, the weekly Journal, and Dormer's
Letiter, as aleo the Mercurius Politicus, which is in the same
nature of management a9 the Journal, will be elways kept
(mistakes excepted) io pass as Tory papers, and yet be dis-
abled and encrvated, so a8 to do no mischief or give any
offence to the Government,”

Others of the tell-tale letters show us in detail how
Defoe acguitted himself of his engagements to the
Government—bowing, as he gaid, in the house of
Rimmon. In one he speaks of a traitorous pamphlet
which he has stopped st the press, and begs the Becre-
tary to assure his superiors that he has the original in
eafe keaping, and that no eye but his own has seen it.
In another he apologizes for an cbnoxious paragraph
which had erept into Mist's Journal, avowing that
¢ Mr. Mist did it, after I had looked over what he bad
gotten fogether,” that he [Defoe] had no concern in it,
direotly or indirectly, and that be thought himself
obliged to notice this, {0 make gocd what he said in his
laat, viz. that if any mistake happened, Lord Stanhope
should always know whether he had a servant to re-
prove or a stranger to punish, In another he expresses
his alarm at hearing of a private suit againet Morphew,
the printer of the Merowrius Politicus, for n paseage
in that paper, and explains, firat, that the obmoxious
paasage appeared two years before, and waa consequently
oovered by a ospitulation giving him indemnity for
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all former mistakes; secondly, that the thing iteelf
was not his, neither could any one pretend to chavge it
on him, and consequently it could not he adduced ms
proof of any failure in his duty. In ancther letter he
gives an account of & new treaty with Mist. I need
not trouble you,” he says, ¢ with the particulars, but in
a word he professes himeelf- convineed that he haa been
wrong, that the Government has treated him with lenity
and forbearance, and he solemnly engages to me to give
no more offence. The liberties Mr. Buckley mentioned,
viz. to seem on the same side as before, to rally the
Flying Post, the Whig writers, and even the word
¢'Whig," &o., and to admit foolish and trifling things
in favour of the Tories. This, as I represented it to
him, he agrees is liberty encugh, and resolves his paper
shall, for the future, amuse the Tories, but not affront
the Government.” If Mist should break through this
understanding, Defoe hopes it will be understood that
it is not his fanlt; he can only say that the printer’a
resolutions of amendment seem to be sincere,

¢ Jn pursuance also of this reformation, he bronght me this
norming the enclosed letter, which, indeed, I wes glad 1o see,
beosuse, thoogh it seems couched in terms which might have
been wade publio, yet hes s secret gall in it, and & manifest
tendency to reproach the Government with partiality and
injustice, and {es it acknowledges expressly) was written to
serve a present turn, Ag this is an earneat of his just inten-
tion, I hope he will go on to your satisfaction,

¢ Give me leave, Bir, to mention here a circumstance
which concerns myself, and which, indeed, is a little hardship
upon me, viz, that I seem to meiit less, when I iniarcept s
plece of barefaced treason ai the Prees, than when I stop
such a lotter as the enalosed ; becanse one seems to be of a
kind which no man would dare to meddle with. But I wonld
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persmnda myaslf, §ir, that stopping auch notorions thingm is not
withont its gnod effsct, particalarly because, as it is troe that
soms people ere generally found who do venture to print any-
thing that offers, so stopping them here is some disconrage-
ment and diseppointment to them, and they often die in onr
hands.

T speak this, Sir, as well on occasion of what you were
pleased to eay upon that Iotter which I sent yon formerly
about Killing no Murder, as npon another with versee in it,
which Mr, Mist gave ms yesterday ; which, upon my word,
is Bo villainous and ecandalons that I scarce dare to send ik
without your order, and an assurance that my doing so shall
ba tuken well, for I confess it has & peculiar insolence in il
against His Majesty's person which (a8 blasphemons words
zgainst God) are scarce fit to be repeated.”

In the Iast of the series (of date June 13, 1718),
Defoe is able to assure his employers that “ha belisves
tho time is come when the journal, instead of affronting
and offending the Government, may many ways be made
serviceable to the Government; and he has Mr. M. so
abaolutely resigned to proper measures for it, that he
is persunded he moy answer for it.”

Following up the clue afferded by these letters, Mr.
Leo has traced the history of Afis#"s Journal under
Defoo’s surveillance. Mist did not prove so absolutely
reaigned to proper memsures as his euperviror had
begun to hope. On the contrary, he had frequent fits of
refractory obstinacy, and gave a good deal of trouble
both to Defoe and to the Government. Betweon them,
however, they had the poor man ecompletely in their
power. When he yielded to the importunity of his
Jacobite correspondents, or kicked against the taunta
of the Whig organs about his wings being clippod,—
they, no more than be, knew how—his secret controllers
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had two waya of bringing him to reason. Bometimer the
Government prosecuted him, wisely chooeing occasions
for their displeasure on which they were likely to have
popular feeling on their gide. At other times Dofoe
threatened to withdraw and have nothing more to do
with the Journal. Once or twice he corried this threat
into execution. His absenda soon told on the cireula-
tion, and Mist entrcated him to return, making promire<
of good hehaviour for the future. Further, Defoe
commended himself to the gratitude of his unconsecions
dupe by sympathizing with him in his troubles, under-
taking the conduct of the paper while he lay in prisom,
and editing two volumes of & releclion of .Miscellany
Letters from ite colmmns. At last, however, after eight
years of this partnership, dmring which BMist had no
suspicion of Defoss connexion with the Government,
the secret somehow eeeme to bave leaked out. Buch
at least is Mr. Lee's highly probable explanation of a
murderous attack made by Mist upon his partner.
Defoe, of course, stoutly denied Mist's accusations, and
published a touching account of the circumstances,
describing his assailant as a lamentable instance of
ingratitnde, Here was & man whom bhe had snved from
the gollows, and befriended at his own risk in the
utmost distress, turning round wpon him, * basely using,
insulting, and provoking him, and at last drawing his
aword upon his benefactor.” Defoe disnrmed him, gave
him his lifo, and sent for a aurgeon to dress his wounds.
But even this was not enough. Mist wonld give him
nothing but abuse of the worst and grossest nature.
Tt almost shook Defoe's faith in human nsture. Was
there ever such ingratitude known befarei! The most
ourious thing is thot Mr. Lee, who has hrought all
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thaso faote to light, seema to share Defce's ingenuouns
astonishment at this * gtrange ingtance of ungrateful
violenca,” and eonjestures that it must have proceeded
from imaginary wrong of a very grievous nature, suoh
as & guspicion that Defos had instigated the Government
to prosacute him. It is perhaps as well that it shoanld
have fallen to so loysl an admirer to exbmme Defoe's
secret services and public protestations; the record
might otherwise have bean rejected as incredible.

Mr. Lee's researches were not confined to Defoe’s
relations with Mist and his journal, and the other pub-
lications mentioned in the precious letter to Mr. de la
Faye. Once assured that Defoe did nob withdraw from
newspaper-writing sn 1715, he mnsacked the journals
of the pericd for tracea of his hand and contemporary
allusions to his labours. A rich harvest rewarded Mr.
Leo's zeal. Defoe’s individnality ix so marked that it
thrugts itself throngh every disguise. A ecareful student
of the Review, who had compared it with the literature
of the time, and learnt his peculiar tricks of style and
vivid ranges of interest, could not easily be at fault in
identifying & composition of any length. Defoe’s incom-
parable clearness of statement would alone betray him ;
that was a gift of nature which no art could successfully
imitate, Contemporaries also were guick at recognising
their Proteus in his many ahapes, and their gossip gives
a strong support to internal evidence, resting as it pro-
bably did on evidences which were not altogether in-
ternal. Though Mr. Lee may have been rack sometimes
in quoting little serapa of news as Defoe’s, he muat be
admitted to have established that, prodigions as was the
number and extent of the veleran's separate publications
during the reign of the First George, it was also the
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most active period of his career as a journalist. Man-
aging Mist and writing for his journal would have been
work enough for an ordinary man, but Defoe founded,
eonduetad, and wrote for a host of other newspapers—
the monthly Mercurius Politicus, an octavo of sixty-
four pages {1716—1720); the weekly Dormer's News-
letter {written, not printed, 1716—1718) ; the Whitshall
Evening Post (a tri-weekly quarto sheet, eatablished
1718) ; the .Daily Post (a daily single leaf, folio, esta-
blished 1719); and Applebes’s Journal (with which his
connexion bagen in 1720 and ended in 1726).

The contributions to these newspapers which Mr. Lee
has assigned, with great judgment it seems to me, to
Defoe, range over a wide field of topies, from piracy and
highway robberies to suicide and the Divinity of Christ.
Defoe’s own test of a good writer was that he should at
once please and serve his readers, and he kept this
double object in view in his newepaper writings, as much
as in Robinson C'rusce, Moll Flanders, and the Family
Instructor. Great as in the wvariety of subjects in the
selections which Mr. Lee has made upon internal evi-
dence, they are all of them subjects in which Defce
showed & keen interest in his acknowledged works. In
providing amusement for his readers he did not soar
above his age in point of refinement; and in providing
instruction, he did not fall below his age in point of
morality and religion. It is a notable circumstance
that ons of the marks by which contemporaries traced
his hand waa “the little art he is truly master of, of
forging a story and imposing it on the world for trath.”
Of this he gave a conspicnous instance in Afist's Jousrnal
in an account of the marvellous blowing up of the ieland
of Bt Vincent, which jn circumstantial invention and
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force of description mua}; be ranked among his master-
pieces. But Defos did more than embellish stories of
strange events for his newspapers. He was a master
of jowrnalistie art in all ita branches, and a fertile in-
ventor and organizer of new devices. It is to him, Mr.
Leo says, and his researches entitla him to authority,
that we owe ths prototype of the leading article, &
Letter Introductory, as it became the faslion to eall
it, written on some subject of general interest and
placed at the commencement of each number. The
writer of this Letter Iniroductory was known as the
“ author " of the paper.

Another feature in jourralism which Defoe greatly
helpad to develop, if he did not actually invent, wns
the Journal of Bociety. In the Rewiow he had pro-
vided for ths amusement of his readers by the device
of a Beandal Club, whose transactions he professed to
report. But political excitement was intense through-
ont the whole of Queen Anne's reign; Defos could
efford but small space for ecandal, and his Club was
often occupied with fighting hig minor political battles.
When, however, the Hanoverian suceossion was secured,
and the land had rest from the hot strife of parties,
light gossip waa more in request. Newspapers became
leas political, and their circulation extended from the
ooffee-honses, inns, and ale-houses to & new class of
readers. “They have of late,” a writer in Applebes’s
Journal says in 1725, “been taken in mmch by the
women, especially the political ladies, to assist at
the tea-table,” Defoe scems to have taken an active
part in making Mist's Journal end dpplebes’s Journal,
both Tory organs, suiteble for this more frivolous see-
tion of the public Thia fell in with his purpose of
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diminishing the political weight of these journals, and
ab the same time increased their sale. He converted
them from rabid party agencies into registers of domestic
news and vehicles of social disquisitions, sometimes
grave, sometimes gay in subject, but uniformly bright
and spirited in tone. .

The raw matevials of severnl of Defoe's elzbarate
tales, such as Moll Flanders and Colonel Jack, are to
be found in the columns of AMis's and dpplebee’s. In
connexion with Ayplebes's moro particularly, Defoe went
soms way towards anticipating the work of the modern
Special Correspondent. Ile apparently interviewed
distinguished criminals in Kewgate, and extracted from
them the stories of their lives, Part of what he thus
gathered he communicated to Applebes; sometimes, when
the notericty of the case justified it, he drew up longer
narratives and publivhed them sepniately as pamphlets.
He was an adept in the art of pufling his own produo-
tions, whether books or journals. It may be doubted
whether any Amesrican editor ever mestcred this art
more thoroughly than Defce, Nothing, for ingtance,
could surpass the boldness of Defoe’s plan for directing
public attention to his narrative of the robberies and
eacapes of Jack Bheppard. He seems to have taken a
particnlar interest in this daring gaol-bienker. Mr.
Lee, in fact, finds evidence that he had gained Shep-
pard’s affectionate esteem. He certainly turned his
scquaintance to admirable account. He procured o
letter for Applebee's Jowrngl from Jack, with ¢ kind
love,” and a copy of verses of hia own composition.
Both letter and verses probably came from a mare prac-
tised pen, but, to avert suspicion, the original of the
letter wae declared to be on view at Applebee’s, and



128 DANIEL DEFOE, {omar.

“well known to be in the handwriting of John Shep-
pard.” Next Defoe prepared a thrilling narrative of
Jack's adventures, which was of course described as
written by the prisoner himself, and printed at his
perticular desire. But this was not all. The artful
suthor further arranged that when Bheppard reached
his place of exocution, he should send for a friend to
the cart as he stood under the gibbet, and deliver a
copy of the pamphlet aa his last speech and dying con-
fession. A peragraph recording this incidont was duly
inserted in the newspapers. It isacrowning illustration
of the inventive dering with which Defoe practised the
tricks of his trade.

One of Defoe’s last works in eonnection with journal-
ism was to write a prospectus for a new weekly peri-
odical, the Universal Spectator, which was started by his
son-in-taw, Henry Baker, in October 1728. 'There is
mare than internal end oircumstantinl evidence that
this prospectus was Defoe's composition, When Baker
retired from the paper five years afterwards, he drew
up a list of the articles which had appeared under his
editorship, with the pames of the writers attached.
This list has been preserved, and from it we learn that
the first number, containing & prospectus and an intro-
duetory essay on the qualifieations of a good writer,
was written by Defoe. That experienced journalist natu-
rally tried to give an air of novelty to the enterprise.
“If thin paper,” the first sentence runs, “waa not
intended to he what no paper at present is, we should
never attempt to0 crowd in among such a throng of
public writers as at this time oppress the town.” In
effect the scheme of the Tniversal Spectator was to
revive the higher kind of periodical eseays which made
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the reputation of the earlier Spectafor. Attempts to
follow in the wake of Addison and Bteele had for so
long ceased to he features in journalism ; their manmer
had been so effectually superseded by less refined pur-
veyora of light literature—Defoe himself going heartily
with the stream-—that the revival was opportune, and
in point of fact proved snccessfnl, the Universal Speciator
continning to exist for nearly twenty years. It shows
bow quickly the Spectator took ita place among the
clasgics, that the writer of the prospectus considered it
dmecesgary to deprecate a charge of presumption in
sceming to challenge comparison.

¢ Let no man envy us the celebrated title wa have assumed,
or charge us with arrogance, as if we bid the world expect
grect things from us. Must we have no power to please, un-
less we come up to the full height of those imimitable per-
formanocea ? Is there no wit or humenr left becanse they are
gone? Is the spinit of tha Spectsfors sll lost, and their
mantle fullen wpon nobody? Have they asid all that can be
said ? Has the world offered no varisty, snd presented no
new scenes, since they retired from ne? Or did they leave
off, because they were quite exhausted, and had no more to
say? ™

Defoo did not always speak so respectfully of the
authors of the Spectalor. If he had been asked why
they left off, he wonld probably have givern the reason
contained in the last sentence, and backed his opinion
by contamptuous remarks about the want of fertility in
the echolarly brain. He himself oculd bave gone on
producing for ever; he was never gravelled for lack of
matter, bad no nice ideas about manner, and was some-
times sore about the seperior respectability of those who
had. Pubt here ke was on business, addressing people

E
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who looked back regretfully from the vulgarity of Mist’s
and Applebee’s to the refinement of earlier periodicals,
and making g bid for their custom. A few mare sen-
tences from his advertisement will show how well he
underatood their prejudices :—

% The main design of this work is, to turn your thoughts &
Little off from the clamour of contending parties, which hae
80 long surfeited you with their ill-timed politice, and reetore
your taste to thinge truly euperior and sublime.

¢ In order to this, we ghall endeavour to present you with
such gubjects am are copable, if well handled, both tc
divert and to instrmet you; such as shall render convergation
pleasant, and Lelp to make mankind agreeable to one another.

# Ag for our management of them, not to promise too much
for ourselves, we shall only say we hope, at least, to make our
work acceptable to everybody, because we resolve, if posaille
to displease tobody.

% We assure the world, by way of negative, that we shell
engage in no quarrels, weddle with no parties, deal in no
soandal, nor endeavour to make any men yerry at the expense
of their neighbourm, In a word, we shall set nobody to-
gother by the esrs. And though we heve encouraged the
ingenions world to correspond with ns by letters, we hope
they will not take it ill, that we say beforshand, no letters
will be taken notice of by us which contain any pereonal
reproaches, intermeddle with family breaches, or tend to
soandel or indecency of any kind.

# The current papers are moro than sufficient to carry on oll
the dirty work the town can have for them to do: and what
with party strife, politics, poetic quarrels, and all the other
consequences of a wrangling age ; they are in no danger of
wanting employment ; end thoss readers who delight in such
things, may divert themscives there. But our views, ss is
waid above, lie apother way ™

Good writing is what Defoe promises the readers
of the Universal Speiator, and this leads him to
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congider what particular qualifieations go to the com-
position, or ina word, “ what is required to denominste
2 man 4 good writer.” His definition is worth guoting
as o statement of his principles of composition.

¢ One says this is a polite author ; another says, thst is an
excellent good-writer; and penerally wo find some oblique
strokes pointed sideways at themmelves ; intimating thet
whether we think fit to allow it or not, they take themselves
to be very good writers. And, indeed, I must excnss them
their vanity ; for if a poor anthor had not some good opinion
of bimself, especielly when under the discouragement of
having nobody else to be of his mind, he would never write
at all ; nay, he could not ; it would take off wll the little dni}
edge that his pen wight have on it before, and he would not
be nble to say one word to the purpose,

& Now whatever may be the lot of thia paper, be that as
common fame shall direct, yet without entering into the
enquiry who writes better, or who writes woree, I shall lny
down one specific, by which you that read shall impartially
determine who are, or sre not, to be called good toriters. Ina
word, the character of a good writer, wherever he ia to be
fonnd, is this, viz., that he wriiea 8o aa io please and serve
at the same time,

« If ha writea to plezes, and not to serve, he is & flatterer and
a hypocrite ; if to serve and not to please, he turne cynio and
satiriat, The first deals in smooth falschood, the last in
rough scandal ; the last may do some good, though litile; the
first does no good, and maey do mischief, not a little ; the last
provokes your rage, the firet provokea your pride; and in &
ward either of them is burtful rather than veeful. But the
writer that etrives to be useful, writes to serve you, and et
the sune time, by an imperceptible art, draws you on io be
pleased alsc, He repreeents truth with plainness, virtue with
preise ; he even reprehends with e sofincea thet carries the
force of a satire without the salt of it ; and he insenaibly
screwn himself into your good opinion, that as his writinge
merit your regard, so they fail not to obtain it,

x 3
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““Thin in part of the character by which I define a good
writer ; I say *tis but part of it, for it ia not a half sheet thai
would contain the foll description ; a Iarge volume would
hardly suffice it. His fame reqnires, indesd, a very good
wtiter to give it due praise; and for that reason {and a good
reanon too) I go no farther with it



CHAPTER IX,
THE PLACE OF DEFCE'S FICTIONS IN HIS LIFE.

Trose of my readera who have thought of Defoe only as
& writer of stories which young and cld still love to
read, must not be sarprised that so few pag.s of this
little hook should be left for an aceount of his work in
that field. No doubt Defoe's chief claim to the world's
interest is that he is the author of Robinson Cruece.
But there is little to be sald about this or any other of
Defoe's tales in themselves, Their art is simple, znique,
incommunicable, and they are too well known to meed
description. On the other hand, theie is much that is
worth knowing and not generally known about the
1elation of these works to his life, and the place that
they ocoupy in the sum total of his literarv activity.
Hundreds of thousands mince Defce's death, and mil-
lions in agea to come, would never have heard his
name but for Robirson Crusce. To his contemporaries
the publication of that work was but a amall ineident in
a career which for twenty yeara bad claimed and held
their interest, People in these days are apt to imagine,
because Defoe wrote the moest fasdinating of booka for
children, that he was himself simple, child-like, frank,
open, and unsuspecting. He has been so described by
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more than cmo historian of literature. Tt was not so
that he appeared to his contemporaries, and it is nob so
that ba can appear to us when we know his life, unless
we recognise that he took a child’s delight in beating
with their own weapone the most astute intriguers in
the most intriguing period of English history.

Defoe was essentially a journalist. He wrote for
the day, and for the greatest intersst of the groatest
aumber of the day. He always had some ship sailing
with the passing breeze, and laden with a nseful cargo
for the ooast upon which the wind chanced to be blow-
ing. If the Tichborne trial had happened in his tims,
weo shonld certainly have had from him an exact history
of the boyhood and surprising adventures of Thomss
Castro, commonly known aa Bir Roger, which would
have come down to us as a true record, taken, perhape,
by the chaplain of Portland prison from the convict's
own lipe. It would have had such an air of authenticity,
and would have been ecarrcborated by such an array of
trustworthy witnesses, that nobody in later times aould
have doubted its troth. Defoe always wrote whal a
large number of pecple were in & mood to read. All
his writings, with s0 few exoeptions that they may
reasonably be sapposed to fall within the category, were
piloss ds circonstance. “Whenever any disfinguished
pereon died or otherwise engaged public attention, no
matter how distinguished, whether as a politician, a
crimipal, or & divine, Defoe loet no {ime in bringing
out 8 biography. It was in such emergenciss that he
produced his memairs of Charles XI1., Poter the Great,
Count Patkul, the Duke of Shrewsbury, Baron de Goertz,
the Rev. Daniel ‘Williams, Captain Avery the King of
the Pirates, Dominique Cartouche, Rob Roy, Jonathan
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Wild, Jack Sheppard, Duncan Campbell. When the
day had been fired for the Earl of Oxford's trial for
high ireascn, Defoe issned the fictitions Minutes ¢f the
Secret Negotiations of Mons, Mesnager ab the English
Court during bis ministry. We owe the Journal of the
Plagus tn 1665 to a visitation which fell upon France
in 1721, and ecaused much apprehension in England.
The germ which in hig fertile mind grew into Robinson
Crusos foll from the real adventures of Alexander Rel-
kirk, whase solitary residence of four years on the
igland of Jnar Fernandez was a nine days’ wonder in
the reign of Queen Anne. Defoe was too busy with
hiz politics at the moment to turn it to accomnt ; i was
recalled to him later on, in the year 1719, when the
exploits of famong pirates had given a vivid interest to
the chanoes of adventnrers in far-away islands on the
American and African ooasts. The ZLife, Adventures,
and Piracies of the fomous Capiain Stngleton, who was
set on shore in Madagasear, traversed the continent of
Africa from east to west past the sources of the Nile,
and wend roving again in the compeny of the famous
Captain Avery, waa produced to satiefy the same de-
mand. Buch biographies a3 those of Moll Flanders and
the Lady Roxans wers of a kind, as he himeelf illnstrated
by av amusing anecdote, that inmberested all times and
all professions and degreea; but we have seen to what
accident he owed their suggestion and probably part of
their materials. He had tested the market for such
wares jn his Journals of Bociety.

In following Defoe’s career, we are oomstantly re-
minded that he was a man of busness, and practised the
profesaion of letters with a shrewd eye to the main chance,
Hoe gcoffed at the idea of practising it with any other
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object, though he had aspirations after immortal fame
as much as any of his more decorous contemporaries.
Like Thomas Fuller, he frankly avowed that he wrole
* for some honest profit to himself.” Did any man, he
acked, do anything without some regard to his own
advantage} Whenever he hit upon a profitable vein,
he worked it to exhanstion, putting the ore into varions
shepes to attract different purchassra. Robinson Crusos
made a sensation; he immediately followed up the
original stary with a Second Part, and the Second Part
with a volume of Serious Reflections. He had discovered
the keenness of the public appetite for stories of the
supernatural, in 1706, by means of his Trus Relation ¢f
the Appavition of one Mrs, Veal! When, in 1720, he
undertock to write the life of the popular fortune-teller,
Duncan Campbell—a puff which illustrates almost better
than anything else Defoe’s exiraordinary ingenuity in
putting a respoctable face upon the mont disreputable
materials—he had another proof of the avidity with
which people run to hear marvels. He followed up
this clue with 4 System of Magic, or a Bistory of the
Biack Art; The Secrete of the Invisible World disclosed,
or a Universal History of Appaerétions ; and & humorous
History ¢f the Devil, in which last work he subjected
Paradisz Lost, to which Addison had drawn attention

1 Mr, Lee has disposed conclusively of the myth that this tale
was written fo promote tha sale of s duoll beok by one Drelineourt
on the Fear of Desih, which Mra. Veal's ghost earnestly reoom-
wended her friend to read. It was fist publirhed separately as &
pamphlet without any reference to Drelincourt. It was not printed
with Drelineourt’s Fear of Ieath till the fourth editiom of that
work, which was already popular. Further, the sale of Drelinoourt
does not appear o have beor: ineveased by the addition of Defocs
pnmptl&:hthebook,md&llm?eﬂ'lmmendaﬁmhth
pamphlet.
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by his papers in the Spectator, to very sharp criticiem,
In his books and pamphlets on the Behavicur of Bervanta,
and his works of more formal inatrnction, the Family
Inatructor, the Plan of English Commerce, the Complee
English Tradesman, the Complete English Gentlesman (his
last work, left unfinished and unpublished), ho wrote with
a similar regard to what was for the moment in demand.

Defoe's novel-writing thus grew naturally oub of bis
gengral literary trade, and had not a little in common
with the rest of his abundant stock. .All his produc-
tions in this line, his masterpiece, Robinson Crusos, a8
well as what Charles Lamb calls hiy * gesondary novels,”
Capiain Singleton, Colonsl Jack, Mol Flanders, and
Roxana, were manofactured from material for which he
had ascertained that there was a market; the only novelty
lay in the mode of preparation. From writing bio-
graphies with real names attached to them, it was but
u short step to writing biographies with fictitions names.
Defos is sometimes spoken of as the inventor of the
realistie novel ; realistic hiography would, perhaps, be &
more strictly accurate description. Looking at the
character of his professed records of fact, it Eeems
strange that he should ever have thought of writing ihe
lives of imaginary heroes, and should not have remained
content with  forging stories and imposing them on the
would for truth " about famous and notorious persons in
real life, The purveyors of news in those days could nse
withont fear of detection a licenoe which would not be
tolerated now. They eould not, indeed, satisfy the public
appetite for news without taking liberties with the
truth. They had not special correspendents in all parte
of the world, to fill their pages with reports from the
£pot of things seen and heard. The public had acquired



138 DANTEL DEFOE. [craz,

the babit of locking to the press, to periodical papers
and casual books and pamphlets, for informstion abont
passing eventa and prominent men before sufficient
means had been organized for procmring information
which should approximate to correctness. In such cir-
cumstances, the temptation to invent and embellish was
irresistible. ““ Why,"” & paragraph-maker of the time is
made to say, “ If we will write nothing but truth, we
must bring you no news ; we are bound to bring you such
ag we can find.” Yet it waa not lies but truth that the
public wanted as much as they do mow. Hence arose
the neceseity of fortifying reports with cireumstantial
evidence of their anthenticity. Nobody rebuked =nn-
principled nows-writers more strongly than Defoe, and
no news-writer was half 28 copious in his gnaranteea for
the accuracy of hig information. When a report reached
England that the island of 8t Vincent bad besn blown
into the air, Defos wrote a description of the calamity,
the most sastonishing thing that had happened in the
world “ gince the Creation, or at least since the destruc-
tion of the earth by water in the general Deluge,” and
prefaced his description by saying —

#Qur accounts of thia come from 80 many several handa and
several places that it would be impossible to bring the letters
all ssparately into this jonrnal ; and when we had done a0, or at-
tempted to do eo, would leavo the story confused, and the world
not perfectly informed. We liave therefore thought it better
ta give the substance of this amazing aceident in one vollection;
making together as full and es distinet an accountof the whole
an we believe it posaible to come at by any intelligence whatao-
aver, and at the close of thia account we shall give some pro-
bahle gnesses at the natnral canse of so terrible an operation,”

Defoe oarried the same system of vouching for the
troth of his narratives by referring them to likely



] PLACE OF DEFOE'S FICTIONS IN HIB LIFE. 1%

gources, into pamphlete and books which really served
the purpose of newspapers, being written for the grati-
fication. of passing interesta. The History of the Wars
of Oharles XIL, which Mr. Lee ascribes to him, was
written “ by a Seots gentlemen, in the Swedish service.”
The short narrative of the life and death of Count
Patkul was ' written by the Lutheran Minister whe
asgisted him in hia lagt hours, and faithfully translated
out of & High Datch maruseript.” M. Mesnager's minutes
of his negotiations were © written by himself,” and * done
out of French.” Defoe knew that the public would
read such narratives more eagerly if they believed them
to be true, and aseribed them to authors whoee position
entitlad them to confidence. There ean be little doubt
that he drew upon his imngination for more than the
title-peges, Dut why when he had a0 many eminent
and notorious persons to serve as his subjeets, with all
the advantage of bearing names about which the public
wers already cmrious, did he turn to the adventures of
new and fictitions heroee and beroines? One can
only suppose that he was attrasted by the greater free
dom of movement in pure invention; he msade the
venture with Rolinson Crusos, it was successful, and he
repeated it. Dub after the success of Robinson Crusce,
he by no means abandoned his old fielda Tt was after
this that he produced autobiographies and other primd
Jacts authentio lives of notorious thieves and piratea
‘With all his records of heroes, real or fictitious, he
practised the same devices for ensuring credibility. In
all alike he took for grantad that the first question
people would ask about a story was whether it was true.
the novel, it must be remembered, was then in ita

infancy, and Defos, as we shnll prescntly see, imagined,
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probably not withoub good reason, that his readers would
disapprove of story-telling for the mere pleasure of the
thing, as an immorality.

In writing for the enfertairment of his own tims,
Defoe took the surest way of writing for the entertain-
ment: of all time. Yet if he had never chunced to write
Robingon Crusce, be would now have & very cbscure
place in English literature, His “patural infirmjty of
homely plain writing,” as he humorously described it,
might have drawn students to his works, but they ran
considerable risk of lying in utter oblivion. He was
st war with the whole guild of respectable writera who
have become clasgics ; they despised him as an illiter-
ate fellow, a vulgar huckster, and never alluded to him
excopt in terms of contempt. He was not slow to retort
their civilitios; but the retorta might very essily have
sunk beneath the waters, while the assaults were
preserved by their mutual support. The vast mass of
Defoe’s writings received no kindly aid from distin-
guished contemporaries to float them down the siream ;
everything was done that bitter dislike and sapercilions
indiffarence conld do to submerge them. Lolinson Cruscs
waa their sole life buoy.

It would be & mistake to suppose that the vitality of
Robinson C'rusoe is a happy accident, and that others of
Defoe’s tales have as much claim in point of merit to per-
mansnoa, ERobinson Crusce has lived longest, because it
lives most, because it waa detached as it were from its own
time snd organized for separate existence. Itis the only
ane of Defoe’s tales that shows what he conld do as an
artist, ‘We might have seen from the others that he had
the genius of a great artist ; here we have the posaibility
aealizad, the eonvineing proof of accomplished work.
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Moll Flanders in in some respects superior as a novel

Moll is & much more complicated charaoter than the
gimple, open-minded, manlymariner of York; a strangely
mixed compound of craft and impulse, selfishneas and
generosity—in short, a thoroughly bad woman, made bad
by circumstances. In tracing the vigilant resclution
with which she plays upon human weakmess, the spasms
of compunetion which shoot across her wily designs, the
selfish afterthonghts which parzlyge her genercus im-
pulses, her fits of dare-devil courage and uncontrollable
panie, and the steady cmrent of good-humoured satisfae-
tion with herself which makes her chuekle equally over
mishaps snd suceesses, Defoe has gone much more desply
into the springs of action, and sketched a much richer
page in the natural history of his epecies than in
Robinson Orusce, True, it is & more repulsive page, but
that is not the only reason why it has fallen into com-
parative oblivion, and exista row onlyas a parasite npon
themore popular work, It is not equally well constructed
for the stroggle of existence among books. No bock
live for ever which iz not firmly organired round
some central principle of life, and that principle in itrelf
imperishable. It must have a heart and members:
the members must be soundly compacted and the heart
superior to decay. Compared with Robingon Crusos,
Moll Flanders ia only e string of diverting incidents,
the lowest type of book organism, very brilliant while it
ie fresh and new, but not qualified to survive competitors
for the world's intereat. Thers iz no unique crestive
purposs in it to bind the whole together; it might be
cut into pieces, each capeble of wriggling amuaingly by
itself. The gradual corruption of the hercine’s virtue,
which is the ercompasging scheme of the tals, is too thin
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a8 well a3 t00 common an artistic envelope ; the incidents
burst through it at so many points that it bacomea a
shapelesa masa. But in Robinson Crusos we have real
growth from a vigerous germ, The central idea round
which the tale iz organized, the position of a man cast
ashore on a desert island, abandoned to his own re-
sourcea, mnddenly shot beyond help or ecounsel from hie
fellow-creatures, is one that must live as long as the
uncertainty of human Jife.

The germ of Robinson Cruse, the actual experience
of Alexander Belkirk, went floating about for several
years, and more than one artist dallied with it, till it
finally mettled and took root in the mind of the one man
of his generstion most capable of giving it a home and
working out its artistic possibilities. Defoe was the only
man of letters in his time who might have been thrown
on & degert island without finding himself at a loss what
to do. Tha art required for developing the poaition in
imagination was not of & oomplicated kind, and yet it ia
one of the rarest of gifta. Something more was wanted
than gimply conceiving what a man in such e situation
would probably fesl and probably do. .Above all, it was
neceasary that his perplexities should be nnexpected, and
his expedieuts for meeting them wnexpected ; yet both
perplexities and expedients so real and Jife-like that, when
we were told them, we ghould wonder we had not thought
of them before. One gift was indispensble for this, how-
ever many might be accessory, the genius of circumstantial
invention —not & very exalted order of genius, perhaps,
but quite xs mre as any other intellectual prodigy.!

1 Mr, Leslio Stephen seems to me to underrate the mrity of this
peonliar gift in his brillisnt eway oo Defos's Novels in Hours @
Lidrary.
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Deloe was fifty-eight years cld when he wrote Robinson
Crusoe. If the invention of plausible circumatances is
the great secret in the art of that tale, it wonld have
been a marvellous thing if this had been the first in-
stance of ite exercise, and it had broken ont suddenly
in s man of so advanced an age. "When we find an
artist of supreme excellence in any craft, we -generally
find that he has been practising it all his life. To say
that he has a genivs for it, means that he has practised
it, and eoncentrated his main force upon it, and that he
has been driven irresistibly to do so by sheer bent of
nature. It was so with Defoe and his power of circum.
stantial invention, his nnrivalled genins for “lying like
truth.” For years upon years of his life it had been
his chief ocompetion. From the time of his first comn-
nexion with Harley, at least, he had eddressed his
countrymen through the press, and had perambulated
the length and breadth of the land in assumed characters
and on factitious pretexte. His firet eesay in that way
in 1704, when he left prison in the service of the
Government, appsaling to the general compasaton becanse
he was under government displeasure, was akilful encugh
to guggest great native genius if not extensive previous
practico. There ave paseages of circumstantial invention
in the Review, as ingenious as anything in Robinson
Crusce ; and the mere fact that at the end of ten years
of secret pervios nnder gucoessive Grovernments, and in
spite of a widespread opinion of his untrustworthiness,
Le was able to pasa himself off for ten years more as &
Tory with Tories and with the Whig Government sa
8 loyal servant, is a proof of sustained ingenuity of
invention greater than many volumes of fiskion,

Looking at Defoe's private life, it is not difficult to
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understand the peculiar fazcination which such a pro-
blem as he solved in Robinson Crusce must have had for
him. It waa not merely that be had passed a lifa of
umoertainty, often on the verge of precipices, and often
saved from ruin by a buoyant energy which seems almost
miraculong ; not merely that, as he said of himself in
ons of his diplomatic appeals for commiseration,
¢ No man hath tasted differing fortones more,
Por thirtesn times have I besn rich and poor.”

Bot when he wrote KHobinson Crusoce, it was one of the
actual chances of his Iife, and by po means e remote
one, that he might be cast all alone on an uninhabited
island. "Woe see from his letters to De la Faye how
fearful he was of having “mistakes” Iaid to his charge
by the Government in the oounrse of his secret services.
His former changes of perty had exposed him, as he
well knaw, to suspicion. A false step, a misnnderstood
paragraph, might bave had rrinous conssquences for him.
If the Government had prosecuted him for writing any-
thing offensive to them, refusing to belisve that it was
put in to amuse the Tories, transportation might very
easily have been the penalty. He had made so many
enemies in the Press that he might have been transported
without a voice being raised in his favounr, and the mob
would not have interfered to save a Government spy
from the Plantations. Bhipwreck among the islands of
the West Indies was » possibility that stood not far from
his own door, aa he looked forward into the unknown,
and prepared his mind as men in dangerous sitnationa
do for the worst. "'When he drew up for Moll Flanders
and her husband a list of the things necessary for start-
ing life in a new couniry. or when he doscribed Colonel
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Jack’s management of his plantation in Virginia, the
subject was one of more than general enriosity to him ;
and when he exercised his imagination upon the fate of
Robingon Cruace, he was contemplating a fate whick a
few movements of the wheel of Fortune might make
his own.

But whatever it was that made the germ idea of
Robinson Crusce take root in Defoe’s mind, he worked it
out as an artist, Artista of a more emotional type
might have drawn much more elaborate and affecting
word-pictures of the mariner's feclings in varicns trying
aituations, gone much deeper into his changing moods,
and shaken gur souls with pity and terror over the soli-
tary castaway’s alarms and fits of despair. Defoe’s aims
lay another way. His Crusoe is not a man given to the
loxury of grieving. If he had begun to pity himeelf,
he would have been undone. Perhaps Defoe's imagi-
native force wag not of » kind that could have done
justios to the agonies of a shipwrecked sentimentalist;
he has loft no proof that it was; but if he had repre-
sented Crusoe bemoaning his misfertunes, brooding over
hig faars, or eighing with Ossianio sorrow over his lest
companions and friends, he would have spailed the con-
sistency of the character. The lonely man had his
momsnts of panic and his days of dejection, but they
did not dwell in his memory. Defoe no doubt followed
his own natoral bent, but he also showed true art in
confining Crusce’s recollections as clozely as he does to
his efforts to extricate himself from diffievlties that
wounld have overwhelmed a man of softer temperament.
The subject had fascinated him, and he found emough
in it to engross his powers without travelling beyond
itsa limits for diverting episodes, as ho does more
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or less in all the rest of his tales. The diverting
episodes in Robineon Crusos all help the verisimilitude
of the story.

‘When, however, the ingenions inventor had com-
Pleted the story artistically, carried us through all the
outeast’s anxieties and efforts, and shown him triumphant
ovar all difficulties, prosperous, and again in communion-
tion with the outer world, the spirit of the literary
trader would not let the finished work alome. 'The
story, as 8 work of art, ends with Crusce’s departure
from the island, or st any rate with his return o
England. Its mnity is then complete. But Robinson
Crusoe at once borame a popular hero, and Defoe was
too keen a man of bueiness to miss the chance of forther
profit from so lucrative a vein. He did not mind the
sneers of hostile critica. They made merry over the
trifling inconsistencies in the tale. How, for example,
they asked, oould Urusce have stuiffed his pocketa with
biscuits when he had taken off ell his clothea hefore
swimming to the wreck ¥ How could he have been at
such & loas for olothes after those he had put off were
washod away by the rising tide, when he had the ship's
stores to choose from! How could he have seen the
goat's eyes in the cave when it was pitch dark! How
could the Spaniarde give Friday's father an agreement
in writing, when they had neither paper nor ink{ How
did Friday eome to know so intimately the habite of
bears, the bear ngt being & denizen of the West Indian
islanda? On the ground of these and such-like {rifles,
ong critic declared that the book seems caloulated for
the mob, and will not bear the aye of a rational reader,
and that “all but the very canaille are satisfied of the
worthlessness of the performance.” Defce, we may
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guppose, was not much moved by these strictures, as
edition after edition of the work was demanded, He
corrected one or two little inaccuracies, and at once set
about writing & Becond Part, and a volume of Serious
Ryflections which had occurred to Crusoe amidat his
adventures, These were purely commercial excrescences
upon the original work. They were popular encugh at
the time, but those who are tempted now o accompany
Crusce in his seeond visit to his island and his enter-
prising travels in the East, agree that the Second Part
is of infericr interest to the firat, and very fow now read
the Sertows Reflections.

The Sertous Eeflections, however, are wall worth
reading in connexion with the author's personal hietory,
Tun the preface wo are told that Robinson Crusos iz an
allegory, and in one of the chapters we are told why it
is an allegory. The explansation is given in a bomily
againgt the vice of talking falsely. By talking falsely
the moralist explains that be does not mean telling
lios, that fs, falsehoods concocted with an evil object;
theze he puts agide as gins altogether beyond the pale
of discussion. PBut thereis a minor vice of falsehood
which he considers it his duty to reprove, namely, telling
stories, a3 foo many people do, merely to amuse. * This
supplying a etory by invention,” he says, “ias certainly
o most scandalous erime, and yet very little regardaed in
that part. It is a sort of Iying that makes a great hole
in the heart, in which by degrees a habit of lying enters
in. Such a man comes quickly up to a total disregarding
the truth of what he says, looking upon it as s trifle,
a thing of no import, whether any story he telle be true
or not.’”" How empty s satisfaction is this ¢ purchased
at 80 great an expense as that of conscience, and of a

L2
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diehononr donetotruth!” And the erime is so entirely
objectless. A man who tells a lie, properly eo ealled,
has some hope of reward by it. But to lis for aport ia
to play ot shuttlecock with your soul, and load your
consoience for the mere seke of being a fool. “With
what temper should I speak of those people? What
words can express the meanness and baseness of the
mind that can do this1” In making this protest againat
frivolons story-telling, the humour of which must have
been greatly enjoyed by his journalistic colleagues,
Defoo anticipated that his readers would ask why, if he
g0 disapproved of the supplying e story by inventiom,
he had written Robineon Crusoe. His anawer was that
Rolinson Crusos waa an allegory, and that the telling
or writing a parable or an allugive allegorical history is
quite & different case. “I, Robinson Crusce, do affirm
that: the story, though allegorieal, is also historical, and
thet it is the beautiful representation of a life of
unexampled misfortunes, and of a variety not to be met
with in this world.” This life was his own. He explains
at soms length the particulars of the allegory :—

# Thus the fright and fancies which suscesded the story of
the print of & man’s foot, and eurprise of the old goat, and
the thing rolling on my bed, and my jumping up in e fright,
are all hisioriea and real stories ; aa are likewise the draam of
being teken by messengers, being arrested by officers, the
munner of being driven on shore by the surge of the sea, the
ghip on fire, the desoription of starving, the siory of my man
Friday, and many more most natural paseagen observed hare,
and on which any roligious reflections are made, axe all his-
toriosl and true in fact It is most rea! that I had a parrot,
and tsught it to call me by my name, such a servant o savage
and afterwards a Chrisiian, end that hia name was called
Friday, and that he was ravished from mo by force, and died
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in the hands that took him, which I represent by being kifled ;
this is all literally true, and should I enter inio discoveries
many alive can testify them, His other conduct and assist-
ance to me also have just references in all their parts io the
helpa 1 had from that faitiful savage in my real solitades
and dieasters.

“The story of the bear in the tree, and the fight with the
wolves in the snow, is likewive matter of real history ; and
in & word, the adventures of Robinson Crusoe are e whole
schema of a life of twenty-oight years spent in the moat
wandering, desolate, and aHicting circumstances that ever
man went throngh, end in which 1 have lived so long in s Iife
of wonders. in continued storme, fought with the worst kind
of savages end man-eaters, by unaccoanieble surprising
incidents; fed by miraclea greater than that of the ravens,
suftered all manner of violences and oppressions, injurious
reproaches, contempt of men, attacks of devils, corrections
frowr Heaven, and oppositions on earth ; and bad innumerable
ups and downs in matters of fortuoe, been in slavery wome
than Tarkish, eacaped by an exquisite mansgement, as that in
the etory of Xury and the boat of Salles, been taken up at
son in dimirees, rajred again and depressed again, and that
oftener perhaps in one man'e life then ever was known
before ; shipwrecked often, though more by land than by
sea ; in a word, there’s not a circumsatance in the imaginary
gtory but has its just ellusion to s real story, and chimea pert
for part, and atep for atep, with the inimitable life of Robinson
Crusoe.”

But if Defoe had ench & regard for the strict and
literal trath, why did he not tell his history in his own
peraont 'Why convey the facta allusively in an allegory t
To this question also he had an answer. He wrote for
the instruction of mankind, for the purpose of recom-
mending “ invineihle patience under the worst of misery ;
indefatigable application and undaunted resolution under
the greatest and most discoursging circwnstances.”
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# Had the common way of writing a man’s private history
been taken, and I had given you the condact or life of a man
you knew, and whose misfortrnes and infirmities perbaps you
had somstimes unjustly triumphed over, all I could have
sald would have yielded no diversion, and perhaps mscarce
have obiained a reading, or at best no attention ; the teacher,
like & grester, having nohoncur in his own conntry.”

For all Defoe’s profession that Robinson Cruscs is an
allegory of his own life, it would be rash to take what
he saya too literally. The reader who goes to the tale
in search of a close nllegory, in minute chronological
correzpondence with the facta of the allsged original,
will find, I expect, like myself, that he haz gone on &
wild-goose chase. There in & certain general correspon-
dence. Defoe’'s own life is certainly as instroctive aa
Crueoe’s in the lesson of invinsible patiencs and un-
dannted resolution, The chipwreck parhaps corresponds
with his first bankruptey, with which it eoincides in
point of tims, having happened just twenty-eight years
before. If Defoe had a real man Friday, who had
learnt all his arts till he could practise them as well as
himself, the fact might go to explain his enormous pro-
ductivences 88 an author. But I donbt whether the
allegory can be pushed into such details, Defoe’s fancy
was quick enough to give an allegorical meaning to any
tale, Hemlght have found in Moll Flanders, with her
five marriages and ultimate prostitution, corresponding
to hig own five political marriages and the dubions eon-
dust of his later years, a closer allegory in soms respects
than in the life of the shipwrecked sailer. The idea of
ealling Robinson Cruscs an allegory was in all proba-
bility an afterthought, perhaps suggested by a derisive
parody which had appeared, entitled The life and sirangs
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surpriving adveniures of Danisl de Fos, of London, Hosier,
who lived oil alone in the uninfiabited island of Great
Britain, and, eo forth.

If we study any writing of Defoo’s in connexion with
the circumstances of its production, we find that it is
manysided in it purposes, as full of side aims as a nave
ig full of spokes. 'These sopplementary moral chapters
to Robinson Crusos, sdmirable as the reflections are in
themselves, and natorally as they are made o arise out
of the incidents of the hero’s life, contain more than
mesta the eye till we oconnect them with the author's
poeition. Calling the tale an allegory served him in
two ways. In the first place, it added to the interest of
the tale itself by presenting it in the light of a riddle,
which was left but half-revealed, though he declared
after such explanation ag he gave that “the riddle was
now expounded, and the intelligent reader might see
dlearly the end and design of the whole wark” Im
the spoond place, the allegory was ench an image of his
lifo aa he wished for good reasons to impress on the
public mind. He hed all along, as we have scen, while
in the secret service of succossive governments, vehe-
mently protested his independence, and ocalled Heaven
and Earth to witness that he waa a poor struggling,
unfortunsie, ealommiated man, It was more than ever
nepegsary now when people believed him to be under the
insuperable displeasure of the Whigs, and he was really
rendering them such dangerous service in comnexion
with the Tory journals, that he should convinsce the
world of his miefortrmes and his honesty. The Serious
Refleclions consist mainly of meditations on Divine
Providence in times of trouble, and discourses on the
supreme importance of honest dealing. They are put
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into the mouth of Robinson Crusce, but the rcader in
warned that they ocourred to the author himself in the
midst of real incidents in hie own life. Knowing what
public repute said of him, he does not profess never tohave
strayed from the paths of virtue, but he implies that he
i sincerely repentant, and is now & reformed character.
“'Wild wicked Robinson Crusce does not pretend to
honesty himself.” He ackmowledges his early errors.
Not to do so would be s mistaken piece of false
bravery. ¢ All shame is cowardice. The bravest spirit
ia the best qualified for a penitent. He, then that
will be honeat, must dare to eonfess that he has been a
knave.,” But the man that has beem sick is half a
physician, end therefore he iv both well fikted to comnsel
others, and being convineed of the ain and folly of his
former errors, is of all men the lesst likely to repeat
them, Want of courage was not a featurs in Defoe’s
diplomacy. He thes boldly described the perticular form
of dishonesty with which, when he wrote the deseription,
he wad practising upon the uneonscious Mr. Mist,

*f Thers iy an ugly word called cunning, which is very per-
nicious to it {honesty], and which particularly injures it by
hiding it from our discovery and mzking it hard to find.
This is so like honesty that many a man has been deceived
with it, and have taken one for t'other in the markets: nay,
I have heard of some who have planted this wild fomesty, as
we may call it, in thoir own ground, have made use of it in
their friendship and dealings, and thought it had been the
trae plant. But they alwayn Ioat credit by it, and that wasnot
the worst neither, for they had the loss who dealt with them,
and who chaffered for & counterfeit commodity ; and we find
many deceived so still, which is the occesion there is such an
outory about false friends, and abont sharping and tricking in
men's ordinary dealings with the world.”
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A mastermind in the art of working a man, as
Bacon calls if, is surely apparent here. 'Who conld
have suspected the moralist of concealing the ains he
wag inclined to, by exposing and lamenting those very
ging? There are other passages in the Serious Reflections
which scem to have been particularly intended for
Mist's edification, In reflecting what & fine thing
honesty is, Crusoe expresses an opinion that it is much
more common than is generally supposed, and gratefully
recalls how often he has met with it in his own
experience. He asks the reader to note how faithfully
be was served by the English sailoy’s widow, the
Portugnese captain, the boy Xuory, and his man Friday.
From these allegorio types, Mist might seleot a model
for his own behaviour., 'When we oonsider the tone of
these Serious Reflactions, 80 eminently pious, moral, and
unpretending, so obviously the outeome of a wise, eimple,
ingenuous nature, we can better understand the fury
with which Mist turned upon Defoe when at last he
disocvered hig treachery. They are of use also in throw-
ing lighy npon the prodigious versatility which could dash
off & masteryiece in fiction, and, before the printer’sink
waa dry, be alresdy at work making it & subordinate
instrument in & moch wider and more wornderful schems
of activity, his own restlesa life.

T is curions to find among the Sertous Reflections, a
passage which may bs taken as an apology for the prac-
ticea into which Defos, gradually, we may reasonably
believe, allowed himself to fall. The substance of the
apology has been crystallized into an aphorism by the
author of Becky Sharp, but it has been, no doubt, the
oonsoling philoeophy of dishonest persons not aléogether
devoid of oonsaience in all ages.
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# Nocomlty mekes an honest man a knave; and i the
world was to be the judge, according to the common recaived
notion, there would not be an honest poor man alive.

# 4 rich man i an honest man, 10 thanks to kim, for be
would be & double kmave to cheat mankind when he had no
nsed of it, He has no occasion to prey upon his integrity,
nor g0 much m8 to touch upon the borders of dishonesty.
Tell ma of & man that is » very honest man; for he payn
overybody pumotnally, rers info nobody’s debt, does no man
any wrong ; very well, what cirovmatanoes is he in? Why,
he has a good eatate, s fine yesrly income, and 1o business to
do. The Devil must have full possesaion of thin man, if he
thonld be & knave ; for no man commitn evil for the sake of
it ; even the Devil himaelf has some farther design in sinning,
than barely the wicked part of it No man ig so hardensd in
crirmes as to commit them for the mers pleasure of the fact,
there is always some vice grtified; ambition, pride, or
avarice makes rich men knaves, and naceerity the poor.”

This is Defoe's excuse for his backslidings put into
the month of Robénson Crusee. It might be inecribed also
on the threshold of each of his fistitions hiographies.
Colonel Jack, Moll Flanders, Boxana are mot eti-
minals from maliee; they do not commit orimes for
the mere pleesure of the fact. They all helieve that
bat for the foree of ciroumstances they might have
been orderly, eontented, virtuous members of society.
The Colomel, » London Arab, a child of the criminel
regiment, began to steal bofore he Imew that it was
not the spproved way of making s livelihood Moll
and Rozana were overresched by acta against which
they were too weak to oope. [Even after they were
tempted into taking the wrong turning, they did mot
purste the downward road without compunction, Many
good people might say of them, “Thers, but for the
grace of God, goes myself.” But it waa not from the
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point of view of & Baxter or = Bunyan that Defoe
regarded them, thongh he credited them with many
edifying reflections. He was careful to say that ke
would never have written the stories of their lives, if
he had not thought that they would be useful as
awful examples of the effectsa of bad educstion and
the indulgence of restlessness and vamity; but he
entera into their ingenious shifts and successes with &
joyous sympathy that would have been impossible if
their reckless adventurous living by their wits had
not bad a strong charm for him We often find
peeping out in Defoe’s writings that roguish cynicism
which we should expect in & man whose own life was
so far from being straightforward. He was too much
dependent upon the public acceptance of homest pro-
fessions to be eager in depreciating the value of the
article, but when he found other people protesting
disinterested motives, he could not always regist
reminding them that they were no more disinterested
than the Jack-pudding who avowed that he emred
disenses from mere love of his kind. Having yielded
to circumstances himeelf, and finding life enjoyable in
dubious peths, he had a certain animogity againet
those who had maintained their integrity and kept to
the highroad, snd & corresponding pleasure in showing
that the motives of the sinner were not after all so
very different from the motives of the saint.

The aimg in Lfe of Defoe's thieves and pirates are
at bottom very Little different from the ambition
which he uudertakea to direct in the Complete English
Tradesmoan, and their maxims of conduet have much in
common with this ideal. Belf-intevest is on the look-
out, and Self-reliance at the helm.
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i A tradesman behind hip oounter must have no flesh and
blocd about him, no passicns, no resentment ; he mnst never
be sngry—no, not so much as seem to be ao, if a customer
tumbles him five hundred pounds worth of goods, and scarcs
bide money for anything; nay, though they really come to
his shop with no intent to buy, as many do, only to see what
is to be sold, and though be knows they cannot be better
pleased than they are et some other ahop where they intend
to buy, *tie all one; the tradesman must take it, he must
place it to the cocount of his ealling, that "is his busitess to
ba ill-used, and resent nothing; snd #0 must answer as
obligingly to thope who give him an hour or two's trouble,
and buy nothing, as he does to those who, in Lalf the time,
lay out ten or twenty pounds. The case is plain; and if
some do give him trouble, and do not buy, others make
araends, and do buy; snd as for the trouble, 'tis the business

of the ehop.”

All Defoe’s heroea and heroines are animated by this
practioal spirit, this thorougbgoing subordination of
means to ends, 'When they bave an end in view, the
plunder of a house, the capture of a ship, the ensnar-
ing of a dupe, they allow neither passion, nor resent-
ment, nor sentiment in any shape or form to stand in
their way. Every other eonsiderstion is put on ome
gide when the business of the shop has to be at-
tended to. They are all tradegmen who have strayed
into wmlawful courses. Theyhahnothmgaboutthem
of the heroism of ain; their
of ungovernable passion, or even of
ventional restraints; drcumstances
defyirg bias of disposition have made
How is it that the novelist contrives to
interesting! Ys it because we are a nation of shop-
keepers, and enjoy following lines of busineas which are
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a little out of onr ordirary routine? Or is it =simply
that he makes ue enjoy their courage and cleverness
wilhout thinking of the purposes with which these
qualitiss are displayed! Defoe takes such delight in
tracing their bold expedients, their dexterous intriguing
and manwuvring, that he seldom allows us to think of
anything but the success or failure of their enterprises.
Our attenlion is concentrated on ihe game, and we pay
po heed for the moment to the players or tha stakes
Charles Lamb says of The Complsts English Tradesman
that “such is the bent of the book fo narrow and to
degrade the heart, that if such maxims were as catching
and infectioua as those of a licentious cast, which hap-
pily ie not the case, had I been living at that time, I
certainly should have recommended to the grand jury
of Middlesex, who presented The Fable of the Bees,
to have presented this book of Defoe's in preference, as
of & far more vile and debasing tendency.” Yet if
Deofoe had thrown the substance of this book into the
form of a novel, and shown us a tradeeman rising by
the sedulous practice of its maxime from errand-boy
to gigantic capitalist, it would have been hardly less
interesting than his lives of successfnl thieves and
tolerably snceesafel harlots, and its interest would have
been very much of the same kind, the interest of
dexterous sdaptation of means to ends.



(HAPTER X,
EI8 MYSTERIOUS END.

" Tay beal; step,” Defoe says after describing the charac-
ter of a deeeitinl talkor, “smch 5 man can fake is to lie
on, and this shows the singularity of the erime; it is
& strange expression, but I shall make it oub; their
woy is, I any, to lie or 4il! their chavaster is eompletely
- known, and then they can lis no longer, for he whom
nobody deoeives ean decoive nobody, and the essemoo of
lying is removed; for the description of a lie ia that it
is spoken to decsive, or the degign is to deceive. Now
ho that nobody believes can mever lie any more, because
nobody can be deceived by him.”

Bomething like this seems to have happensd to Defoe
himeelf. He touched the summit of his worldly pro-
aperity about the time of the publimtion of Robineon
Crusoe (1719). He was probably richer then than he had
beon when he enjoyed the confidence of King William,
and was busy with projects of manufacture and trade, He
wad no longer solitary in journalism. Like his hera he
had several plantations, and companicns to help hir in
working them  He was connected with fowr jourmals,
and from this source alome his income mush have been
considersble. Beaidee this he wes producing ssparate
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workn at the rate, on an average, of six a year, m
them pamphlets, some of them oonsiderabie volume:

161

of them calenlated to the wanta of the tims, and sev o THiLOF
dthsmethmelypopu]u,mningthmughthmetn"fﬂ:

four editione in as many months Then he had his
from the government, which ha delicately hints at in one
of his extant letters as being overdue. Further, the
advertisement of a lost pocket-book in 1726, eontaining
& list of Notes and Bills in which Defoe's name twioe
appears, ssams to show that he still found time for eom-
mercial transactions ontside literature! Altogether
Defoe was exceedingly prosperous, dropped all pretence
of poverty, built a large houss at Btoke Newingten,
with ctables and pleasure-gronnds, and kept a coach,
‘We get a ploasant glimpee of Defoe’s life at this
paried from the notes of Henry Baker, the naturaliat,
who married one of his daughters and recsived his
assiztance, a8 we have seen, in atarting e Universsl
Spectator, Baeker, originally & bookseller, in 1724 set
up a echool for the deaf and dumb at Newington. There,
according to the notes which he loft of his oourtship, he
made the scquaintance of * Mr. Defoe, a gentleman well
Imown by his writings, who had newly built there s very
handsome houss, a8 & retirement from London, and
amnsad his time either in the cultivation of & large and
pleasant garden, or in the pursait of his stndies, which
he found means of making very profitable.” Defoe  was
now ab least sixty years of age, afflicted with the gout
and stone, but retained all his mental faculties entire.”
The diarist goes cu to eay that he ' met nsually at the
toa-tablo his threo lovely daughters, who were admired
for their beauty, their edueation, and their prudent
1 Lag's Lffe, vol, 1, pp. 406-7.

u:
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condugt ; and if sometimes Mr. Defoe's disorders made
y inconvenient, Mr. Baker was entertained by
thesd either singly or together, and that gommonly in

e garden when the weather was favourable™ Mr,

fixad his choioce on Sophia, the youngest daughter,
and, being a prudent lover, bagan negotiationa sbout the
marriage portion, Defoe’s part in which is also charae-
terigtio, ¢ He knew nothing of Mr. Defoe’s eircum-
stances, only imagined, from his very gemteel way of
living, that he must be able to give hix danghier a
decent portion; he did not suppose a large one, On
apeaking to Mr. Defoe, he sanctioned his proposals, and
#aid he hoped he should be able to give her & certain
sum specified ; but when urged to the point some time
afterwards, his answer was that formal articles he thought
unnacessary ; that he could eonfide in the honour of Mr.
Baker ; that when they talked before, he did not know
the true atate of his own affairs; that he fonnd he could
not part with any money st present ; but at his death,
his deughter's portion would be more than he had
promised ; and he offered his own bond as security.”
The prudent Mr, Baker would not take his bond, and
the marriange was not arranged till two years afterwards,
when Defos gave a bond for £500 payable at his death,
engaging his house at Newington as security.

Very little more is known about Defoe’s family,
except that his eldest daughter married a person of the
name of Langley, and that he gpeculated succeasfully in
Bouth Spa Stock in the name of his second daughter,
and afterwards settled upon her an estate at Colchester
worth. £1020, His gecond son, named Benjamin, hecame
8 journalist, was the editor of the London Journal, and
got into temporary trouble for writing a scandalous
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and seditious libel in that newspaper in 1721. A writer
in Applebee's Jowrnal, whom Mr. Lea identifies with Defos
himeelf, eommenting upon this circumstanca, denjed the
ramour of ita being the well- known Daniel Defoe that
was committed for the offence. The same writer
declared that it was known “that the young Defoe was
but a stelking horss and a tool, to bear the lash and the
pillory in their stead, for his wages ; that he was the
suthor of the most acandalous part, but was only made
shnm proprietor of the whols, to screen the true
proprietors from justics.”

This son does not appear in a favourable light in the
troubles which soon after fell npon Defoe, when Mist:
dizcovered his connexion with the Government. Foilad
in his sssault upon him, Mist seems to have taken
revenge by spreading the fact abroed, and all Defoe's
indignent denials and cutcries ageingt Mist’s ingratitude
do not seam to have cleared him from suspieion. Theace-
forth the printersand editors of journals held aloof from
him. Buch iz Mr. Lee's fair interpretation of the fact
that hig connexion with Applsbes's Journal terminated
abruptly in March, 1728, and that he ia found soon
after, in the preface to & pamphlat on Street Bobberies,
oomplaining that none of the journals will accept his
communications. “ Assure yourself, gentle reader,” he
gays) “1 bhad not published my project in this pam-
phlet, could I have got it inserted in any of the journals
without feeing the journalists or publishers. I cannot
but have the vanity to think they might as well bave
ingerted what I send them, gratis, as many things I
have gince seen in their papere But I have not only
had the mortification to find what I sent rejected, but

1 Leo's Lfe, vol. L. p. 418.
x
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to loee my originals, not having taken oopies of what I
wrote.” In this preface Defoe makes touching allusion
to his age and infirmitiss. He begs his readers to
“ gxnuse the vanity of an over-officions old man, if, like
Cato, he inquires whether or no before he goes hence
and is no more, he can yet do anything for the service
of his coantry.” ¢ The old man cannot trouble you
long ; take, then, in good part his best intentions, and
impute his defecta to age and weakness.”

This preface was written in 1728 ; what happened to
Defoe in the following year in much more diffieult to
understand, and is greatly complicated by a long letter
of his own which has been preserved. Bomething had
oocurred, or was imagined by him to have occarred, which
compelled him to fly from his home and go into hiding.
He was at work on a book to be entitled TAe Complsts
English Gentloman, Part of it wae already in type when
he hroke off abruptly in Heptember, 1729, and fled. In
August, 1730, he sent from a hiding-place, eauntionsly
deecribed as being about two miles from Greenwioh,
a letter to his son-in-law, Baker, which iz our only clue
to what had taken place. It is 8o incoherent as to sg-
gost that the old man's prolonged toils and anxieties
had at lagt sheken his reasom, though not his indomit-
able salfreliance. Baker apparently had written com-
plaining that he was debarred from seeing him. * Depend
nupon my sincerity for this,” Defoe answers, “that ¥ am
far from debarring you On the contrary, it would be
a greater oomfort 0 me than any I now enjoy that I
could have your agreeable visits with safety, and could
see both you and my dear Bophis, could it be without
giving her the grief of seeing her father én fensbris, and
under the load of insupportable sorrows.” Hbe gives s
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tonching deecription of the griefs which are preying
upon his mind.

# Jt ia not the blow I received from a wicked, perjured, snd
contemptible enemy that has broken in wpon my spirt;
which, as ahe well knows, has carriad me cn through grester
disasters then these, Put it has been the injustiss, unkind-
neas, and, I most say inknman, dealing of my own som,
which has both mined my family, and i a word has broken
my heert. , . . I depended upon him, I trusted him, I gave
up my two dear unprovided children into his hands; but he
has no compsseion, but suffers them and their poor dying
mothar to beg their bread at his door, and to crave, aa it
were an alms, what he is bound znder hand and sesl, besides
the most sacred promises, to supply them with, himself st the
game time living in a profusion of plenty. It is too much for
me, Excose my infirmity, I can say no more ; my beart in
too fnll. Ionly ask one thing of yow ea a dying request.
Stand by them when I e gone, and let them not be wronged
while he is able to do them right, Stevd by them as a
brother; and if you have anything within yon owing to
mymamory,whohmbutowodonyonthe best gift I have
$o give, let them not be injured and trempled on by falss
protancea and unnatoral reflections, I hope they will want
no help but that of comfort mnd council ; but that they wil}
indead want, being too easy to be managed by words and
promises.”

The postscript to tke letter shows that Baker hed
writien to him about selling the honse, which, it may
be remembered, was the security for Mrs. Baker's por-
tion, and bad inquired ahout a policy of assurance.
“I wrote you.a letter some months ago, in angwer to
cne from you, about selling the house; but you never
aignified to me whethsr you received it. I have not the
policy of assurance; I suppose my wife, oxr Hannah,
may have it.” Beker's ignoring the previcus letter

2
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about the house seems to signify that it was unsatis-
factory. He apparently wished for a personal interview
with Defoe. In the beginning of the present letter
Defoe had eaid that, though far from debarring a
visit from his son-inlaw, circumstances, much to his
sorrow, mads it impossible that he could receive a visit
from anybody. After the charge against his son, which
we have quoted, he goes on to explain that it is impos-
gible for him to go to see Mr. Baker. MHis family ap-
parently had been ignorant of his movements for some
time., *I am a$ a distanos from London in Kent ; nor
have I & lodging in London, nor have I been at that
place in the Old Bailey since I wrote you I was removed
from it. At present I am weak, having had gome fita
of a fever that have left me low.” He suggests, in-
deoed, & plan. by whick he might see his son-in-law and
daughter. He could not hear to make them a single
flying vigit. “Just to come and look at you and retire
immediately, ‘tis & burden too heavy. The parting will
be & price beyond the enjoyment.” Bub if they could
find & retired lodging for him at Enfield, “where he
might not be known, and might have the comfort of
seoing them both now and then, upon such a eircum-
stance he could gladly give the days to solitude to have
the comfort of half an hour now and then with them
bhoth for two or thres weeks,” Nevertheleas, as if he
oonsidered this plan out of the question, he ends with a
toushing expression of grief that, being mnear his jour-
ney's end, he may never see them again. It is impos.
sible to avoid the conclusion that he did nob wish to
see his son-in-law, and that Baker wisbed to see him
about money matters, and suspected him of evading an
interview.
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‘Was this evasion the cunning of incipient madnesst
‘Waa his concealing his hiding-place from his son-in-law
an insane development of that self-reliant caution, which
for so many years of his Jife he had been compelled to
make a habit, in the face of the most serious riskst
Why did he give such an exsggerated colour to the
infamona conduct of his son? i is essy to make oot
from tho passage I have quoted, what his son’s guilt
really consisted in. Defoe had assigned certain property
to the son o be keld in trust for his wife and danghters,
The son had not: secured them in the enjoyment of this
provision, but maintained them, and gave them words
and promises, with which they were content, that he
would continue to maintain them. Tt waa this that
Defce called making them ‘ beg their bread at hie door,
and crave as if it were an alms ” the provision to which
they were logally entitled. Why did Defoe vent his
grief st this conduct in such strong Ianguage to his
son-in-law, at the same time enjoining him to mske a
prudent use of it! Baker had writien to his father-n
law making inquiry about the securities for his wife's
portion ; Defoe answers with profuse expressions of
affection, s touching picture of his old eage and feeble-
ness, and the imminent ruin of his family through the
possible treachery of the son to whom he has entrusted
their means of support, and an adjuration to his son-in-
law to stand by them with comfort and counsel when
ho is gone. The inquiry abont the securities he dixmisses
in o postscript. He will not sell the house, and he does
not know who has the policy of assurance.

One thing and ome thing only shines clearly out of
the obecurity in which Defoe's closing years are wraph
—his earnest desire to make provision for those members
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of his family who could not provide for themselves.
The pursuit from which he waa in hiding, was in all pro-
bability the pursuit of ereditors. We have seen that
his income must have been large from the.year 1718 or
thereabouts, till his utter loss of eredit in journalism
about; the year 1726 ; but he may have had old debte.
It is difficult to explain otherwise why he should have
been at euch paina, when he besame prosparous, to assign
property to hia children. There is evidence as early aa
1720 of his making over property to his danghier
Hannah, and the letter from which I have quoted shows
that he did not hold his Newington estate in hia own
name In this letter he speaks of a perjured eon-
temptible enemy as the cause of his misfortanes Mr.
Lee conjectures that thia was Mist, that Mist had suc-
coeded in emhroiling him with the Government by con-
vincing them of treachery in his scoret services, and that
this was the bue and cry from which he flad. But it is
handly conceivable that the Government could have
Listemed to charges brought by a man whom they had
driven from the country for his geditious practices. It
is much more likely that Mist and his supporters had
snfficient interest toinstigate the revival of old pecuniary
dlaims against Defoe.

It would have beon open to suppose that the fears
which made the old man a homeless wanderer and fugi-
tive for the last two yearsof his life, were whally imagi-
nary, but for the oireumstances of his death. He diad
of & lethargy on the 26th of April, 1731, at a lodg-
ing in Ropemaker’s Alley, Moorfields. In Beptember,
1733, as the booka in Doctors’ Commons show, letters of
to Mary Brooks, widow, a creditrix, after summoning in
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official form the next of kin to appear. Now, if Defce
had been driven from kis home by imaginary fears, and
had bafled with the cunning of insane smspicion the
effects of his family to bring him back, there is ne
apparent reason why they should not have claimed his
eifecta after hiz death. He could not have died w-
known to them, for place and time were recorded in the
newspapers. His letter to hiz son-inlaw, expressing
the warmest affection for sll his family except his eom,
in guffieiont to provent the horrible notion that he might
have been driven forth like Lear by his undutifal chil-
dren after he had perted his goods among them. If
they had been capable of such cnnatural conduet, they
would not have failed to sscure his remaining preperty.
‘Why, then, were his goods and chattels left o a credi-
trix?¥ Mr. Lee ingeniously suggests that Mary Brooks
was the keeper of the lodging where he died, and that
she kept his personal property to pay rent and perhaps
funeral expenses. A much gimpler explanation, which
coverg most of the kmown facts without casting any wn-
warranted reflectiona upon Defoe's children, ia that when
his last illness overtook him he wus still keeping out of
the way of his credifors, and that everything belonging
to him in his own name wes legally seized. But there
are doubts and difficulties attending any explanation.
Mr. Lee has given satisfactory reagons for believing
that Defoe did not, as some of his biographers have
supposed, die in actual distress. Ropemaker's Alley in
Moorfields was 8 highly respectable street at the be-
ginning of last century ; a lodging there wes far from
squalid. The probability ia that Defoe subsisted on his
pention from the Government during his lest two yoars
of wandering ; and snffering though he was from the
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infirmities of age, yot wandering was less of a hard-
ship than it would have been to other men, to one
who had been a wanderer for the greater part of his
Life. At the best it was a painfol and dreary ending
for so vigorous a life; and nnleas we pitilessly regard
it as a retribution for his moral defects, it iz some
comfort to think that the old man's infirmities and
anxieties were not aggravated by the pressure of hope-
leas and helpless poverty. Nor do X think that he was
a8 dietressed as he repressnted to his son-in-law by
apprebensions of ruin to his family after his death, and
suspicions of the honesty of his son's infentiona. Thera
is & half ineane tone about his letter to Mr, Baker, but
a certain method may be discerned in its incoherences,
My own reading of it ia that it was a olever evasion of
his son-in-law's attempts to make sure of his ashare of
the inheritance. 'We have seen how shifty Defoe was
in the original bargaining about his danghter’s portion,
and we know from his novels what his viewa were about
fortune hunters, and with what delight he dwelt upon
the arts of outwitting them. He probably considered
that his youngest daughter was sufficiently provided for
by her mariage, and he had set his heart upon making
provision for her unmarried sisters. The letter seems
to me to be evidance, not so much of fears for their
fotare welfare, as of a resolution to leave them as much
as hs conid. Two little cireumstances seem to show
that, in spite of his professions of affection, there was a
ogolness between Defce and his soninlaw. He wrote
only the prospectus and the first erticle for Baker's
paper, the Universal Spectaior, and when he died, Baker
oontented himself with a simple intimation of the fact.
H my reading of this letter is right, it might stand as
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a type of the most strongly marked characteristic in
Defoe's political writings. It was a masterly and utterly
unsorapulons piecs of diplomacy for the attainment of a
just and benevolent end. This may appear sirange after
what I have said about Defoe's want of honesty, yet ons
eannot help coming to this conclusion in looking back at
hin political career before his -character underwent its
final degradation. Ho was a great, s truly great liar, per-
haps the greatest liar that ever lived. His dishonesty
went too deep to be called superficial, yet, ¥ we go
deeper still in his rich and sirangely mixed nature, we
come upon stubborn foundations of conscience. Among
eontemporary commenie on the occasion of his death,
there was one which gave perfect expression to his poli-
tical position, * Hie knowledge of men, especially those
in high life (with whom he was formerly very con-
veraant) had weakened his attachment to any political
party ; but in the main, he was in the intarest of eivil
and religious liberty, in behalf of which he appeared on
severnl remarkable occasiona” The men of the time
with whom Defoe was brought into contact, were not
good exsmples to him. ‘The standard of political
morality was probably never so low in England as
during his lifetime. Places were dependent on the
favour of the Sovereign, and the Sovereign’s own seat
on the throne was insecure ; there was no party oohesion
to keep politicians consistent, and every man fought for
his own hand, Defoe had been behind the scenes,
witnessed many curious changes of service, and heard
many authentio talea of jealousy, intrigue, and treachery.
He had seen Jacohites take office wnder William, join
realously in the scramble for his favonrs, and enter into
pegotiations with the emissaxies of James either upon
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some fancied slight, or from no other motive than a
desire to be safe, if by any chance the sceptre should
again change hands. Under Amme he had seem 'Whig
turn Tory and Tory turn Whig, and had seen statesmen
of the highest rank hold cut one hand to Hanover and
another to 8t. Germains. The moet single-minded man
he had met had been King William himself, and of his
memory he always spoke with the most affectionate
honour. Bhifty as Defoe was, and admirably as he nsed
his geniug for circumstantial invention to cover his
degigng, there was no other statesman of his generation
who remained more true to the principles of the Revolu-
tion, and to the eause of civil and religicus fresdom.
No other public man saw more clearly what waa for the
good of the country, or pursued it more steadily. Even
when he was the active servant of Harley, and turned
round upon men who regarded him as their own, the
part which he played was to pave the way for his
patron’s accession to office under the House of Hanover.
Defoe did as much as any one man, partly by secret
intrigue, partly through the public press, perhape aa
much as any ten men outside those in the immediate
direction of affairs, to accomplish the twe great objects
which William bequeathed to English statesmanship
—the union of England and Scotland, and the eucoes-
sion to0 the United Kingdom of a Protestant dynasty.
Apart from. the field of high politics, his powerful
advocacy was enlisted in favour of almost every prae-
ticable echeme of gocial improvement that came o
the front in his 4ime. Defoe cannot be held up as an
exemplar of moral conduct, yet if he is jndged by the
meagures that he laboured for, and not by the means
that he employed, few Englishmen have lived more
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desarving than he of their country’s gratituds. He may
have been self-seeking and vain-glorions, but in his
political life self-seeking and vain-glory were elevated
by their alliance with higher and wider aims, Defoe
was & wonderfel mixtnre of knave and petriot. Some-
times pure knave seems to be uppermost, sometimes
pure patriot, bui the mixture is so complex and the
energy of the man so restless, thal it almost passes
homan gkill to unravel the two elements. The anthor
of Robinson Crusoce is entitled to the bemefit of every
doubt.

LOWDON: £. OLAY, BOXN, AND TATLOR, FROFTERL
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PREFATORY NOTE.

TaE materials for a biography of Bterne are by no means
abundant, Of the earlier years of his lifs, the only
existing record is that preserved in the brief auntobio-
graphical memoir which, # few months before hia death,
he composed, in the usual quaint #aceats style of his
familinr correspondence, for the benefit of his daughter,
Of hie childhood ; of his school days ; of his life at Cam-
bridge, and in his Yorkshire Vicarsge; of his whole
history in fact, up to the age of forly-six, we know nothing
more than he has there jotted down. He attained that
age in the year 1759 ; and at this date begins that seriee
of his Lstisrs, from which, for those who have the
patience to sort them out of the chrenological confusion
in which his danghter and editress involved them, there
iz no doubt a good deal to be learnt. These letters,
however, which extend down to 1788, the year of the
writer's death, contain pretty nearly all the contemporary
material that we have to depend on. Freely as Sterne
mixed in the beet literary society, there is ringularly little
to be gathered about him, even in the way of chance allu-
ajon and aneedote, from the memoirs and ana of his time.
Of the many friends who would have been competent to
write his biography while the facts were yet fresh, but
one, John Wilkes, ever entertained—if he did seriously
entertain—the idea of performing thin pious work ; and
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he, in spite of the entreaties of Btemme’s widow and
daughter, then in straitened eiroumstances, left unre-
deemed his promiee fo do so. The brief memoir by Bir
Whalter Beott, which is prefixed to many popular editions
of Tristram Bhandy and the Senfimental Journey, seta
ont the so-called antobiography in full, but for the rest
is mainly critical ; Thackeray’a weli-known lecture-essay
is almost wholly eo ; and nothing, worthy to be dignified
by the name of a Life of Slerne, seems ever 1o have been
published, until the appearance of Mr. Percy Fitsgerald'a
two stout volumee, under this title, some eighteen years
ago. Of this work it is hardly too much to say, that it
contains (no doubt with the sdmixture of a good deal of
superfluous matter) nesrly alt the information as to the
facta of Sterne’s life that is now ever likely to be re-
covered. The evidenoe for cortain of its statements of
fact is not es thoroughly eifted ss it might have been;
and with some of ita criticiam I at least am umable
to agree. But no one intercsted in the subject of this
memoeir can be insensible of his obligations to Mr. Fite-
gerald, for the fruitful diligence with which he haa
Isboured in e too leng neglected field.

H.D.T.
Bicxuuy, May, 1802,
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CHAPTER L

BINTH, FPARENTAGE, AND NARLY YEARS,
(1713—1724))

Tawanna the close of the month of November, 1713, one
ofthahatotthe]?mghahmmmentuwhchhnﬂbemde-
tained in Flanders to supervies the execution of the treaty
of Utrecht, nrrived at Clonmel from Dunkirk, The day
after ity arrival the regiment was disbanded ; and yet a
fow dnys later, on the 24th of the month, the wife of one
of ita aubalterns gave birth to a son. The child who thus
carly displayed ihe pervemsily of his humour by so in-
opportune an appearance was Liveencr Srxawz, “ My
birthdey,” he says in the alipshod, loosely-strang notes by
which he has been somewhat grandiloquently said to have
% anticipated the labours ” of the biographer—* my birth-
day was ominous t0 my poor father, who waa the day after
our arrival, with meny other brave officers, twoke and
sent adrift into the wide world with a wife and fwo
children.”

Roger Bterns, however, now late ansign of the S4th or
Chudleigh's regiment of foot, wes after all in loss evil

B
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case than were many probably of his comrades. He had
kinsmen to whom he could look for at any rate temporary
ansistance, and his mother was a weelthy widow. The
Atornes, originally of a Buffolk stock, had passed from
that county to Nottinghamshire, and thence into York-
ghire, and were at this time a family of pogition and sab-
ptance in the last-named county. Roger's grandfather had
been Archbishop of York, and a man of more note, if only
throngh the aceident of the times upon which he fell, than
moat of the incumbents of that see. He had played an
excoptionally energetic part even for & Cavelier prelate in
the great political struggle of the seventeenth century, and
had suflered with fortitude and dignity in the royal cause.
He had, moreover, a further claim to distinetion in having
heen treated with common gratitude at the Rastoration
by the son of the monarch whom he had served. As
Master of Jeaus College, Cambridge, he had * been activs
in sending the University plate to his Majesty,” and for
this offence he was ssived by Cromwell and carried in
military enstody to London, whence, after undergoing im-
priscnment in various gaols, and experiencing other forms
of hardship, he was at length permitted to retire to an
obscure retreat in the country, there to commune with
himself until that tyranny should be overpast. On the
return of the exiled Stuarts Dr. Sterne was made Bishop
of Carlisle, and a few years later was translated io the soe
of York. He lived o the age of eighty-six, and so far
justified Bumet's accusation against him of “minding
chiefly enriching himself,” that he seems to have divided
no fewer than four landed eetates among his children.
One of these, S8imon Bterne, a younger son of the arch-
bishop, himeelf married an heiress, the dsughter of Sir
Roger Jaques of Elvington; and Roger, the father of
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Laurence Sterne, was tha seventh and youngest of the
isgue of this marriage. At the time when the double mia-
fortune above resorded befell him at the hands of Lucina
and the War Office, hin fathar had been soms years dead ;
but Bimon Bterne’s widow was still mistress of the pro-
perty which she had brought with her at her marriage,
and to Elvington accordingly, *“as soon,” writes Sterne,
“an I was able to be carried,” the compulsorily retired
ensign befook himself with his wife and his two children.
He waa not, howaver, compelled to remain long dependent
on his mother. The waya of the military suthorities were
as inscruteble to the army of that day as they are in our day
to our own. Before a year had passed the regiment was
ordered {0 ba re-established, and * our housshold decamped
with bag and baggage for Dublin.” This wos in the
autumn of 1714, and from that time onward for some
eleven years the movements and fortunes of the SBterne
family, as detailed in the narrative of its mocst famous
member, form a history in which the ladicrous struggles
atrangely with the pathetic.

A husband, condemned to ba the Ulyaseslike plaything
of adverse pods st the War Office ; an indefatigably pro-
lific wife ; a snccession of weak and ailing children ; mis-
fortune in the seasons of journeying ; misfortune in the
moods of the weather by ses and land—under all thia
combination of hostile chances and conditions was the
stroggle to be carried om. The little household was per-
petually “on the move "——a little househeld which was
always becoming and never remaining bigger—continually
increased by births, only to be again reduced by deathe—
until the contest beiween the deadly hardships of tmavel
and the fatal fecundity of Mra. Sterne was brought by
events to a natmral close. Almost might the unfortunate
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lady have exclaimed, Que regin in ferris nosiri non plena
laboriat Bhe passes from Jreland to England, and from
England to Ireland, from inland garrison to sea-pert town
and back again, inceasently bearing and incessantly burying
children—-nntil aven har son in his narmtive begins to speak
of loging one infant at this place, and “leaving another
behind ” on that journey, almost as if they were so many
overlooked or misdirected articles of loggage. The tmgic
gide of the history, however, overshadows the grotesque.
‘When we think how hard a business was travel even
under the most favourable conditions in those days, and
how gerious evenmou:ownt.mea,whemtmvellsusy,
are the discomforts of the women and children of a regi-
ment on the march—we may wall pity these unresting
followers of the drum, As to M. Sterne herself, she
seems to have been a woman of a pretty tough fibre, and
she came moreover of a campaigning stock. Her father
was a “noted guttler ” of the name of Nuttle, and her first
busband—for she waa a widow when Roger Sterne married
her—had been a soldier also. She had, therefore, served
some years apprenticeship to the military life before these
wanderings began ; end she herself was destined to live
to a good old age. But somehow or other she failed to
endow her offspring with her own robust constitution and
powers of enduranes. “My father's children were,” ag
Laurence Bterne grimly puts it, ¥ not made to last long ;*
but one cannot help suspecting that it was the hardships of
those early years which carried them off in their infancy
with euch painful regularity and despatch, and that it was
to the same causs that their surviving brother owed the
beginnings of that fatal malady by which his own life was
cut short.

The diary of their travels—for the early part of
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Sterne’s memoirs amounta to scarcely moro—ia the more
effective for itz very brevity and abrupinesa Save for
one interval of somewhat longer sojourn than uwsual at
Dublin, the reader hae throughout it all the feeling of
the traveller who never finda time to wnpack his port.
mantean. On the re-enrolmeny of the regiment in 1714,
“our houschold,” says the narrative, * decamped from
York with bag and baggage for Dublin. 'Within & month
my father left us, being ordered to Exeter; whers, in a
sad winter, my mother and her two children followed
him, travelling from Liverpool, by land, to Plymouth.”
At Plymouth, Mra. Sterne gave hirth to a son, christened
Joram ; and, “in twelve monthe’ time we were all sent
back to Dublin. My mother,” with her thres children,
“took chip at Bristol for Ireland, and had s narrow
escape from being cast away by a leak springing up in
the vessel. At length, after many perfls and struggles,
we got to Dublin.” Here intervenes the short breathing-
gpace, of which mention has been made—an interval
employed by Roger Bterne in * gpending a great dsal of
money ” on a “large house,” which he hired and fur
nished ; and then *in the year one thousand peven hundred
and nineteen, all unhinged again.” The regiment had
been ordered off to the Isle of Wight, thence to embark
for Spain, on “the Vigo Expedition,” and “we,” who
accompanied i, ¢ were driven into Milford Haven, but
afterwards landed at Bristol, and thence by land to
Plymouth again, and to the Isle of Wight ;” losing on
this expedition " poor Joram, & pretty boy, who died of
the small-pox.” In the Isle of Wight, Mra Sterns and
her family remeined, till the Vigo Expedition returned
home ; and during her etay there * poor Joram's loas was
supplied by ithe birth of a girl, Anne,” & * pretty blossom,”
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but destined to fall “ab the age of three yeara.” On the
return of the regiment to Wicklow, Boger Sterne again
eent to eollect his family round him. “'We embarked for
Dublin, and had all been cast away by a most violent
storm ; but, through the interceseion of my mother, the
captain wes prevailed upon to turn back into Wales, where
we stayed a month, and at length got into Dublin, and
travelled by land to Wicklow, where my father had, for
soms weeks, given us over for lost.” Here a year passed,
and another child, Devijeher—so called after the Colonel
of the regiment—was born. ¢ From thence we decamped
to stay half a year with Mr. Fetherston, a clergyman,
abont seven miles from Wicklow, who, being a relative
of my mother's, invited us to his parsonage at Animo.?
From thence, again, © ws followed the regiment {o Dublin,”
where again “we lay in the barracks a year.” In 1722
the regiment wae ordered to Carrickfergua Woe all
decamped, but got mo further than Drogheda ; thence
ordered to Mullingar, forty miles weat, wheve, by Provi-
dence, we stumbled upon a kind relation, n collateral

1 1Yt wag in this parish,” says Bterne, “ thet I had that won-
darful enoape in falling throngh a mill race whils the mill was
going, and baing taken np unhnrt; the story ie incredible, but
known to all that part of Ireland where hundreds of the common
people flocked to sse me.” More incredible still does i seem that
Thorosby should relate the oconrrence of an secident of precisely
the same kind to Bterne's great-grandfather the Archbishop.
# Playing near & mill, he %l within o claw; thare waa but one
‘board or bucket wanting in the whole wheel, but & gracions Pro-
videmoe so ordered it that the void place camea down at that momant,
ais0 he had been crushad to death ; but was reserved to be » grand
bensfactor afterwards.” (Thoresby, fi. 16.) But what will pro-
bably sirike the resder as more extrmordinnry even than ihis
ooincidenoce is that Sterne shonld bave been either nnawsre of
1%, or should have omitted mention of it in the above passage,
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descendant from Archbishop Bterne, who took us all to
his ocastle, and kindly entertained us for & year” Thence,
by * & moat rueful journey ” to Carrickfargua, where “ we
srrived in six or seven days” Hoere, at the age of thres,
litile Devijeher ohtained a happy veleass from his name;
and “ another child, Busan, was sent to fill his place, who
also left us behind in thin weary jourpey.” In the
“gutumn of this year, or the spring of the next"—
Sterne's memory failing in exactitude at the very point
where we should have expected it to be moat precise—
“my father obtained permission of hia colonel to fix me
ab school ;” and henceforth the boy’s share in the family
wanderings was at an end. But his father had yet to be
ordered from Carrickfergus to Londonderry, where at last
o permanent child, Catherine, was born; and thence to
Gibraltar, to take part in the Defence of that famous
Rock, where the much-enduring campeigner was rmn
through the body in a dutel, ¢ about a goose” {a thoroughly
Bhandian eatastrophe} ; and thence io Jemaica, whers,
“with a constitution impaired" by the sword-thrust,
eerned in hix anserine quarrel, he was defeated in e more
deadly duel with the * country fever,” and died. “ His
melady,” writes hia aon, with a touch of feeling struggling
throngh his dislocated gremmar, “ took away his senses
firat, and made & child of him ; and then in a month
or two walking about continuzelly without complaining,
till the moment ho sat down in an arm-chair and breathed
his last.”

There is, as hes been obeerved, & certain mixture of the
eomis and the pathetic in the life-history of this obscure
father of a famous pon. His life was clearly not a
fortunste one, so far as external ciroumstances go ; but ite
misforiunes had no sort of consoling dignity about them.
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Roger Sterne’s lot in the world wes not so much an
unhappy as an uncomforfable one; and discomfort earna
litle sympathy, and abeolutely mo admiration, for ita
sufferera  He somehow reminds us of one of those Irish
heroes—good-natured, peppery, debt-loaded, light-hearted,
shiftless—whose fortunes we follow with mirthfol and
half contemptaons eympathy in the pages of Thackeray.
He was obviously a typical specimen of that claza of men
who are destitute aliks of the virtnes and failings of the
“ reapectable ¥ and successfnl; whom many people love
and no ome respects; whom everybody pities in their
struggles and diffieuliies, but whom few pity without a
smile.

It i evident, however, that he succeeded in winning the
affection of one who had not oo much affection of the
deeper kind to spare for any cma. The figure of Roger
Sterne alone stands out with any cleameas by the side of
the ceaselesely flitting mother and phantasmal children of
Taurence Steme's Memoir ; and it is fonched in with
strokes 8o vivid and chamcteristic that critics have been
tempted to find in it the original of the most famoua
portrait in the Shandy gallery. * My father,” says
Bterns, * was o little amart man, active to the Iast degree
in all exercises, most patient of fatigue and disappoint-
ments, of which it pleased God to give him full measurs,
He was, in his temper, somewhat rapid and hasty, but of
a kindly eweet disposition, void of all design, and o
innocent in his own intentions, that he suspected no cns ;
so that you might have cheated him ien timee a day, if
nine had not been sufficient for your purpose.” Thisis a
ceptivating little picture; and it no doubt presents traita
which may have impressed themselves early and deeply
on the imagination which was afterwards to give birth to
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#“ My Uncls Toby.” The aimplicity of nature snd the
“Lkindly sweet disposilion” are common to both the
ensign of real life and to the immortal Captain Bhandy
of fiction ; but the cnticiem which professes to find traces
of Roger Sterne’s “ rapid and hasty temper”™ in my Uncle
Toby, is compelled to strain iteelf considerably. And,
on the whole, there geems no reason to belisve that Sterne
borrowed more from the character of his fathar than any
writer must neceasarily, and perhaps unconscicualy, borrow
from his observation of the moral and mental qualities of
thoss with whom he has come into mest frequent con-
tact.

That Laurence Sterne passed the firet eleven years of
his life with such an exempler of these simple virtues of
kindliness, gumlelessness and courage ever before bim, is
perhape the best that can be smd for the Iot in which hia
early days wero cast. In almost all other respecie there
could hardly have been—for a quick-witted, precocions,
jmitative boy—a worse bringing-up. No one, I ehould
rmegine, ever more needed diseipline in his youth than
Bterne ; and the camp is & place of discipline for the
soldier only. To all others whom necessity attaches to
it, and to the young especinily, it ia rather a school of
licence snd irregulamty. It is fair to remember these
diradvantages of Sterne’s early training, in judging of the
many defecta a8 & man, and laxities as a writer, which
marked his later lifa : though, on the other hand, there is
no denying the reality and value of some of the counter-
vailing advantagea which came to him from his boyish
gurroundings. ‘The conception of my Uncle Toby need
not have been taken whole from Roger Sterne, or from
any (me actual captain of a marching regiment ; but the
constant sight of, and converse with, many captaing and
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many carporals may undoubtedly have contributed much
to the vigour and vitality of Toby Bhandy and Corporal
Trim. 8o far as the externals of portraitnre were con-
cerned, there ean be no doubt that his art benefited rmuch
from bhis early military life. His scldiers have the true
stamp of the soldier about them in air and language ; end
when his captain and corporal fight their Flemish battles
over again, we are thoroughly comscious that we are
listening, onder the dramatic form, to one who must
himeelf have heard many s chapter of the seme splendid
story from the Lips of the very men who had helped to
break the pride of the Grand Monarque under Marlborough
&nd Eugene,



CHAPTER II

BCHOOL AND UNIVERSITY—HALIFAX AND CAMBRIDGE.
(1728—1738.)

Ir was not—-as we have seen from the Memoir—till the
sutumn of 1723, “ or the ppring of the following year,”
that Roger Sterne obtained leave of his eolomel to #fix ™
his son at school; and this would bring Laurence to
the tolerably advanced age of tem, before beginning his
education in any systemstic way. He records, under date
of 1721, that “in this year I learned to write, &e. ;" but
it is not probable that the *f &c."-—that indolent symbol
of which Sterne makes such irritating use in all his
familiar writing—covers, in this case, any wide extent of
educational advance. The boy, most likely, conld just read
and write, and no more, at the time when he waa fizad at
school, * near Halifax, with an able master :” a judicious
selection, no doubf, both of place as well as teacher.
Mr. Fitegerald, io whose researches we owe as much light
a8 is ever likely to be thrown upon this obscure and
probably not very interesting period of Sterne's life, has
pointed out that Richard Bterne, eldeet son of the late
Simon Sterne, and unele, therefore, of Laurencs, was one
of the governors of Halifax Grammar School, and that he
may have used his intereet to obtain his nephew's
admission to the foundation as the grandson of a Halifax
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man, and so, constructively, a child of the parish. But
be this ae it may, it is more than probable that from the
time when he waa sent to Halifax School, the whole care
and cost of the boy's education was borne by his York-
shire relatives, The memoir says that, “by God’s care of
me, my eousin Bferne, of Elvington, became a father to
me, and gent me to the University, &c. &c. :” and it is
to bo inferred from this that the bemevolent gmardian-
ship of Sterne’s unde Richard (who died in 1732, the
year before Laurencs wes admitted of Jesus College,
Cambridge,) must have been taken up by his son. Of
his school couree—though it lasted for over seven years,
the aufobiographer hae little fo say; nothing, indeed,
except that he ©cannot omit mentioning" that ansedote
with which everybody, I suppose, who has ever come
across the briefest notice of Sterne’s life, is familiar.
The schoolmaster *had the ceiling of the schoolroom
new-whitewashed, and the ladder remained thers, I, one
unlucky day, mounted it, and wrote with a brush in large
capital letters, LAU. BTERNE, for which the usher
severely whipped me, My master was very much hurt at
this, and eaid before me that never should that name be
effaced, for 1 was & boy of genins, and he was eure I
ghould coms te preferment. This expression made me
forget the blowa I had received.” It is hardly ta be
supposed, of course, that this story is pure romance ; but
it ia diffienlt, on the other hand, to believe that the
incident has been related by Sterpe exactly as it hap-
pened. That the recorded prediction may have been
made in jest—or even in earnest (for penetrating teachers
have these prophetio moments sometimes}—is, of course,
posaihle ; bat that Bterne’s master was * very much hurt®
at the boy's having been justly punished for an act of
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wanton mischief, or that he recognized it as the nataral
privilege of nescent genine to deface newly whitewsshad
veilings must have been a delusion of the humouriet’s
leter years. The exireme fatuity which it would compel
us to attribute to the schoolmaster seems inconsistent
with the power of detecting intellestual caparcity in any
one elss. On the whole, one inalines to suspect that the
remerk belonged to that order of half sardonmic, half
kindly jest which a certain sort of pedagogue sometimes
throws off, for the coneolation of a recently-caned boy;
and that Sterme’'s vanity, either then or afterwarda (for
it remained juvenile all hig life), travalated it into a serious
prophecy. In itaelf, however, the urchin's frezk was only
too unhappily characteristic of the man. The trick of
befouling what was clean (and becsuse it was clean)
dlung to him mest tenaciowaly all his days ; snd many e
fair white snrface—of humour, of faney, or of sentiment
—wua to be disfigured by him in after-years with stains
and =plotches in which we can all too plainly decipher
the literary signature of Laurenea Starne.

At Halifax School the boy, as has heen said, remained
for ebout sight years : thet is, uniil he was nearly nineteen,
and for pome months after his father's death at Porb
Antonio, which occuxred in March, 1731. *“In the
year '82,"° says the memoir, ““ my oousin sent me to the
TUniversity, where I stayed some time.” In the sourse of
his first year he read for end obtained a eizarship, to
which the college records show that he wea duly sd-
mitted on the Gth of July, 1738, The selsction of Jesus
College was a nDatural ons: Bterne's great-grandfathes,
the afterwards Archbishop, had been ite Master, and had
founded scholarshipe thare, to one of which the young
gizar was, & yesr after hia admission, elected. No in-
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ference can, of course, be drawn from this as to Sterne's
proficiency, or even industry, in his academical etndies:
it is scarcely more than a testimony to the fact of decent
snd regular behaviour. He was bens nafus, in the sense
of being related to the right man, the Founder; and in
those days he need be only very modicé doefus indeed, in
order to qualify himself for admission to the enjoyment
of his kineman's benefactions, Still he must have been
orderly and well-conducted in his ways: and this he
would also seem to have been, from the fact of his
having passed through his University course without any
apparent break or hitch, and baving been admitted to his
Bachelor's degree after no more than the normal period
of residence. 'The only remark which, in the Memoir, he
vouchsafes to bestow upon his academical career, is, that
“'twag there that I commenced a friendship with Mr.
H——, which has been lasting on both sides:* and it
may perhaps be said that this was, from one point of
view, the most important eveni of his Cambridge life,
For Mr. H-—— was John Hall, afterwards John Hall
Stevenson, the “ Engenius” of Trisiram Shandy; the
master of Skelion Castle, at which Sterne was, thronghout
life, to be a froquent and mest familiar visitor ; and,
unfortunately, aleo a person whose later reputation, both
as a man and a writer, became such a8 eerionaly to com-
promise the not very robust respectability of his clerieal
comrade, Bterne and Hall were distant cousina and if
may have been the tie of consanguinity which first drew
them together. But there was evidently a thorough con-
geniality of the most unlucky sort between them ; and
from their first meeting as undergradustes at Jegus, until
the premature death of the elder, they continued to sup-
ply each other’s minda with precisely that sort of cecupation
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and stimulhie of which each by the grace of nature stood
lcast in needl. That their close intimacy waa ill-calculated
40 raise Stetne’s reputation in later years may bo inferred
from the fact that Hall Stevenson aftorwards obtained
literary noforiety by the publieation of Crazy Tules, a
wum,,of\eommbut extremely broad ballads in which

clmm.lmdm quite unjustly euspected of having
had a hand. M#: Hall was also reported, whether truly or
falsely, to have been & member of Wilkes's famons confre-
ternity of Medmenham Ahbey; and from this it wae an
easy step for gossip to advance to the assertion that the
Rev. Mr. Sterne had himself been admitted to that nnholy
order,

Among acquaintances which the young sizar of Jesus
might have more profitably made st Cambridge, but did
not, was that of a student destined, like himself, to Jeave
behind him a name famous in English letters, Gray,
born three years later than Bterne, had entered a year
after him at Cambridge as a pensioner of Peterhouse, and
the two students went through their terms together,
though the post ab the time toock no degree. Thare was
probebly little enough in common between the ehy,
fastidious, alightly effeminate pensioner of Peterhouse, and
a scholar of Jasos, whose chief friend and comrade was a
man like Hall; and no close intimacy between the two
men, if they had come across each other, would have been
very likely to arite, Buf it does mot appear that they
could have ever met or heard of each other, for Gray
writes of Bterne, after Tvistran Skandy had made him
iamous, in terms which clearly show that he did not
zecall hia fellow-undergraduate.

In January, 1736, Sterne took his B.A. degres, and
quitted Cambridge for York, where another of his father's
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brothers now makes his appearance as his patron. Dr.
Jacques Bterne was the second son of Bimon Bterns, of
Elungton,mdamappmﬂyofmommnrkedmd
vigorous character than any of his brothers. "What
inducsd him now to take notice of the nephew, whom in
boyhood and early youth he had left to the umahared
guardianship of his brother, and brother's som, does not
appear ; tut the personal history of this energetic pluralist
—Prebendary of Durhem, Archdeacon of Cleveland,
Canon Residentiary, Precentor, Prebendary, and Axch-
deacon of York, Rector of Rise, and Rector of Hormsey-
cum-Riston—snggeats the surmise that he detected
qualities in the young Cambridge graduate which would
meke him useful. For Dr. Sterne was a typical specimen
of the Churchman-politician, in days when both com-
ponents of the compound word meant & good deal more
than they do now, The Archdeacon was a devoted Whig,
& Hanoverian to the backbone; and he held it his duty
to support the Protestant emccession, not only by the
spiritual but by the secular arm. He was a great
electionoerer, as befitted times when the claims of two
rival dynasties virbually met upon tbe hustings, and he
took a prominent part in the great Yorkshire contest
of the year 1784, His most vigorous display of energy,
however, was made, a8 was natural, in “the ’45.” The
‘Whig Archdeacon, not then Archdeacon of the East
Riding, nor as yel quite buried under the mass of prefer
ments which he afterwards accumulated, seems to have
thought that this indeed wae the crisis of his fortunes, and
that unless he was prepared to die & mere prebendary,
canon, and rector of one or two benefices, now was the
#ime to strike a blow for his advancement in the Church.
His bustling activity at this trying time was indeed
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portentous, and at last took the form of arreeting the
unfortunate Dr. Burton (the original of Dr. Slop) on
guspicion of holding communication with the invading
army of the Pretender, then on its march sonthward from
Edinburgh. The suspect, who was wholly innocent, wee
taken to London and kept in custody for nearly a year
before heing discharged, after which, by wey of a alight
rodress, a letter of reprimand for his #rop de séle was sent
by direction of Lord Carferet tc the militant dignitary,
But the desired end was nevertheless attained, and Dr.
Sterne meeeeded in crowning the edifics of his ecclesizstical
honours.!

There can be little doubt that patronage extended by
smch an uncles to snch a8 nephew, received ita full equivalent
in some way or other, and indeed the Memoir gives us a
clue to the mode in which payment was made. *My
uncle,” writes Sterne, deseribing their subsaquent rupture,
4 gquarrelled with me because I wonld not write paragraphs
in the newspapers; though he was a pariy-man, I was
not, and detested euch dirty work, thinking it beneath
me. From that time he became my bittercet enemy.”
The date of thia quarrel cannot be precisaly fixred; bmt
we gather from an autograph letter {now in the British

1 A once-familinr pieos of humorony verse desoeibea the upeet
of a oonch containing & clerical pluralist,—

‘When stroggling on the ground was seen

A Rector, Vicar, Oanon, Dean ;

You might have thonght the conch was full,
But nol *twes only Dr. Ball.

Dr. Jaoques Bierns, however, might have besn thrown ont of one
of the mare mpacions vehiclew of the London Genersl Omnibus
Compery, with slmost the sume misleading effect cpon those who
only heard of the mishap.
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Musoum) from Stemne to Archdeacon Blackburne that by
the year 1750 the two men had for some time ceased to
be on friendly terms. Probably, however, the breach
ocourred subsequently to the rebellion of '45, end it may
be that it arose out of the excess of partisan zeal which
Dr. Sterne developed in that year, and which his nephew
very likely did not in his opinion sufficiantly shere. But
this is quite econsistent with the younger man's having
up to that time assisted the elder in his party polemics. He
certainly speaks in his “ Yetters” of his having * employed
his hraine for an ungrateful person,” sand the remark is
made in a way and in 8 connexion which seams to imply
that the services rendered to his uncle were mainly
literary. If so his declaration that he “would not write
paregraphs in the newspapers,” can only mean that hewould
not go on writing them. Be this as it may, however, it is
certain that the Archdescon for some time found his
acoount in mgintaining friendly relations with his
nephew, and that daring that period he undonbtedly did
a good deal for hie advancement. Hterne was ordained
deacon by the Bishop of Lineols in March, 1736, only
three months after taking his B.A. degres, and took priest’s
orders in August, 1738, whereupon his uncle immediately
obtained for him the living of Button-on-the-Foreet, into
which he was inducted a fow days afterwards. Other
proferments followed, to benoted hereafter, and it musi be
admitted that until the quarrel ocourred about the * party
paragrapha ” the Archdeacon did his duty by his
nephew afier the peculiar fashipn of that time. When
that quarrel came, however, it seeme to have snapped
more ties than one, for in the Memoir Steme speaks of
his youngeet sister Catherine as “still living, but moet
unbappily esirenged from me by my unele's wickedness
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end her own folly.” Of his elder sistar Mary, who was
bomn at Lille a year before himself, he records that *'she
married one Weemana in Dublin, who used her moet
unmercifully, spent his subetance, became a bankrnpk,
and left my poor sister to shift for herself, which she was
shla to do but for & few montha, for she went to a Iriend's
house in the country and died of & broken heart,” Truly
on unineky family.” Only thres to survive the hardships
among which the yoars of their infancy were passed, snd
this to be the history of two out of the thres survivems1

1 Ths moiher, Mrs. Sterne, mukea har sppeamnos onos mars
for a moment in or abont the year 1768, Horsce Walpols, sod
after him Byron, acoused Bterna of having “ preferred whining over
& dead wmm to relisving m Hving mother,” sud the former went 5o
far as to dealare '*om indobitebls suthority ™ that M, Bterns,
“ who kept a school (in Ireland), having run in debt on scoount of
an exiravagunt davghter, would have rotted in w gaol if the parents
of her scholars had not raised a subsoription for her! Even * the
indobitable suthority," however, doss not positively sesert—what-
ever may be meant to be insiausted-——that Bterns bimpelfdid no-
thing to assist his mother, snd Mr. Fitagerald justly points ont
that £0 pay the whols debta of a bankrupt school might well have
been beyond & Yorkakire clergyman’s mesns. Anyhow there is
evidenos thet Bterne at alater date than thix was wolively conoeen-
ing bimself about his mother's intevests. She afterwards came to
York, whither he weat to meet har ; and he then writes tos friend,
I trust my poor mothee’s affeir is by this time ended o cwr
comfort and herm *



CHAPTER ITL

LIFR AT BUTTON—MARRIAGE—THH PARISH FRIEST.
(1738-—1759.)

GRruar writers who spring late and suddenly from obacurity
into fame and yet die early, must slways form more or leas
perplexing subjecte of literary biography. The proceeses
of their intellectnal and artistic growth lie hidden in
namelees years: their genius is not revealed o the world
until it has reached its full maturity, and many aspects of
it which perhaps would have easily explained themselves
if the gradual development had gone on before men's eyes,
remain often unexplained to the last. By few, if any, of
the more celebrated English men of lotters is thia obaerva-
tion so foreibly illustrated sa it is in the case of Bterne:
the obecure period of hin life so greatly excesded in dura-
tion the brief sesson of his fame, and itz oheeurity was
so exceptionally profound. He was forty-eeven years of
age when, at 8 bound, he achisved celebrity ; he was not
five-and-fifty when he died. And though it might be too
much to ssy thet the artist sprang, like the reputation,
fall-grown into being, it is nevertheless true that there are
no marks of positive immaturity to be detected even in
the earliest publio digplaya of his art. His work grows
indeed most marvellously in vividness and symmetry as
he proceeds, but there are no visible aigns of growth in tha
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workman's gkill. Even when the highest point of finigh
is attained, we cennot say thet the hand is any more
that the last light touches of the sculptor's ehisel upon the
perfected statue are more akilfal, than ita first vigoroms
strokee upon the shapelass black,

It is certain, however, that Bterne mmet have bean
storing up his material of obeervation, secreting his reflec-
tions on life and character, and consoionaly or unconscioualy
maturing his powers of expression during the whole of
those eilent twenty years which have now to be passed
under brief review. With one exception, 10 bs noted
presently, the only known writings of his which bhelong
{o this period are sermons, and theee—a mere “nscratch ”
collection of pulpit discourses which ss socn as he had
guined the public car, he hastened in characteristic fashion
to rummage from his desk and carry to the book-market—
throw no light upon the problem before ws. There are
sermons of Sterne which alike in manner and matier dis-
close the sathor of Tristram Shandy; but they are not
smong those which he preached or wrote before that work
was given fo the world. They ave not ite ancestors but
ita descendanta. They belong to the poet-Shandian period,
snd are in obvious imitation of the Shandian atyle; while
in none of the earlier cmes—not evem in that famnous
homily on & Good Conscience, which did not succeed till
Corporal Trim preached it before the brothers Shandy and
Dr. SBlop—can we imce either the irick of style or the
turn of thought that give piquancy to the novel. Yet
the peculiar qualities of mind, and the special faculty of
workmanship of which this turn of thought and trick of
style were the product, must of course have been poten-
tially present from the beginning. Men do not blossom
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forth as wits, humourists, masterly delinsators of character,
and skilfnl performers on s highly-strang and carefully-
tuned sentimental instrunment all at once, aftex entering
their “forlies ;” and the omly wonder is that a possce-
sor of these powers—some of them of the kind which,
as & role and in most men, seeks almost a8 irresistibly
for exercice as even the poetic instinet itself—should
have been held so long unemployed.

There is, however, one very common stimulua to literary
exertions which in Sterne’s case was mmdoubiedly want-
ing—a euperabundancs of mnoscenpied time. We have
little reasom, it is tzne, to suppose that this ight-minded
and valetudirarian Yorkshire pamson was at any period of
his lifs an industrious * parish-pricet ;” but it is probable
nevertheless that time never hung very heavily upon his
hands, In addition to the favourits amusements which
he enumeratos in the Memoir, he waa &ll his days addicted
fo one which is perhaps the most absorbing of all—
flirtation, Philundering, and eepecially philandering of
the Platonis and nltra-sentimental order, is almost the
one human pastime of which its votaries never seem to
tire ; and its constant ministrations to human vanity may
serve peshape to account for their unwearied absorption in
ita pursuit. Bterne's fisst love-affair—an effair of which
unfortunately the consequences were more lasting than the
paesion—took place immediately upon his leaving Cam-
bridge. To relate it as he relates it fo his daughter: “ At
York I became acquainted with your mother, and conrted
her for two years. She owned she liked me, but thought
herself not rich enough or me too poor to be joined to-
gother, Bhe went to her sister’s in S[taffordshire], and I
wrote to her often. I believe then she was partly deter-
mined fo have me, but would not eay so. At her return
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she full into a consamption, and one evening that I was
sitting by her with an almost broken heart o see her so
ill, she =aid: ‘ My dear Laury, I nevar can be yours, for
I verily believe I have not long to live | but I have left
you every ehilling of my fortune.! TUpon that she ahowed
me herwill. This generosity overpowered me. It pleased
God that she recovered, and we were married fn 1741.”
The name of this iady was Elimbeth Lumley, and it was
to her that Hterne addressed those earliest letters which
hiz daughter inclnded in the collection published by her
some sight years after her father's death, They were added,
the preface tells us, * in justice to Mr, Steme's delicate feel-
ings ;" and in owr modem usage of the word “ delicate,”
a8 oquivalent to infirm of hesalth and probebly short of
life, they no doubt do full justice to the pession which
they are supposed fo express. It would be unfair of
course to judge any loveletters of that period by the
standard of sincerity applied in cur own less artifisial age.
All mch compoeitions seem frigid and formal enough to
us of to-day; yet in most cases of genuine attachment we
usually find at least & sentence here and there in which the
natural accents of the heart make themselves hoard above
the affected modulstions of the etyle. But the letters of
Sterne’s courtehip maintain the pseudo-poetic, shepherd-
and-ghepherdess etrain throughout ; or if the lover ever
abandons if, it is only to make somewhat maudlin record
of those * tears ™ which flowed alittle too easily at all timea
throughout his life. These letters, however, have a cer
tain critical interest in their bearing upon those sen-
hilities which Sterne afterwards learned to cultivate in
8 forcing-frame, with a view to the applicstion of their
produce to thoe purposes of an art of pathefic writing
which simulates nature with such admivable fidelity at
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M
its best, and deasends to such singular bathos ai its
worst.

The marriage preluded by this courtship did not take
place iill Sterne had already been threo years vicar of
Sutton-on-the-Forest, the benefice which had been pro-
ounred for him by his uncle the archdeacon; throngh
whose interest also he was appointed sucoessively to
two prebende—preferments which were less valuable to
him for their emolument than for the ecclesiastical
status which they conferred upon him, for the excuse
which they gave him for periodieal visita to the cathe-
dral city to fulfil the residential conditions of his offices,
and for the opportunity thus afforded bhim of mixing in
and studying the society of the Closa Upon his
union with Mise Lumley, and, in a somewhet curious
fashion, by her means, he obtained in addition the living
of Btillington. “ A friend of hers in the souih had pro-
mised her that if she married a clergyman in Yorkshire,
when the living became vacant he would make her a
compliment of it ;” and made acoordingly this singuler
“compliment ” was, At Sciton Sterne remained nearly
twenty years doing duty st both places, during which
time “books, painting, fiddling, and shooting were,” he
says, “my chief amusementa” With what snccess he
shot, and with what gkill he fiddled, we know not. His
writings contain not e fow musical metaphors and allusions
to music, which seem to indicate a competent aoquain-
tance with its technicalities ; but the specimen of hiz powers
a8 an artiet, which Mr, Fitsgersld has reproduced from
his illostrations of & volume of poems by Mr. Woodhnll,
does not disposs one to rate highly his proficiensy in thia
acoomplishment. 'We may axpect that after all it was the
first-mentioned of his amussmenta in which he took the
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greatest delight, and that neither the brush, the bow, nor
the fowling-piece was nearly so often in his hand es the
book. Within a fow milee of Sution, at Bkelton Castls,
an almost unigne Roman stronghold since modernized by
Gothio hands, dwelt his college-friend John Hall Steven-
son, whose well-atocked libmry contained a choies but
heterogeneous collection of hooke—old French © ane,” and
the learning of medimval doctors—bocks intentionally and
books unintentionally comic, the former of which Sterne
read with an only teo retentive & memory for their jests,
and the latter with an acutely humorona appreciation of
their solemn {rifling. Later on it will be time to note the
extent to which he utilized these resulis of his widely dis-
cursive reading, and ¢o examine the legitimacy of the
mode in which he used them: here it is emough fo say
generally that the materials for many a burlesgne chapter
of Tristram Shandy must have been unconsciously storing
themselves in his mind in many an amused hour passed
by Bterne in the library of Skelton Castle.

But before finally quitting this part of my eubject it
may be a8 well perhape to deal somewhat at length with
n matter which will doubtless have to be many times
incidentally referred to in the course of this study, but
which I now hope to relioeve myself from the necessity of
doing more than touch npon hereafter. I vefar of conrse
to Slemne's perpetuslly reenvring flivtations, This is &
matter almoet as imposeible to omit from any biography
of Bierne, as it wonld be to omit it from any hiography
of Goethe, The English humouriet did not, it is trus,
engage in the pastime in the serious, not to may scientific
spirit of the German philosopher-poet; it wes not de-
liberatoly made by the former as by the latter to
coniribute to his artistic development ; but it is neverthe-
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ceased to be conjugsl, and never again resumed that cha-
maoter,

I is, however, probable upon the husband’s own con
fonxions, that he had given his wife ecarlier cause for
jealousy, and ocertainly from the time when he bhegins to
reveal himeelf in correspondence thare seems to be hardly
a moment when scme such cause was not in existense—
in the person of this, that, or the other lackadaicieal
damsel or coguettith matron. From Miss Fourmantalle,
the *dear, dear Kitty,” o whom Sterne was making
violent love in 1759, the year of the York publication of
Trisiram Shandy, down to Mrm, Dreper, the herine of
the famous * Yorick to Elisa” letters, the list of ladies
who seem to have kindled flames in that suscepiible
breast ia almost as long and more real than the roll of
mistresses immortalized by Horace. How Mrs, Sterne
at first bore herself under her hnshend’s ostentatious
neglect, there is no direct evidence to show. That she
ultimately took refuge in indifference we can perceive,
but it is to be feaved that she was not always able to
maintain the attitude of contemptuous composure. So st
least we may suspoct from the evidence of that Frenchman
who met “le bon et agréable Tristram,” and his wife, at
Montpellier, and who, characteristically sympathiving with
the inconstant husband, declared that his wife’s incessant
pursuit of him made him pess * d'asese mauvais moments,™
which he bore ‘ with the patience of an angel,” But on
the whole Mre. Bterne's conduct ecems by her hushand’s
own admissions to have been not wanting in dignity.

As to the nature of Sierne's love-affairs I have come,
though not without hesitation, to the conclusion that they
were most, if not all of them, what is called, somewhat
abeurdly, Platonie. In ssying this, however, I am by no
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means prepared to assert thet they wounld all of them have
passed muster before a prosaio and uusentimental British
jury as mere indiscretions, and nothing worss, Bterne’s
relations with Miss Fourmantells, for instance, assmmed
at last & prefoundly compromising character, and it is fax
from improbable that the womt construction would have
been put upon them by one of the plain-dealing tribunels
afovesaid, Cerfainly a young woman who leaves her
mother at York, and comes up to London to reside alons
in lodgings where she is conslantly being visited by a
lover who is himself living en gnrgor in the metropolis,
can hardly complain if her imprudence is fatal to her re-
pubation : neither can he if his own suffers in the same
woy. Butas Iam not of those who hold that the con-
ventionally “ innocent ” is the equivalent of the morally
harmless in this matier, I cannot regard the question =s
worth any very minute investigation. I am not sure that
the hahitual male flirt, who neglects his wife to sit con-
tinnally languishing st the feet of some other womam,
gives much less pain and scandal to others, or doea xauch
leas mischief to himself and the objects of his adoration,
than the thoroogh-going profligaie; and I even foel
tempted to riek the apparent paradox, that from the ar-
tistic point of view, Sterne loet rather than gsined by the
generally Platonic character of his amours. For, as it
was, the resiraint of one instinet of his neture implied
the over-indulgence of another which stcod in at least as
much need of chastenment. If his love-affaira stopped
chori of the gratification of the senses, they involved a
perpetual fondling and caressing of those effeminate sen-
sibilitiee of his into that condition of hyper-sethesis
which, though Sterne regarded it as the strength, was in
reality the weaknesq, of his art.
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Injurious, however, as was the effect which Sterne's
philanderings exercised upon his personal! and literary
character, it is not likely that, atleast at this period of his
life at Suiton, they hbad in any degree compromised his
reputation. For this he hed provided in other ways, and
principally by his exceedingly injudicious choice of
amsociaten  *“ As to the squire of the parish” he remarks
in the memoir, # I cannct eay we were on a very friendly
footing, but at Atillington the family of the Clroft]s
ehowed us every kindness: 'twas moat agreeable to be
within & mile and a half of an amiahle family who were
ever cordial friends ;” and who, it may be added, appear
to have been Sierns’s only reputable acquaintences, For
the satinfaction of all other social needs he sesms to have
reeorted to o companionship which it was hardly possible
for & clergyman to frequent without scandal—that, namely,
of John Hall Stevenson and the kindred spirits whom he
delighted to colloct round him at Skelton—£smiliarly
known a8 “ Crazy” Castle. The clebof the “ Demonincs,”
of which Bterne makes mention in his letiers, may have
had ncthing very diabolical about it except the name ;
but, headed as it was by the suspected ex-comrade of
Wilkes and his brother monks of Medmenham, and
recruited by gey militairea like Colonels Hall and Lee,
and “fast” parsons like the Rev, ¢ Panty® Lascelles
{mock godson of Pantagruel) it was certainly & society in
which the Viear of Satton could not expeet to enroll him-
self without offence. "'We may fairly suppose therefore that
it was {0 his associstion with these somewhat too * jolly
companions” that Bterne owed that disfavonr among
decorous country circles, of which he shows resantful con-
scioneness in the earlier chapters of Tristram Shandy.

But befors we finally cross the line which separates the
life of the obsoure country parson from the lifs of the
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famous euthor, & word or two must be eaid of that piece
of writing which waa allnded to a fow pages back ae the
cnly known exception to the generally * professional” cha-
racter of all Bterne’s compositions of the Pre-Shandian era.
This was a piecs in the allegoric-sativical style, which,
though not very remarkable in itself, may not improbably
have helped to determine its author’a thoughta in the
divection of more elahorate literary efforts. In the year
1758 a dispute had arisen between a certain Dr. Topham,
an ecclesisstical lawyer in large lccal practics, and Dr.
Fountayne, the then Dean of York. This dispnte had
origmated in an attempt on the part of the learned
civilian, who appears to have been & pluralist of an
exceplionally ineatinhle order, fo oblain the reversion of
one of his numercus officea for hia son, alleging a promise
made to him on that behalf by the Archbishop. This
promise, which had in facl been given, waa legally
impossible of performance, and upon the failure of his
attempt the disappointed Topham turned upon the Dean,
mdmnintamedthatbyh:mntmymtahehadboen
promised another place of the value of five guineas per
annum, and appropriately known es the # Commissaryship
of Pickering and Pocklington.” This the Dean denied,
and thereupon Dr. Topham fired off a pamphlet setting
forth the circumstances of the alleged promise, and
protesting against the wrong inflicted upon him by ite
non-performance, At this point Sterne came to Dr.
Fountayne's aseistance with a sarcastic apologue entitled
the * History of agood warm Watcheoat,” which had * hung
up many years in the parish veatry,” and ehowing how
this garment had eo excited the cupidity of Trim, the sexton,
that * nothing would serve him but he must take it home,
to have it converted into 8 warm under petticoat for his
wife and a jerkin for himself against the winter® The
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symholization of Dr. Topham's enug **patent place,”
which he wished to make hereditary, under the image of
the good warm watcheoat is of course plain enough ; and
there is some humour in the way in which the parson
(the Archbishop) discovers that hie ineantious assent to
Trim's request had been given ulire efre. Looking
throngh the parish register, at the request of a labourer
who wished to asocortain his age, the parson finds express
words of bequest leaving the watcheoat “ for the sole uae of
the sextons of the church for ever, to be womn by them
respectively on winterly cold nights,” and at the moment
when he is exclaiming, *“Just Heaven! what an escape
haveIhad ! Give this fora petticoas to Trim’s wife 1” he
in interrapted by Trim himself entering the veetry with
“the coat actually ript and cut out ™ ready for converaion
into a petticoat for his wife. .And we get a forefaste of
the familiar Shandian impertinence in the remark which
follows, that  there are many good similes subeisting in
the world, but which I have neither time to recollect nor
look for, which would give you an idea of the parson’s
astoniehment at Trim's impndence.” The emoluments of
“ Pickering and Pocklington ” appear under the figure of a
“pair of black velvet plush breeches” which ultimately “got
inio the possession of one Lorry Slim (Sterne himself, of
course), an unlucky wight by whom they are still wor : in
truth, as you will gnean, they are very thin by thia time.”

The whole thing in the very elightest of * skits” and
the quarrel having been aceommodated before it could be
published, it was not given to the world until after its
aethor’s death. But it is interesting as his first known
aitempt in this line of compoeition, and the grasping
sexton deserves remembrance if only as having handed
down his name to & far more famoos deseendant,



CHAPTER IV.

TRIATRAM BHANDY. VOIA I, AND IL
(1759—1760.)

Hrrwerto wo have had to construet our conseption of
Sterne out of materials of more or less plausible conjec-
ture, Weo are now at last approaching the region of
positive evidence, and henceforward, down almost to
the lagh acene of all, Sterne’s doings will be chronicled,
and his charaster revealed, by one who happens, in this
case, to be the bestof all possible biographers—the man
himself, Not that such records are by any means always
the most trustworthy of evidemce. There ars some men
whose real character is never more effoctually concealed
than in their correspondence. But it is not so with Sterne.
The careleas, alipghod letters which Mdme. de Medalle
« pitchforked ” into the book-market, rather than edited,
are highly valuable as pieces of autobiography. They are
easy, naive, and natural, rich in eimple self-disclomire in
almost every page, and if they have more to tell ue about
the man than the writer, they are yot not wantmg in
instructive hinta aa to Bterne’s methods of composition and
his theories of axt.

It was in the year 1769 thet the Viear of Sution and
Prebendary of York, alveady, no doubl, s stons of
stumbling and & rock of offenice to many worthy people in

D
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the county, conceived the idea of estonishing and scan-
daliring them still further after a new and original fashion.
His impulzes to literary produetion were probably various,
and not all of them, or perhaps the strongest of them, of the
artistic order. The first and most urgent was, it may be sus-
pected, the simpipst and most commeon of all anch metive
forces, Sterne, in all likelihood, waa in want of money.
He was not, perhaps, under the actual instruction of that
magister arfium whom the Roman satirist has celobrated ;
for he declared, indeed, afterwards, that * he wrote not to
be fed, but to be famous.” But the context of the pas-
sage shows that he only meant to deny any alwolute com-
pulsion to write for mere subsistence. Between this sort
of constraint and that gentler form of pressure which
arises from the wish to increase an income sufficient for
one’s needs, buf inedequate to ono's desires, there is a con~
giderable difference ; and to repudiate the one is mot to
disclaim the other. It is, at any rate, certain that Sterne
engaged at one time of his life in a rather speculative
sort of farming, and we have it from himself in a passage
in ane of his letters, which may be jest, but reads more like
earnest, that it was hia losses in this business that first
turned his attention to literature.' His thoughis once set
in that direction, his peeuliar choice of subjeet and method
of treatment are esaily comprehensible. Pantagrualie
burlesque ecame to him, if not naturally, at any rate by
“gocond nature.” He had a strong and sedulously culti-
vated taste for Rabelaigian htumour ; his head was crammed

16T wras oo sach & puppy mywelf,”” he writea to a certain baronet
whom be Is attemnpting to discoursge from speculative farming of
this sort, “and had my laboor for my paing and two hundred
poundg cut of pockst. Ouree an farming! (I seid). Lat us see if
the pen will not snoosed betier than ihe spade.™
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with all worts of out-of-the-way leamning constantly tickling
his comic senee by ite very uselemmess ; he relished more
keenly than any man the solemn futilities of medisval
dootors, and the pedantic indecencies of casuist father ;
and along with all these tempiations to an entarprise of
the kind upon which he entered, he had been experieneing
¢ steady relaxation of deterrent restraints. He had fallen
out with his uncle some years since,® and the quarrel hagd
freed him from at least one influemco making for clerical
propriety of behaviour. His incorrigible levities had pro-
bably lost him the conntenanse of most of his more seriona
acquaintances ; his satirical humonr had as probably gained
him personal enemias not a few, and it may be that he
had graduslly contracted something of that “naughty-
boy " temper, as we may call it, for which the deliberate and
ostentations repetition of offenceshas an inexplicable charm.
It seems clear, too, that, growth for growth with this
gpirit of bravado, there had sprung np—in somewhat incon-
gruous companionship, perhaps—a certain sense of wrong.
Alopg with the impulss teo give sn additional ahock to
the prejudices he had already offended, Bterne felt
impelled to vindicate what he considered the genunine
moral worth underlying the indiscretione of the offsnder,
‘What, then, could better suit him than to compose a novel
in which he might give full play to his simious humour,
gtartle more hideously than ever his siraiter-laced neigh-
bours, defiantly defend his own character, and caricature

2 Ho himself indeed makes s particular point of this in explain.
ing his literary venimre, * Naw for your dsxire,” he writea to s
oorrespondent in 2750, “of knowing the ressmn of my turning
sathor P why twoly I am tired of employing my brains for other
peaple’s ndvaniage. "Tis & foolish ssorifice I have mads for naine
yours for an mngretefal person.”—Letters, i, 82.

D2



23 STRRNE. fomar,
whatever eocentric figure in the society around him might
offer the moet tempting butt for ridiculet

Al the world knows how far he unitimately advanced
beyond the simplicity of the conception, and into what
far higher regions of art its execution led him. But Ifind
no convincing reason for believing that Tvistram Shandy
had st the ontset any more seriously ardistic purpose than
this ; and much indirect evidenoe thei this, in fact, it
was.

The humorons fignre of Mr, Shandy is, of course, the
Cervantic centre of the whole; and it was out of him
and his erotchets that Sterne no doubt intended from the
first to draw the materials of that often unsavoury fun
which was t0 amuse the light-minded and scandelize the
demure. Buit it can hardly escape notice that the twe
most elaborate portraits in Vol L—the admirsble but
very flatteringly idealized aketch of the author himaalf in
Yorick, and the Gilrayesque caricature of Dr. Slop—ave
drawn with a distinctly polemical purpose, defensive in
the former case and offensive in the latter, On the other
hand, with the disappearance of Dr, 8lop, caricature of
living persons disappears also; while after the famous
deseription of Yorick’s death-bed, we meet with no more
attempta et self-vindication. It seems probahbles, there-
fore, that long before the firet two volumes were com-
Pleted Bierne had discovered the artistic possibilities of
“ My Unecle Toby” and “ Carpornl Trim,” and had realized
the foll potentislition of humour cantained in the contrast
between the two brothers Shandy., The very work of
sharpening and despening the outlines of this humorous
antithesis, while it made the crack-brained philosopher
more and more of a hurleaque unreality, continnally added
new touches of lifé and nature to the lineaments of the
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gimple-minded soldier; and it was by this curions and
half-aecidental process that there came to be added to the
gallery of English fiction one of the most perfect and
delightful portraits that it possessee.

We Iknow from internal evidence that ZT¥isiram
Shandy was begun in the early days of 1759 ; and the
first two volumes were probably completed by about the
middle of the year, “In the year 1760,” writea Sterne,
“I went up to London to publish my two first velumes
of Shandy” And it is stated in a note to this pamage,
as cited in Beott’s memoir, that the first edition was
publiched “the year bofore” in York, There is, how-
ever, no direct proof that it was in the hands of the
public before the beginning of 1760, though it is poesible
that the date of ita publication mey just have fallen
within the year. But, at all events, on the 1st of January,
1760, an advertisement in the Public Advertiser informed
the world that *“this day* was * published, printed on
guperfine writing-paper, &ec., The Life and Opinions of
Tristram Shandy., York. Printed for and sold by John
Hinxham, Bookseller in Stonegate.” The great London
publisher, Dodsley, to whom the book had been offared,
and who had declined the venturs, figures in the
advertisement as the principal London bookseller from
whom It was to be oblained. Tt seems that only a fow
copies were in the firet instance sent up to the London
market; but they fell into good hkands, for there is
evidence that Zvisiram Shandy had atiracted the
notioe of st least oma competent eritic in the capital
before the month of January was out. But though the
metropolitan succees of the book waes destined to be
delayed for atill a month or two, in York it had already
croated & furore in more senses than one. For, in fact,
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and no ‘wonder, it had in meny quarters given the
doepest offance, Its Rabelsisian licence of incident and
allusion wes caleulated to offend the proprieties—the
provineial proprieties especially—even in that free-spoken
age ; and there was that in the book, moreover, which
a provincial society may be counted on to abominate,
with a keener if less disinterested abhorrence than any
eins againet decemcy. It contained, or was sepposed to
contain, a hroadly ludicrous caricature of one well-known
local physician ; and an allueion, brief indeed and covert,
but highly scandalous, to & certain ¢ droll feible” attri-
buted to another personage of much wider celebrity in
the scientific world. The victim in the lsiter case was no
longer living ; and this cireemstance brought upon Sterne
a remonstrance from a correspondent, to which he 1eplied
in a letter so characteristic in meny respects as to be
worth quoting, His correspondent was aDr. # #* * ¥ #,
(asterisks for which it is now impossible to subetitute
lotters) ; and the burden of what seem tohave been several
communications in spech and writing on the subject was
the maxim, “de mortuigynil nisi bomum,” With such
aerionsmens and severity had his eorrespondent dwelt upon
this adage, that “at length ™ writea Bterne, *you have
made me as serious and as ssvere as yourself ; but, that
the humours you bave stirred up might not work too
potently withiz me, I have waited four days to cool
myself before I could set pen io paper to answer you.”
And thus he sets forth the results of his four daye’
deliberation ;u—

* De mortuis nil nixi bonum.” I dedars I have considered
the wisdoms and foundation of it over and over sgain sa dispas-
sionately and charitably a8 a good Christian ocan, and after
olf I cax fud nothing in it, or make more of it than s non-
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sengical Inllaby of serns nurse, put into Xatin by some pedant,
to be chanted by somse hypoerite to the end of the world for the
eonsclation of departing lechers. *Tis, I own, Latin, and I think
that is all the weight it bas, for, in plain English, *tis a loose
and futile position below s dispute. “Yom are not to speak
anything of the deed but whatis good.” Why se? Whonays
#soP Neither reason nor Beriptare. Inspired authors have
dons otherwise, and reason and common sense tell me that, if
tha characters of past ages and men are to be drawn st all, they
are to be drawn like themaelves, that is, with their excellencies
and their foibles ; and it as much & piece of justice to the world,
and to virtue, too, to do the one as the other, The ruling
pasaion, of las Ayarements du coewr, axe the very things which
mark and distinguish & man's character, in which I wounld as
soon leave oub o man’s head as his hobby-horss. However, if,
like the poor devil of a painfer, we must conform to the pious
canon, " de mortnis, &o.,"” which I own has a spice of piety in
the sound of it, and be obliged to paint both cur sugels und our
devils out of the same pot, I then infer that our Bydenhems and
our Bangrados, our Lusretias and our Mesnalinas, our Somersety
and our Bolingbrokes, are alike entitled to statues, and all the
historians or satirists who have smd otherwise since they
departed this life, from Ballust to B-—e, are guilty of the
crimoa you charge ne with, “cowardice and injustice,” But
why cowardice P “ Because "tis not conmage to attack s dead
an who can't defend himeelf,” Buf why do you doctors attack
such & one with your incision knife? Ob ! for the good of the
living. 'Tis my ples.

And, having given this humorons twist fo his argument,
he glides off into extenuatory mattar. He had nof even,
he protesta, made as much as a surgical incision into his
viotim (Dr. Richard Mead, the friend of Bentley and of
Newton, and a phyrician and physiologist of high repute
in his day); he had bub just scratehed him, and theb
scarce skin-deep, As to the «droll foible ” of Dr. Mead,
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which he bhad made merry with, “it was not first reported
(even to the few whbo can undemstand the hint) by me,
but known before by every chambermaid and footman
within the hills of mortslity”—a somewhat daring
amertion, one would imagine, considering what the droll
foible was; and Dr. Mead, continues Bterne, great man
a8 he waa, had, after all, not fared worse than s man
of twice his wiedom "—to wit Bolomon, of whom the
same remark had been made, that *they were both great
men, and like all morfal men had each their ruling
passion.”

The mixture of banter and sound reasoning in this
reply is, no doubt, very ekilfal. Bui unfortunstely neither
the reasoming nor the banter happens to mest the case of
this particular defiance of the * De mortuis ” maxim, and
a8 & serions defence againet & eerious charge (which was
what the oocasion required) Bterne's answer is
futila. For the plea of “the good of the living,” uwpon
which, after all, the whole defencs, considered seriously,
regts, was quite inapplicable as an excuse for the ineri-
minated paseage. The only living persons who could pos-
sibly be =ffected by if, for good or evil, ware those
surviving friends of the dead man, to whom Bterna’s
allusion towhat he called Dr. Mead’s ¢ droll foible ” was
calonlated to cause the deepest pain and shame,

The other matter of offence to Sterne’s Yorkehire
readers was of & much more elaborate kind. In the pereon
of Dr. Slop, the grotesque man-sidwife, who was to have
asaisied, but miseed aseisting at Tristram’s entry into the
world, the good people of York were not elow $o recognize
the physical pesuliarities and profeesional antecedente of
Dr. Burton, the local accoucheur, whom Archdeacon
Bterne had arrestod as 8 Jacobite. That the portzait wea
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faithfal to anything but the external traits of the original,
or was intended to reproduce anything more than these,
Sterne afterwards denied ; and we have certainly mno
ground for thinking that Burton had invited ridicule on
sny other than the somewhat unworthy ground of the
curious uglinees of his face and figure. It ismost unlikely
that hia success ns & practitioner in & branch of the me.
dical art in which imposture is the most ecasily detected,
conld have been earned by mere quackery ; and he seems,
mareover, to have boen a man of learning in more kinds
than one. The probability is thet the worst that could
be allaged againat him was a tendency fo secientifie
pedantry in his published writings, which was pretty sure
to tickle the fancy of Mr, Bterne. Unscrupulously, hewevaer,
as he was caricatured, the sensation whick appesrs to have
been excited in the couniy by the burlesque porirait counld
hardly have been due to any strong public sympathy with
the involuntary sitter. Dr. Burton seems, as a suspected
Jacobite, to have been no special favourite with the York-
shire aquirearchy in general, but rether the reversa thereof,
Ucalegon, however, does not need to be popular to arcuse
his neighbowr’s intereet in his misfortunee ; and the cari-
cature of Burfon was doubtless resented on the prorimus
ardet principle by many who feared that their turn was
coming next,

Toall the eomplaints and proteets which reached him
on the eubject, Bterne would in any case probably
have been indifferent ; but he was soon to receive encou-
ragement which would have more than repaid a man of
his temper for twice the number of rebukes. For London
cared nothing for Yorkshire susceptibilities and Yorkshire
fears. Provincial notables might be libelied, and their
friends might go in fear of similar treatment, but all that
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was nothing %o % the town,” and Tvisfram Shandy had
taken the town by storm. We gather from & passage in
the letter above quoted that as early as January 80 the
book bad  gained the very favourahle opinion ” of Mr, Gar-
rick, afterwards to become the author's intimate friend ; and
it is certain that by the time of Sterne’sarrival in London,
in March, 1760, Tristram Shandy hed become the rage.
To sey of this extraordinary work that it defies analysia
would be the merest inadequacy of commonplace. It waa
meant to defy analysis ; it is of the very essemce of its
acheme and purpose that it ahould do eo; and the mere
attempt to subject it systematically to any such process
would argue an altogether mistaken conception of the
anthor's intent, Ite full * official ” style and title ia TWe
Life and Opinions of Trisiram Shandy, Gent., and it is
diffieult to say which it contains the less about—the
opinions of Tristram Shandy or the eventa of his life, As
& matter of fact, its proper description would be ¢ 'The
Opiniong of Tristram Bhandy's Father, with Some Passages
from the Life of his #ncle.” Ite claim to be regarded as
a biography of its nominal hero is best illustrated by the
fact that Tristram is not born till the third volume, and
not breeched till the sixth ; that it is not till the seventh
that he beging to play sny active part in the nerretive,
appearing then only as a completely eolourless and unin-
dividualized figure, s mere vehicle for the conveyance o:
Sterne's awn Continental smpressions de voyags ; and that
in the last two volumes, which are entirely taken up with.
the incident of his uncle’s courtship, he dissppears from
the story aliogether. It is to be presumed, perhaps, though
not very confidently, that the reader would have seen more
of him if the tale had been continued ; but how much or
how little is quite uncertain, The real hero of the book
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in at the cuteet Mr. Shandy, senior, who is, later on, euc-
coeded in this place of dignity by my unele Toby. It not
only served Sterne's purpose to confine himeelf mainly to
these two characters, as the best whereon to display his
powers, but it was part of his etudied eccentricity to do
so. It wasa “point” to give as Little as possible about
Tristram 8handy in a life of Tristram Shandy ; jhst as it
was a point o keep the reader waiting throughout the year
1760 for their hero te be so much as born, In the first
volume, therefore, the author does literally everything bet
make the slightest progress with hia story. Starting off
abmptly with a moek phyeiologic disquisition upon the
importance of a proper ordering of their mental states on
the part of the intending progenitors of children, he phi-
logophizes gravely on this theme for two or three chapters ;
and then wanders away into an account of the Iocal mid-
wife, upon whose sole services Alrs, Bhandy, in opposition
to her husbend, was inclined to rely, From the midwife
it is an easy transition {0 her patron and protector, the
incumbent of the parish, and this, in its tum, suggests a
long excursus on the character, habits, appearance, home,
friends, enemies, and fneily death, burial, and epitaph of
the Rev, Mr, Yorick. Thence we return to Alr, and Mrs,
Shandy, and are made sequainted, in absurdly minute
detail, with an agreament entered into hetween them with
reference to the place of sojonrn to be selected for the
lady’s acconchement, the burlesque deed which records
this compact being actuslly set out at full length, Thence,
again, we ars beckoned away by the jester to join him in
elaborate and not very edifying ridienle of the Catholic
doetrine of ante-natsl baptism ; and thence—but it would
be useless to follow further the windings end doublings
of this literary hare.
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Yet, though the book as one thus summaerires i, may
appear & mere farrago of digreasions, it neverthelees, after
its peculiar fashion, advances. Buch definite purpose as
underlies the tricks and grimaces of its author is hy
degrees accomplished ; and before we reach the end of
the first volume, the highly bumorcus if extravagantly
idealized figure of Mr, Bhandy takes bodily shape and
copsistency before cur eyes. If is & mistake, I think, of
8ir 'Walter Beott’s to regard the portrait of this escentrie
philosopher a8 intended for & satire upon perverted and
deranged erudition—sas the stndy of a man ‘““whom too
much and tos mircellaneous learning had hrought within
o step or two of madnees,” Sterne’s conception seems to
me & little more subtle and lees commenplace than that,
Mr Shandy, I imagine, is designed to personify not
“ arack-hrained learning ” eo much as ¢ theory ran mad.”
He ie possessad by & sort of Demon of the Deduotive,
ever impelling him to push his premises to new conclu-
sions without ever allowing him time to ecompere them
with the facts. No doubt we are meant to regard him as
& learned man ; but his son gives us to understand dis-
tinetly and very early in the book that his erotehets were
by no means-thoss of a weak receptive mind, overiaden
with more knowledge than it could digest, but rather
those of an over-active intelligence, far more deeply and
constantly concerned with its own processes than with the
thoughta of others. Tristram, indeed, dwells poinfedly
on the fact that his father's dialectical skill was not the
reeult of training, and that he owed nothing to the logic
of the schools “ He was certainly,” says his son,
# jrremigtible both in his orations and disputations,” but
that was because ““he was born an orstor” (@«oSiBaxros).
Pereuasion hung upon his 1ips, and the elements of logic
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snd rhetoric were so blanded in him, and withal he had
s0 shrawd a guess at the weaknessen and passions of his
respondent that nature might have stood up and said,
*This man is eloquenf. And yet,” continues the filial
panegyric,—

Ho End naver read Cioevo nor Quintilien de Oratore, nor
Aristotle nor Longinus smong the ancients, nor Voesins, nor
Skioppins, nor Bamna nor Farnaby among the moderms: and
what is more sstonishing he had never in his whole lifo the least
light or spark of snbtilty strnck into his mind by ome single
lecture npon Crackenthorpe or Burgersdicins or any Dutch com-
mentator : he knew not so much as in what the difference of an
argument ad sgnorandiam and an argument ad Aominem con-
aisted ; and when he went up along with me to enter my name
st Jeaus Collage, in ® ® ® %, it was 8 matter of jnst wonder
with my worthy tutor and two or thres fellows of that learned
society that a man who knew not s0 much as the names of his
tools shoald be able to work after that fashion with them.

Burely we all know men of this kind, and the con-
sternation—comparable only to that of M. Jourdain nnder
the impromptu carfe-and-tierce of his eervant-maid—
which their sturdy if informal dialectic will ofien spread
among many kinds of “learned socieliex” But such men
are certainly not of the class which Scott suppeesd to
kave been ridiculed in the character of Walter Shandy,

Among the crobcheta of this born dislectician was a
theory as to the importance of Christian names in
determining the future behaviour and JQeetiny of the
children to whom they are given; and whatever
admixture of jeet there might have been in some of his
other fancies, in this his son affirme he was absolutely
sardous.  He solemnly maintained the opinion * that there
waa 8 strange kind of magic biae which good or bad
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names, a3 he called thém, irreeistibly impreesed upon
our charseter and conduct” How many Ceesars and
Pompeys, he would say, by mere inepiration of their
names have becn rendered worthy of them., And how
many, he would add, are there who might have done
exceeding well in the world had not their characters and
spirita been totally depressed and Nicodemus'd into
nothing? He was astonished at parents failing to per-
ceive that “when once a vile name was wrongfully or
injudicionsly given, 'twas mot like & case of a man's
character, which when wronged might afterwards be
¢leared ; and possibly some time or other, if not in the
man’s life, at least after his death, be somehow or other
get to rights with the world.” This namegiving injury,
Le would say, * could never be undome ; nay, he doubted
whether an Act of Parliament could reach it ; he knew, as
well as you, that the Legislature assomed & power over
surnames ; but for very strong reasons, which he could
give, it had never yet adventured, he would eay, to go a
gtep further.”

‘With all thie extravagancs, however, there was com-
bined an admirable affectation of sobriety. Mr. Bhandy
would have us believe that he was no blind slave to his
theory. He wae quite willing to admit the existence of
names, which could not affect the character either for
good or evil—-Jack, Dick, and Tom, for instance; and
such the philosopher etyled © neutral names,” affirming of
them * without a satire, that there had been as many
knaves and fools at least as wise snd good men ainoce the
world began, who had indifferently bome them, so that
like equal forces acting agminet each other in contrary
directions, he thought they mutually destroyed each
others effocts ; for which reason he would often declare
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he would not give a cherrystone to choose among them,
Boh, which was my brother's name, was another of these
neutral kinds of Christian names which operated very
little either way; and as my father happened to be at
Epsom when it was given him, he would ofttimes thank
heoaven it was no worse.” Forewarned of this peculierity
of Mr. S8handy’s, the reader is, of couree, prepared. to hear
that of all the names in the universe the philosopher
bhad the most unconquerable aversion for Tristram, * the
loweat and most contemptible opinion of it of anything in
the worll.” He would break off in the midst of one of
his frequent disputes on the subject of names, and “in a
spirited epiphonemsa, or rather erotesis,” demand of hia
antagonist ** whether he would take upon him to say he
hed ever remembered, whether he had ever read, or whether
he had ever heard fell of & man called Tristram perform-
ing aenything great or worth recording. No, he wounld
say, Tristram ! the thing is impossible.” It only
remained that he should have published a beok in defence
of the belief, and sure enough “in the year eixteen,” two
years before the birth of his second son, *“ he was at the
pains of writing an express disserfation simply upon the
word Tristram, showing the world with great candour and
modesty the grounds of his great abhorrence to the name.”
And with this idea Sterne continues to amuse himself at
intervals ill the end of the chapter.

That he does not o persistently amuse the reader it is,
of course, scarcely neceseary to say. The jest has not
substance enough—few of Sterne's jests have—io stand
the process of continoal attrition to which he subjects
it. But the mere historic gravity withk which the
various turns of this monomanis sre recorded—io say
nothing of the seldom failing charm of the easy gossiping
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otyle—prevent the thing from ever becoming uitedly
tiresome. On the whole, however, one begina to grow
impatient for more of the same sort ae the three admirable
chapters on the Rev. Mr. Yorick, and are not sorry to get
to the opening of the second volume with its half-tender,
half-humorous, and wholly delightful sccount of Unecle
Toby's difficulties in describing the siege operations before
Namur, and of the happy chance by which theee dificultion
msde him ultimately the fortunate posseasor of & * hobby.”

Throughout this volume there sre manifest aigna of
Bterne’s unceasing interest in his own creations, and of
his increasing eomacicusness of crealive power, Captain
Toby Skandy is but just lightly sketched-in in the first
volums, while Corporal Trim has not made his appearance
on the sceme &t all ; but before the end of the sscond we
know both of them thoronghly within and without,
Indeed, one might almoet zay that in the first hall dozen
chapters which so excellently recount the origin of
the corporals fortification scheme, and the wounded
officer’s delighted acceptance of it, every frait in the
simple characters—alika yet so different in their sim-
plicity-—of master and of man becomes definitely fixed in
the reader's mind. And the total difference between the
socond and the firsk volame in peint of fulvees, variefy,
end colour is moet marked. The artist, the inventor, the
master of dialogue, the comic dvamatist in fact as
distinet from the humorous eesayist, would almost seem
to have sterted into being as we pasa from the one volume
fo the other. There is nothing in the drolleries of the
firet volume—in the broad jests upon Mr. Bhandy’s
eroichets, or even in the subtler humour of the intellectnal
oollision between these crotchets and kis brothers plain
sense—to indicate the kind of power displayed in that
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remarkable colloquy & guafrs, which begins with the
arrival of Dr. Slop and ends with Corporal Trim's recital
of the Sermon on Conscience. Wit, humonr, irony,
quaint learning, shrewd judgment of men and things, of
these fiterne had displayed abundance already; but it is
not in the earlier but in the later half of the first inatal.
ment of Tristram Shandy that we first become conscious
that he is something more than the possessor of all
these things: that he iz gilted with the geniua of
creation and has sent forth new beings info that world
of immortal shedows which to many of us in more real
thean our own.



CHAPTER V.

LONDON TRIDMPHE——FIHST HET OF BERMOKE—TRISTRAN
BHANDY, VOL&, IIT, AND IV.—COXWOLD—YOLS. V. AND YL
=FIRST VISIT TO THE OONTINENT—FPARIS—TOULOUER.

(1760—1762.)

Srenxx alighted from the York mail just as Byron
* awoke one morning,” to ¢ find himself famous,” Beldom
indeed has any lion so enddenly discovered been puremed
8o eagerly and by such a distingnished crowd of hunters
The chase was remarkable emongh to have left a lasting
impression on the speetators; for it was several years
after (in 1778) that Dr. Johneon, by way of fortifying his
very just remark that *any man who has a name or who
haa the power of pleasing will be generally invited in
Londoen,” observed gruffiy that * the man Sterne,” he was
told, *had had engagements for three months,” And truly
it would appear from abundant evidence that *the man
Sterne ” gained such a social triumph as might well have
turned a stronger head than hian Within twenty-four
hours after his arival, his lodgings in Pall Mall were
besieged by a crowd of fashionabloe visitors ; and in a fow
weeks he had probably made the acquaintance of “every-
body who wae anybody ™ in the London society of that
day.

How thoroughly he relished the delighta of celehrity in
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rovealed, with a simple vanity which almost Qdiserms
eriticizm, in many a passage of his correspondence. In
one of his earliest letters to Miss Fourmantalle, we find
him proudly relating to her how already he * was engaged
to ten noblemen and men of fashion.” Of Qarrick, whe
had warmly welcomed the humourist whose merits he had
been the first to discover, Bterne sasys that he had
« promised him at dinner to numbers of great people.”
Among these great pevple who sought him out for them-
selvea waa that discerning patron of ability in every
shape, Lord Rockingbam. In one of the many letters
which Madame de Medalle flung dateless upon the world,
bat which from internzl evidence we can assign to the
early months of 1760, Bteme writes that he is about to
“got off with a grand retinue of Lord Hockingham’s
(in whose suite I move) for Windsor” to witneas, it
thould seem, an installation of & Knight of the Garter.
It is in his letters to Misa Fourmantelle, however, that
his almost boyiech exultetion ab his London triumph
discloses iteelf most frankly, “My rooms,” he writes,
* are filling every hour with great people of the first rank,
who strive who eshall most honour me” Never, he
believes, had ench homege been rendered to any man by
devotees so distinguished. “The honours paid me were
the greatest that were ever known from the great.”

The eelfpeinted portrait is not, it must be confessed,
altogether an aftractive one. It is somewhal wanting in
dignity, and ite sir of overinflated complacency is at
times slightly ridiculous. But we must not judge Sterne
in this matter by too severe astandard. He was by nature
neither a dignified nor a self-contained man : he had &
head particularly unfitted to stand sudden elevation ; and
it must be allowed that few men’s power of resisting

E 2
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giddineas at previonaly unexplored altitudes was ever so
sovorely tried. It was not only ““the great” in the sense
of the high in rank and social distinetion by whom he
was courted ; he wae welcomed also by the eminent in
geninos and learning: and it would be no very diffieult
task for him to flatter himself that it was the latter form
of recognition which he really valued moet. Much, at
any rate, in the way of undue elation may be forgiven to
a country clergyman who suddenly found himself the
centro of a court, which was regularly sttended by
statesmen, wita, and leaders of fashion, and with which
even bishops condescanded to open gracious diplomatie
communication. *Even all the biehops” he writes,
“have sent their compliments;” and though this ean
hardly have been true of the whole apiscopal bench,
it is certain that Sterne received something more than a
compliment from one bishop, who waa a heet in himaelf
He was introduced by Garrick to Warburton, and re-
ceived high encouragement from that formidable prelate.’

The year 1760, however, wan to hring to Sterne more
solid gains than that of mere celebrity, or even than the
somewhat precaricus money profits which depend om
literary vogue. Only a fow weaks after his arrival in
town he was presented by Loxd Faloonberg with the
curacy of Coxwold, * a gweet refirement,” a3 he deecribes
it, ¢ in eomparison of Sutton,”—at which he was in futare
to pess moet of the time spent by him in Yorkshire.
‘What oblained him this piecs of preferment is unknown.

¥ It is sdmitted, moveover, in the correspondence with Miss
Fourmantells that Sterns recelved something more substantial
from the Bishopin the shape of & pures of gold ; and this strange
present gave rise to n soandal on which something will besaid
hersaftor.
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It may be that I'risiram Shandy drew the Yorkshire
peer’s attention to the fact that there was a Yorkshireman
of gening living within & few milea of a then vacant
beneflce in his lordship’s gift ; and that this was enough
for him. But Sterne himself says—in writing a year or
€0 afterwards to a lady of his acquaintance—¢ I hope I
have been of some eervice to his lordship, and he hes
sufficiently requited me:® and in the face of this plain
assertion, confirmed as it is by the fact that Lord Falcon-
berg was on terms of friendly intimacy with the Vicar
of Coxwold at a much later date than this, we may
dismies idle tales about Bterne’s having * black-mailed ”
the patron out of a presentation to a benefice worth no
more, after all, than eome TQL & year net.

There is some¥hat more substencs, however, in the
scandal which got abroad with reference to o certain alleged
transaction between Sterne and Warburton. Before Sterne
had been many days in London, and whils yet his person
and doings were the natural subjects of the newest goesip,
a story found ite way into currency fo the effect that the
new-made Bishop of Gloucester had found it advisable to
protect himself against the satiric humour of the author
of the Tvistragm Shandy by a substantinl present of
money. Coming to Garrick’s ears, it was repeated by
him—whether sericualy or in jest--to Sterne, from whom
it evoked a curious letter which in Madame de Medalle’s
collection has been studiously hidden away among the
corregpondence of saven years later. * '"T'was for all the
world,” he began, “like a onb across my finger with a
sharp pen-knife. I eaw the blood—gave it a mek, wrapt
it up, and thought no mare about it. . . . . The story
you told me of Tristram’s pretended tutor this morning ¥-—
(the scandal was, that Warburion had been threatened
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with caricature in the next volume of the novel, under
the guise of the hero’s tutor)—*this vile story, I say,
though I then saw beth how and where it wounded, I
felt little from it et first, or, to espeak more henestly
(though it ruins my simile), I felt a great deal of pain
from it, but effected an sir, neual in such sceidents, of
feeling less than I had” And he goes on to repudiate,
it will be observed, nolt o much the moral cffance
of corruption, in receiving money to spare ‘Warburton, as
the intellectunl solecimn of selecting him for ridicule.
4 What the devil!” he exclaims “is there no one
learned blockhead throughput the schools of misapplied
science in the Christian world to make a tutor of for
my Tristram—are we eo ran out of stock that there is
no one lomberheadsd, muddle-headed, mortar-headed,
pudding-head chap among our dootors? . . . . but I must
digable my judgment by choosing a Warburtor.” Yater
on, in & letter to his friend, Mr. Crofi, at Btillingion,
whom the scandal had reached through a ¢ society journal *
of the time, he asks whether people would suppose he
would be “ such a focl as to fall foul of Dr. Warburton,
my best friend, by representing him 80 weak a man; or
by telling such a lie of him as his giving me a purse to
buy off the tutorship of Tristram-—or that I shonld be
fool encugh to own that I had taken s pures for that
purpose.” If will be remarked that Sterne does not here
deny having received a purse from Warburion, but only
hie baving received it by way of hiack-mail : and the moat
mysteriocus pert of ihe affair is that Bterne did actually
receive the strange presemt of » “purse of gold” from
‘Warbnrton (whom &t that time he did not know nor had
ever peen); and that he admits an much in ene of his
Ietters to Miss Fourmantelle. =I had s purse of guineas
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given me yesterdsy by a hishop,” he writes triumphanly,
but without volunteering any explanation of this extra-
ordinary gift. Sterne's letter to Garrick wes forwarded,
it would seem, to Warburton ; and the Bishop thanks
Garrick for having procured for him * the confutation of an
impertinent story the first moment I heard of it,” This,
however, can hardly count for much, If Warburton had
reelly wished Sterne to ahsetain from caricaturing him, he
would be as snxions—and for mnch the same reasons-—to
conceal the fact as to euppress the carieature. He wounld
naturally have the disclosure of it reported to Sterms for
formgl contrediction, as in fulfilment of a virtual term
in the bargain between them. The epithat of “irre-
vocable econndrel” which he afterwards applied fo
Sterne, i3 of less importance, as pronseding from War-
burton, than it womld have been hed it come from
any one not habitually employing Warburton’s peculiar
vocabulery ; but it at least argues no very cordial feeling
on the Bishop’s side. And, on the whole, one regreta to
feel, as T must honestly confese that I do feel, far leas con-
fident of the groundlessness of this rather unploasant story
than could be wished It ia impossible to forget, how-
ever, that while the ethics of this matter were undoubtedly
less striet in those days than they are—or, at any rate, are
recognized ss being—in our owm, there is nothing in
Bterne's character to make us suppose him to have been
at all in advance of the morality of his time,

The inoumbent-designate did not go down ai once to
take posseesion of his temporalities, Hia London triwmph
had not yet run ita coursa, The first edition of Vols. L
and TE of Tristram Shandy waa exhausted in some three
months, TIn April, Dodaley brought out s second; and,
concurrently with the advertisement of its imeue, there



5 BTERNE. [cuar.

appeared—in somswhat incongruous compenionship-—the
announcement, ¥ Bpeedily will be published, The Ser
mons of Mr. Yorick.” The judicious Dodsley, or possibly
the judicious Stame himeelf (acate enough in matters of
this kind) had perceived that now was the time to publish
a geries of serirons by the very unclerical lion of the day.
There wonld—they no doubt thonght—be an undeniahle
piguancy, a distinct flavour of semi-scandalous incongrity
in listening fo the Word of Life from the lipe of this
loose-tongued droll ; and the more staid and serious the
sermon, the more coffective the contrast, There meed
not have been much trouble in finding the kind of article
vpquired : and we msy be tfolerably sure that, even if
Sterne did not perceive that fact for himaelf, his publisher
hegtened to infrrm him thst “ anything would do.”
Two of his pulpit discovrses, the Asaire Sermon and the
Charity Bermon, had already been thought worthy of
pablication by their author in a separate form ; and the
Initer of these found a place in the seriea; while the
rest seem to bave been simply the chance sweepings of
the parson’s sermon-drawer. The ecritics who flnd wit,
eccentricity, flashes of Shandyimn, and what not else of the
same port in these discourees, must be ahle—or a0 it seems
to me—ta discover these phenomena anywhere. To the
‘best of my own judgment, the Sermons are—with but few
and pariial exceptions—of the most commonplace character;
platitndinons with the platitudes of a thousand pulpita,
and ingipid with the erambe repefita of a hundred thou-
sand homilies, A single extract will fully suffiee for a
specimen of Sterne’s pre-8handian homiletic style; his
post-Shandian manner wus very different, as we shall see.
The preacher is discoursing upon the well-worn subject of
the inconsistencies of hnman character :—
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If such a contrsat was only observabls in the different stages
of & man's life, it would cease to be either & matier of wonder
or of just reproach, Age, experience, and musch reflection may
naturally encugh be supposed to alter s man's mense of things,
and o0 entirely to tramaform him that, not only in outward
appearance but in the very cast and turn of his mind, he may
be a» unlike and different from the man he was twenty or thirty
yoars ago as he ever was from avything of his own- species.
This, I sy, is naturally to be aooountsd for, and in some cases
might be praiseworthy too; but the observation is to be made
of men in the same period of their lives that in the same day,
sometimes on the very same action, they are utterly inoonsistent
ond irreconcilabls with themselves. Look st the man i1 ona
light and he shall seemn wise, peneirating, discreet, and brave :
behold him in another point of view, snd you ses a creature all
over folly and indiscretion, weak and timorous as cowsrdice
and indiseretion can maks him, A man shall appsar gentle,
eourteous, and benevolent to all mankind ; foliow him into his
own honse, maybe you see a tyrant morose und savage to all
whose happiness depends upon his kindness, A third, in hia
genersl bebaviour, is found fo be disinterantad,
humane, and friendly. Hear but the sad story of the friendless
orphane too eredulously trusting all their whols smbstance into
his hands, and he shall appesr move sordid, more pitilees and
unjust than the injured themselve havs bittarness to paint him,
Another shall bs charitable to the poor, uncharitable in hia oen-
sures and opiniona of all the reet of the world beaides : temperate
in his appetitos, intemperate in his tongue ; shall have too much
conwdience and religion to cheat the man who trasts him, and

an far as the business of debtor and ereditor extends
ghall be just and serupuloms %o the uttermost mite; yeb in
matters of foll or great ooneern, where he is to have the handling
of tha party’s reputation and good nams, the daarest, the ten-
dereat property the man has, he will do him irreparable damage,
and rob him there without measmre or pity.~Sermon XI.—On

There is clearly nothing particularly striking in all



B8 STERNE. [c=ar,

that, even conveyed as it ia in Sterne’s effective, if locse
and careless, style; and it is no unfair ssmple of the
whole. The calculation, however, of the author and his
shrewd publisher was that, whatever the intrinsic merits
or demerits of thess sermons, they would “take™ on
the strength of the author's name; mor, it would seem,
was their caleulation dissppointed. The edition of this
series of sermons now lying before me is numbered the
gixth, and its date is 1764 ; which represents a demand
for a new edition every nine monthe or so, over a space
of four yeara. They may, perhaps, have succeeded, too,
in partially reconciling & certain serious-minded portion
of the public to the author. Sterne evidently hoped
that they might; for we find him sending a copy to
‘Warburton, in the month of June, immediately after the
publication of the book. and receiving in return a letter
of courteous thanks, and full of exeellent advice as to
the expediency of avoiding scandal by too haszardous a
giyle of writing in fature, Stemns, in reply, protests
that he would * willingly give mo offence to martal by
anything which could look like the least violation of
sither decency or good manmers;” but—and it is an
important *“but ”-—he cannot promise to * mutilate every-
thing” in Trigtram *down f{o the prudish huwmour of
every particular” (individual), though he will do his best ;
but, in any case, *laugh, my Lord, I will, and as loudly
a8 I can.” And laogh he did, and in such Rabelaisian
fashion that the Bishop (somewhsat inconsisiently for a
critio who had welcomed Sterne on the appearance of the
firet two volumes expreasly as the *English Rabelais *)
remarked of him afterwards with characteristic vigour
in a letter to a friend that he feara the fellow is an
4 irravocable scoundrel™
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The volumes, however, which earned * the follow ” this
Episcopal benediction were not given to the world till the
next year. At the end of May or beginning of June, 1760,
Sterne went to his new home at Coxwold, and his letters
soon begin to show him to us at work upon forther records
of Mr, Shandy’s philosophical iheory-spinning and the
simpler pursuits of his excellent Trother. It is* probable
that this year, 1760, was on the whole the happiest year
of Bterne’s life. His health, though always feeble, had
not yet finally given way ; and though the ¥ vile eough®
which was to bring him more than once to death’s door,
and at last to force it open, was already troubling him, he
had that within him which made it easy to bear up
againgt all such phyeieal illa  His spirits, in fact, wers at
their highest, His worldly affaivs were gaing at least as
amoothly as they ever went. He was basking in that
sunshine of fame which was so delightful to a tempera-
ment differing from that of the average Englishman, as
does the physique of the Bouthern races from that of the
hardier children of the North ; and lastly, he was exulting
in a new-born eense of creative power which no doubt
made the composition of the earlier volumesof Trigiram a
veritable labour of love,

But the witty division of literary spinners into ailk-
worms and spiders—those who spin because they are full,
and those who do so because they are empty—ix not
exhaustive. There are human silk-worms who becoms
gradually transformed into epiders—men who begin writ-
ing in order to unburden a full imagination, and who,
long after that procesa has been complstely performed,
continue writing in order to fill an empty belly; and
though Sterne did not live long enongh to *write himself
out,” there are cartain indications that he would not have
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loft off writing if and when he felt that this stage of
curiously combined with & distinet admixture of the
“pot-hoiler* epirit; and it was with something of the
complacency of an annuitant that he looked forward to
giving the public a couple of volumes of Tristrem
Shandy every year as long a8 they would stand it. In
these early days, however, there was no neceesity even to
discuss the probable period either of the writer’s inspire-
tion or of the reader’s appetite. At presemt, the puhlic
‘were a8 eager to consume more Shandyism aa Sterne was
ready to produce it: the demand was es active as the
supply was easy. By the end of the year Vols, ITL and
IV. were in the press, and on January 27, 1761, they
made their appearance. They had been disposed of in
sdvance to Dodsley for 380L.—no bad terms of remu-
neration in those days; but it i still likely enough that
the puhlisher made a profitable bargain. The new volumes
sold freely, and the public laughed at them ag heartily as
their two predeceseors. Their anthor’s vogue in London,
whither he went in December, 1760, to superintend pub-
lication, was a2 great during the next spring as it had
been in the last. The tide of visitors again et in in all
its former force and volume towards the * genteel lodg-
ings” His dinner list was once more full, and he was
feasted and flattered by wits, beanx, courtiers, politiciana,
and fitled-lady lion-hunters as seduloualy as ever. His
letters, especially those to his friends the Crofts, of
Stillington, abound, as before, in touches of the same
asmusing venity. With how delicious s mense of seli-
importance must he have writien these words, “ You made
me snd my friends very merry with the accomuts cument
at York of my being forbed the Court, but they do not
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congider what a considerable person they make of me
when they suppose either my going or not going there
is & point that ever enters the K.'s head ; and for those
shout him, I have the honour either to etand so per-
sonally well-known to them, or fo be so well repre-
sented by thoee of the fimt rank ss to fear no zccident
of the kind." Amusing, too, is it to note the familiarity,
as of an old habifué of Ministerial aniechambers, with,
which this ocuniry parson discusses the political changes
of that interesting year ; though scarcely more amusing per-
hape than the solemnity with which his dsughter diaguises
the identity of the new Premier under the title B—o;
and by a gimilar use of initizls attempts to conceal the
momentous state secret that the D, of R. had heen removed
from the place of Groom of the Chambers, and that Sir F,
D. had sucoeeded T. as Chencellor of the Exchequer
Qccasionslly, however, the interest of his letters changes
from personal to public, and we get & glimpas of scenes
and personages that have become historical. He was
present in the House of Commons at the first grand
debate on the German war after the Great Commoner's
retirement from office—*the pitched battle,” as Steme
calls it, ““ wherein Mr, P. waa to have entered and thrown
down the gauntlet” in defence of his military policy.
Thus he describes it :—

There never was so full & house—the gallery full o the top
—1T was there all tho day; when Io! a political fit of the gout
wcized the great combatant-—he sutered not the lists, Beckford
got up and begged the House, as he saw not hia right honourable
friend there, to put off the debate—it could not be done: so
Backiord rose up and made » most long, passionats, incoherent
speech in defonoe of the German war, but very severs upen the
unfrugal manner it was carried on, in which he addressed him-
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self prinaipally to the Clbancellor] of the Efxchequer], aid
him on terribly. . . . . Lagge anawersd Baokford very ratiionally
and coolly. Lord N. spoke long. Sir F. D[ashwood] Enaine
tained the (German war was most pernicious. . . . . Tephd
B[umngbn]nthltgotnpmdlpokehﬂfmhoumﬁl grea.
phmnmandtanw,e:p]mmdmmyhddenthmgudahng{
these accounts in favour of the late K, and told two or
conversations which had passed between the K. and himse
relative to these expenses, which oast great honour upon the K.'s
character. This was with regard to the money the K. had
secretly fornished ont of his own pocket {o lessen the aseount
of the Hanover-score brought us to discharge. Beckford and
Barrington abused all who fought for peace and joined in the
ory for it, and Beokford added thet the reasons of wishing a peacs
now were the same as at the peace of Utrecht—that the people
behind the curtain conld not both maintain the war and their
places too, so were for making aunother secwifice of the nation to
their own intereats. After all, the ary for a pesce is so general
that it will certainly end in one

And then the leiter, recwrring to pemsonal matters
towards the cloge, records the success of Vols. IIL and
IV. “ One halt of the town abuse my book as bitterly as
the other half ery it up to the skies—the beet is they
gbuse and bey it, and at such a rate that we are going
on with a second edition aa fast as possible,” This was
written only in the first week of Mareh, 80 that the
edition must have been exheusted in little more than a
month. Tt was, indeed, another trinmph ; and all through
this gpring np to midsummer did Sterne remsin in Lon-
don to enjoy it. But with threa distinet flocks awaitiLg
o renewal of hiz pastoral ministrations in Yorkshire it
would scarcely bave done for him, even in thoee easy-going
daye of the Establishment, to take up his permanent abode
at the capital ; and early in July he refurned to Coxwold.
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From the middle of this year, 1761, the sccne begins
to darken, and from the beginning of the next year
onwerd Sterne’s life was little better than a trucelesa
struggle with the disease to which he was destined, pre-
maturely, to muecomb. The wretched constitution, which
in common with his ahort-lived brothers and aisters, he had
inherited probably from his father, already began to show
signa of breaking up. Invalid from the firet, it had doubt-
1o8s been weakened by the hardships of Sterne's early years,
and yet further, perhaps, by the excitements and dissipa-
tions of his London life; nor was the change from the
gaieties of the capital to hard literary labour in a conniry
parsonage calculated to benefit him as much as it might
others. Bhandy Hall, as he christened his pretty
parsonage af Coxwold, and as the house, still standing, is
called to this day, soon became irksome to him. The
very reaction begotten of wunwonted yuietude acted on
his temperament with a dispiriting rather than a socthing
effect. The change from his full and stimulating life in
London to the dull round of clerical duties in & ¥Yorkshire
village, might well have been depressing to a mind better
balanced and bsllasted than his. To him, with his light
Pleasure-loving nature, it was as the return of the achool-
boy from pantomimes and pony-riding to the racre soher
delights of Dr. Swishtail's; and, in a letter to Hall
Stevenson, Bterne reveals his feelings with all the juvenile
frankness of yne of the doctor's pupils,

I rejoice you are in London, rest you there in pesce ; here 'tia
the devil, You was a good prophet. I wish myself back again,
az you told me I shonld, but not because s thin, death-doing,
postiferous narth-cast wind blows in a line directly from Crazy
Castle turret fresh npon me in this cuckeldly retreat (for I
value the north-smst wind and all ity powers not x viraw), but
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the transition from rapid motion to sbeolute rest was too viglent.
I shonld have walked about the streets of York ten deys, ms n

proper medinm to have passed throngh befors I entered upm
my rest; Istzyed bui s moment, sud I have been here but o fow,
to satisfy ma, I have not mansged my miseries Ike & wine
man, and if God for my consclation had not poured forth the
apirit of Shandyixm nato me, which will not suffer me to
think twe moments upon any grave subject, I wonld else just
now lay down and dis.

It is trne, he adds, in the next sentemce, that in half
an hour's tima # 1’1l lay a guinea I shall be as merry as &
monkey, and forget it al,” but such endden revulsions of
high spirits can hardly be allowed to count for much
againgt the prevailing tome of discontenied emnui which
pervades this letier.

Apart moreover from fiterne’s regreta of London, his
country bome was becoming from other causes a less
pleasant place of abode, His relations with his wife were

getting lees and less cordial every yoar. With a perversity
somekimes noticeable in the wives of distinguished men,
My, Sterne had failed to accept with enthasiaam the réls
of distant and humbly admiring spectator of her brilliant
husband's triumphs. Accept it of course she did, being
unsable, indeed, to halp herself ; but it is clear that when
Sterne returned home after one of his six months’ revels
fn the gaieties of Londou, his wife, who had been vege-
tating the while in the retirement of Yorkshire, was not
in the habit of welcoming him with effusion. Perceiving
8o clearly that her husband preferred the world’s society
to hers, she naturally, perhape, refused o disguise her
preference of her own sociely tohis. Their estrangement,
in short, had grown apace, and had already brought them
to that stage of mutual indiffarence which is at once sc
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comfortable and po hopeleas—sscure alike against the risk
of “soencs " and the hope of reconciliation, shut fast in
its eyomption from gmaniium ire against all possibility
of redintagratic amoris. To such perfaction indeed had
the feeling been enltivated on both sides, that Sterne in
the letter above quoted can write of his uomugnlrelahons
in this philosophis sfrain :—

As to matrimony I ahould be n bonat to eail at it, for my wife
in eany, but the world is not, and kad I stayed from her n second
longer it would bave baen a burning shame—elso she declarcs
heraalf happier without me. But not in anger is this declara-
ration made [the most fatal point, of cowrwe, about it], but in
puare, sober, good wense, built on wound experisnce. She hopes
you will be sble to strike a barguin for me before this twelve-
month fo Iead o besr roucd Eorope, and from this hope from
you I verily beliews it is that you are so high in her favour at
present, Ehe swears you area fellow of wit, though humorous ; *
a fonny, jolly moul, though somewhnat splenstic, and (bating
the love of women) as hanest as gold. How do you like the
aimile P

There is, perhape, & touch of affected cynicism in the
suggeetion that Mrs, Bterne's liking for ome of her
husband’s friends was wholly based upon the expecta-
tion that he would rid her of her husband ; but mutual
indifference must, it is clear, have reached a preity
ndvanced stage before such a remark could, even half in
jest, bo possible. And with one more longing lingering
lock af the scenes which he had quitted for a lot like that

* Th in curicms to noto aa & point in the chronology of langmage
how exclusive is Sterne’s gmploymeat of ths words * humour,*
“ hnmourist,” in their glder sense of * whimsicality,” *an ecosn-
tric” The later change in fin meaning gives to the word *“though™
in the above passage an almost comio effkct.

r



e STERNE. [otar.

of the Duke of Buckingham's dog, upon whom his master
pronounced the maledictory wish that “he were married
and lived in the country” this charseteristio letter
concludes :—

Oh, Lord ! now are you going to Ranelagh to-night, and I
am sittiug sorrowfal as the prophet was when the voios oried
out to him sud seid, “ What do’st thon here, Elijsh ?” "Tis well
that the apirit does not maks the same at Coxwuld, for nnless
far the few sheep left meto take eare of in the wildexrness, I
might as well, nay better, be at Meoca. When ws find we can,
by u shifting of places, ran away from ourselves, what think yoo
of a juunt there before we Enally pay a visit to the Vale of
Jehosbaphat. Asill & fame as we have, I trast I shall one day
or other see you face to fave, so tell the two colonels if they love
good company fo live righteonsly and soberly ar yox do, and
then they will have no donbis or dangers within or without
them. Present my bast and warmest wishes to them, and advise
the eldest to prop up his spirits, and get a rich dowager before
the oonclusion of the peacs. Why will not the advice wuit
both, par nobils fratrum

In conelusion, he tells his friend that the next morning,
if Heaven permit, he begins the fifth velume of Shandy,
and adds defiantly that he ¢ cares not a curse for the
crities,” but “ will load my vehicle with what gooda He
gends me, and they may take ’am off my hands or let 'em
alone.”

The allusions to foreign travel in this Jetter were made
with something more than a jesting intent. Sterne had
already begun to be eeriously alarmed, and not withont
reason, about the condition of his health. He shrank
from facing enother ¥nglish winter, and meditated s
southward flight so soon as he should have finished his
fifth and sixth volumes, and seen them safe in the printer'’s
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handa. Hie publisher he had changed, for what reason is
not known, and the firm of Becket and De Hondt had
taken the place of Dodaley. Sterne hoped by the end
of the year to be free to deport from England, and already
he had made all arrangementsa with his eeclesinatical
superiors for the necessary leave of absence. He-seems to
have been treated with all consideration in tlhie matter.
His archbishop, on being applied to, at once exeused him
from parochial work for a year, and promised, if it
should be necessary, to doubls that term. Fortified with
this permission, fterne bade farewell to his wife and
daughter, and betook himself to London with his now
completed volumes, at the setting in of the winter. On
the 21st of December they made their appearance, and in
about three weeks from that date their author left England
with the intention of wintering in the South of France.
There were difficulties, however, of more kinds than one
which had first to be faced—a pecuniary difficulty which
Garrick met by a loan of 201, and a politiea! difficulty for
the removal of which Sterne had to employ the good
offices of new acquaintance later on. He reached Paris
about the 17th of January, 1762, and there met with a
reception which interposed, as might have heen expectod,
the most effectual of obstacles to his further progresa
southward He was received in Paris with open arms,
and stopped at once within the charmed circle of the
philosophic salone. Agnin was the old intoxicating ecup
presented to his lips—this time, too, with more dexterous
than English hands—and agsin did he drink deeply of it.
¢My head is turned,” he writes to Garrick, © with what
1 see, and the unexpected honour I have met with here,
THetram wos almost a8 much known hers 85 in London,
at leagt among your men of condition and learning, and
b



a8 BTERNE. [omaP,

has got e introduced into so many cireles ('tie comme &
Londres) I have just mow a fortnight's dinners and
guppers on my hands® We may venture fo doubt
whether French politeness had not been in one respect
taken somewhat too serioualy by the flattered Englishman,
and whether it wag much more than the name and general
reputation of Twatram, which was * almost as much
known” in Paris as in London. The dinners and suppers,
however, weze at any rate no figures of speech, but very
liberal entertainments, at which Sterns appears to have
disported himself with all his usual unelerical abandon.
%] Bhandy it away,” he writes in his hoyish fashion to
Garrick, “fifty times more than I was ever woni, talk
more nonsense than ever you heard me talk in all your
days, and to all sorte of people. ‘Qui le diable est cet
bommeJa ¥’ said Choiseul, t'other day, ®ce Chevalier
Shandy 1’” [We might be listening to one of Thackeray’s
Irish heroes.] *You'll think me as vain as & devil was I
to tell you the reet of the dialogne.” But there were dis-
tinguished Fremchmen who were ready to render fo the
English aothor more important services than that of
offering him hospitality and flattery. Peace had not been
formally concladed betwean France and England, and the
passport with which Sterme had been gracionsly furnished
by Pitt was not of force enough to dispense him from
meaking special application to the French Government for
permission to remain in the country. In this request he
wan influentially backed. “My application,” he writes,
‘tt0 the Count de Choisenl goes on swimmingly, for not
only M. Pelletidtre (who by-the-bye sends ten thoussnd
civilities to you and Mrs, G.) has undertaken my affair,
but the Count de Limbourg. The Baron d’Holbach has
offered any secuzity for the inoffansiveness of my bebaviour
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in France—'tis more, youzogue ! than youwillde” And
then the orthodox, or professedly orthodox English divine,
goes on to describe the character and habits of his strange
new friend, “This Baron is one of the most learned
noblemen here, the great protector of wits and of the savans
who are no wits, keeps open house three days a week—hie
honee ianow &3 yours was to me, my own—he lives at great
expense.” Equally communicative ishe aa to his other great
acquaintances, Among theee weretheCountde Bissie, whom
by an “odd incident” (as it seomed to his unsuspecting
vanity) “I found reading T¥ristram when I was intro-
duced to him, which I was,” he adds {withont perceiving
the connexion between this fact and the * incident”), “at
his desire;* Mr, Fox and Mr. Macariney (afterwards
the Lord Macartney of Chinese celobrity); and the
Duke of Orlesns (not yet Egalité) himself, “who has
suffered my portrait to be added to the number of some
odd men in his collection, and hag hed it taken most
expressively at full length by a gentlemen who lives with
him” Nor was it only in the delights of society that
Sterne was now revelling,. He was passionately fond of
the theatre, and his letters to Garrick are foll of eager
criticism of the great French performers, intermingled
with flatteries, sometimes rather full-bodied than delicate,
of their famous Engligh rival, Of Clairon, in Iphigénie, he
says “ ghe is extremely great. "Would to God you had one
or two like her. 'What a luvxury to ses you with one of such
power in the ssme interesting scene | but is too much.”
Agnin he writea: “The French comedy I seldom wvisit;
they act scares anything but tmgedies ; and the Clairon is
great, and Mdlls, Dumesmil in some parta still greater
than her. Yet I cannot bear preaching—I fancy I gota
surfeit of it in my younger days.” And in a later letter:
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After & vile suspension of three weeks, we are beginning
with onr comediee and operss. Yours I hear never flourished
maore j here the comio metors were mover so low, the tragedians
held up their heads in all sgnses. I have known one Fittlo man
support the theatricn! world like s David Aflas upon hia
shoulders, but Préville can’t do half as much here, thongh Mad.
Clairon stands by him and sets her back to his. Bhe is very
great, however, and highly improved since you saw her. B8he
also supports her dignity at table, and has her public day
every Thursday, when she gives to cat (as they say here) fo all
that are hungry and dry. You are much falked of here, and
much expected, as soon as the peace will let you. These two
Jart days you bave happened to engross the whole conversation
st the great houses where I was ab dinner. °Tis the greatest
problem i nature in this meridian thet one and the same man
should possees such tragic and comic powers, and in such am
egwilibrio ss to divide the world for which of the two nature
intended him.

And while on this subject of the stage, let us pause for
a moment o glancs at an incident which connects Sterne
with one of the most famous of his French contempo-
rariea :—He hrs been asked * by a lady of talent *—he
tells Garrick, * to read a tragedy, and conjecture if it would
do for you? "Tie from the plan of Diderct ; and possibly
half o translation of it: The Natural Sox, or the Tri-
umph of Virlue, in five Acta. It has too much sentiment
in it (at least for me} ; the speeches too long, and savour
too much of preaching. This may be a second reason,
it is not to my taste—'tis all love, love, love, throughout,
withont much separation in the charaeters. o I fear it
would not do for your slage, and perhape for the very
reason which recommends it to a French one.” It is
curious to sse the * adaptator cerebroeuge” at work in
those daya as in these ; though not, in this instance, as it
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geems, with ne suocessful results. The Nalural Som, or
the Triumph of Virtus, is not known to have reached
either English readers or English theatrical andiences,
The French original, a8 we kmow, fared ecarcely better.
Tt was not until 1771,” says Diderot's latest Englisk
biographer, *“that the directors of the French. Comedy
could be induced to place Le Fils Naturel on the stage.
The actors detested their task, and, as we can well helieve,
went sulkily through parts, which they had not teken the
trouble to master. The public felt an little interest in the
plece as the actors had done, and affer one or two repre-
sentations, it was put aside,"?

Another, and it ia to be guessed a {00 congemial ac-
quaintanes, formed by Steme in Paris, was that of
Crébillon ; axd with him he concluded *= convention,”
unedifying encugh whether in jest or carneat: “ As
soon ag I get to Toulouse he has agreed o write me an
expostulatory letter upon the indecorums of 7. Shandy,
which is to be answered by recrimination wupon the
liberties in his own works. Thess are to be printed
together, Crébillon ageinst Sterne, Sterne against Crébillon,
—the copy to be sold, and the money equally divided.
This is good Swise-policy,” he adds ; and the idea (which
waa never carried out) had certainly the merit of ingennity,
if no other.

The words “aa scon aa I get to Toulouse,” in a letter
writlen from Paris on the 10th of April, might well have
reminded Bterne of tbe strange way in which he had
carried out his intention of ** wintering in the south.” He
insigts, however, npon the curstive effects of his winter of
gaicty in Paris, I am recovered greatly,” he says ; * and

3 Morley: * Diderot and the Enoyclopsedista,” fi. 805,
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i# T could spend one whole winter at Toulouss, I should be
fortified in my inner man beyend all danger of relapsing.”
There was another too for whom this change of climate
had become imperatively necessary. For three winters
past his daughter Lydis, now fourteen years old, had
been suffering severely from asthma, and needed to try
“the last remedy of & warmer and sofier air.” Her father
therefore was about to solicit pessports for his wife and
deoghter, with a view fo their joining him at once in Puaris,
whence, after a month's stay, they were to dspart together
for the south. This application for passports he infended,
he said, to make “this weak:” and it would seem that
the intention was carried onti: but, for reasons explained
in a letter which My, Fitrgerald was the first to publiah,
it wae not till the middle of the next month that he was
able to make preparation for their joining him, From this
letter—written to his Archbishop, to request an extension
of his leave—we learn that while applying for the pess-
ports he was attacked with a fever, “ which has ended
the worst way it could for me, in & d&fluxion (de) poitrine,
as the French physicians cell it. It is generally fatal to
weak lungs, go that I have lost in ten days al! I have
gained since I came here: and from a relaxation of my
lunge have lost my voice entirely, that *twill be much if
T ever quife recover it. This evil sends me directly to
Toulouse, for which I set out from this place directly
my fawmily arrivea” Evidently there was no time to
be lost, and a week after the date of this letter we find
him in communication with M. and Miss Stere, and
making arrangements for what wag, in those daya, a some-
what formidable undertaking—the journey of two ladies
from the north of England to the centre of France. The
correspondence which ensued may be said to give us the
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last pleasant glimpso of Sterne’s relations with his wife.
One can hardly help suspecting, of course, that it wes his
salicitnde for the pafety and comfort of his much-loved
danghter that mainly inspired the affectionata anxiety
which pervades these letlers to Mrs. Sterne; but their
writer iy, at the very least, entitled to credit for allowing
no differencs of tone to reveal jtself in the terms in which
he speaks of wife and child, And whichever of the two
he was meinly thinking of, there iz something very en-
gaging in the thoughtful minuteness of his instraetions to
the two womsn travellers, the earnestness of his abtempts
to inspire them with courage for their enterprise, and the
sincere forvour of his many commendations of them to
the Divine keeping. The mixture of “canny”™ eounsel
and plous invocation hes frequently a droll effeet: as
when the advice to ** give the custom-honre officers what I
told you, and at Calaia more, if you have much Seotch
ennff ;” and “ to drink smell Rhenish to keep you eool,
that is if you like it,” is rounded off by the ejaculation
% 3o God in Heaven prosper and go along with you!”
Lottor after letter did he esend them, full of such ve
minders g8 that “they have bad pins and vile needles
here,” that it would be advisable to bring with them a
strong botile-screw, mnd a good stout copper-tesketile ;
til! at last, in the final words of preparation, his Iangnage
ssgumes sormething of the solemnity of a general addressing
his army on the eve of a well-nigh deeparate entarprise :
¢ Pluck wp your spirila,—trust in God, in me, and your-
selves; with this, was you pui to i, you would en-
counter all these difficulties tenm times told. Write
ingtantly, and tell me you triumph over all fears—tell
me Lydia ia better, and a helpmats to you You say
ghe growa like me: let her show me she does a0 in her
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contempt of small dangers, and fighting ageinet the appre-
hensions of them, which is better still.”

At lpst this anxiously nwaited journey was taken; and,
on Thursdsy, July 7, Mra Sterne and her daughter
arrived in Paris. Their stay there wag not long—mot
much extended, probably, beyond the proposed week.
For Bierne's bealth had, some ten days before the arrival
of his family, again given him waming to depar} quickly.
He had but & few weeks recovered from the fever of
which hs spoke in his letter to the Archbishop, when
he again broke a blood-vessel in his lungs. It happened
in the night, and “finding in the moming that I was
likely to bleed to death, I eent immediately,” he says, in o
gentence which quaintly brings cut the paradox of com-
temporary medical treatment, * for a surgeon to bleed me
at both arms, This saved me,"—i,e. did not kill ms,—
¢« and, with lying speechlesa three days, I recovered upon
my back in bed: the breach healed, and in & week after
I got out.” DBut the weakness which ensued, and the
subsequent ‘ hurrying about,” no doubt as cicerome of
Parigian sighta to his wife and daughter, “ made me think
it high time to heste to Toulouse.” Accordingly, about
the 20th of the month, and "in the midst of such heate
that the oldest Frenchman never remembers the like,”
the party set off by way of Lyons and Montpellier for
their Pyrenean destination. Their journey seems to have
been a journey of wmany mischances, extraordinary dis-
comfort, and ineredible length: and it is mot till the
second week in August that we again take up the broken
thread of his correspondence. 'Writing to Mr. Foley, hia
banker in Paris, on the 14th of that month, he speaks of
ita having taken him three weeks to reach Toulouse ; and
adds, that *in our journey we suffered o much from the
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heats, it gives me pain to remember it. I never saw a
¢loud from Paris to Nismes half as broad as atwenty-four sols
pieca. Good God, we were toasted, roasted, grilled, stewed,
carbonaded, on one eide or other, all the way: and being
all done through {zesez cuits) in the day, wa were eat up
at night by bugs and other unswept-out vermin, the lagal
inhabitants, if length of possession give right, at every
inn on the way.” A few miles from Deancaire Le broke
8 hind wheel of his carrisge, and was obliged in con-
sequence “to sit five hours on a gravelly rond without
one drop of water, or pessibility of getting any ” and
here, to mend the matier, he was cursed with * two
dough-hearted fools” for postitions, who “fell a-erying
¢ nothing was to be done " ” and could only be recalled to
8 worthier and more helpful mood by Bterne’s “ pulling
off his coat and waistcoat,” and *threatening to thrash
them both within an inch of their lives.”

The longest journey, however, must come to an end:
and the party found much to conscle them at Toulouse
for the misaries of travel. They were fortunste enough
to secure one of those large old comfortable houses
which were, and, here and there, perhaps, =till are
to be hired on the outekirte of provincial towns, at u
rent which would now be thought ebeurdly emall;
and Bierne writes in ferms of high complacency of
his temporary asbods. * Excellent,” “ well furnished,”
“ glegant beyond anything T ever looked for,” are some of
the expressions of praise which it draws from him: he
observes with pride that the * very great salle & compagnie
js a8 lavge as Baron d'Holbach’s:™ and he records with
great satisfaction, as well he might, that for the use of this
and of a country house two miles out of town, * besides
the enjoyment of gardens, which the landlord engaged o
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keep in order,” he was to pay no more than thirty pounds
o year, “All things,” be adds, * are cheap in propertion :
80 we ghall live here for very very little.”

And this, no doubt, was 1o Bterne » matter of some
moment &b this time. The expenses of his long and
tedions journey must have been heavy: and the gold-
yielding vein of literary popularity, whick he had for
three yeara been working, had already begun to show
gigne of exhavstion. Fristram Shandy had lost ite firet
vogue ; and the fifth and sixth volumes, the copyright
of which he does not seem to have disposed of, were
“going off " bat alowly.
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LIFE IN THE BQUTH—RETURKN TO ENGLAND—VOLS. TII. AND
VIII. —RROOND EET OF SERMOKE.

(1762—1765.)

Trn diminished appetite of the public for the humours of
Mr, Shandy and his brother is not perhaps very difficalt
to understand. Time was simply doing ita uwsnal whole-
eome work in sifting the false from the true—in ridding
Bterne’a audience of its contingent of sham admirers, This
ie not to say, of coume, that there might not have been
other and betier grounds for a partial withdrawal of
popular favour. A writer who systemsticelly employs
fterne’s pecnliar methods must lay his accocunt with
undesarved loss as well as with unmerited gain. The fifth
and sixth volumes deal quite largely emoughin mere
eccentricity to justify the distaste of any reader npon whom
mere eccentricity had begun to pall, Dut if this were
the sole explanation of the book's declining popularity, we
chould have to admit that the adverse judgment of the
public had been delayed too long for jestice, and had passed
over the worst to light vpon the lesa heincus offences.
For the third volume, though its earlier pages contain some
good tonches, drifts away into mere dull, yncleanly equi-
voque in ita condluding chapters ; and the fifth and sixth
volumen may at any rate quite safely challenge favourable
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eomparison with the fourth—the poorest, I venture to think,
of the whole series. There is nothing in these two later
volumes to compare, for instance, with that most wearisome
exerciss in double entendre, Blawkenbergius’s Tale ; nothing
to match that painfully elaborated piece of low comedy, the
consultation of philosophers and ite episode of Phutatoring’s
mishsp with the hot chestnut ; no such persistent resort,
in short, to those mechanical methods of mirth-making
upon which Bterne, throughout & great part of the formth
volume, almost exclusively relies. The humonr of the
fifth is, to & far larger extent, of the creative and dramatic
order ; the everdelightfol collision of intellectual incon-
gruities in the persons of the two brothers Shandy gives
animation to the volame almost from beginning to end.
The sarrival of the news of Bobby 8handy’s death, and the
contrast of its reception by the philosophic father and the
simple-minded uncle, form a acene of inimitable absurdity,
and the * Tristrapmdia,” with its ingenicus project for
opening np innuwerable “iracks of inquiry ” before the
mind of the pupil by sheer ekill in the manipulation of
the auxiliary verbs, is in the suthor’s happiest vein, The
sixth volume, again, which containg the irresistible dialogue
between Mr. and Mrs. Shandy on the great question of
the * Breaching of Tristram,” and the much-admired, if
not wholly admireble, episods of Loe Fevre's death, is fully
entitled to rank beside its predecessora On the whole,
therefore, it mumst be said that the colder recepiion
sceorded to this instalment of the novel, a8 eompared with
the previous one, can hardly he justified on sound eritical
grounds, But that literary ehoricomings were not, in fact,
the cause of Trisfram’s declining popularity may be con-
fidently inforred from the fact that the seventh volume,
with its admirably vivid and spirited seenes of Continental
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travel, and the eighth and ninth, with their charming
narrative of Captain S8handy’s love affair, were but slightly
more successful, The readers whom thia, the third instalment
of the novel, had begun to repel, were mainly, I imagine,
those who had never felt any intelligent admiration for
the former; who had been caught by the writer's eccen-
tricity, withont appreciating his insight info charagter and
his graphic power, and who had seen no other aspecta of
his kumour than thoge buffooneries and puerilitiea whick,
after first amuoaing, had begun in the natural course of
things, to weary them.

Meanwhile, however, and with spirits restored by the
southern warmth to that buoyancy which never long
deserted them, Sterne had begun fo set to work upon a
new volume. Mis letters show that this was not the
seventh but the eighth; and Mr. Fitagerakl’s conjecture,
that the materials ultimately given to the world in the
former volume were originally Jdesigned for another work,
appears exceedingly probable. DBut for some time after
his arrival at Toulouse he was tnable, it would scem, to
requme his literary labours in any form. Ever liable,
through his weakly constitution, to whatever local maladica
might anywhere prevail, he had fallen ill, he writes to
Hall Stevenson, “of an epidemie vile fover which killed
hundreds abont me. The physicians here,” he adds, * are
the arrantest charlatans in Europe, or the most ignorant of
all pretending fools, Iwithdrew what was left of me out
of their hands, and recommended my affaire entirely to
Deme Nature, She (dear goddess) has saved me in
fifty different pinching bouts, and I begin to bave a kind
of enthusisem now in her favour and my own, so that one
ortwo more escapes will make me believe I shall leave you
all at last by translation, and not by fair death.” Having
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now become, *etout and foolish again a3 & man ean wish
to ba, I am,” he says, “busy playing the fool with my
Unele Toby, whom I have got soused over head and
ears in love.” Now, it is not $ill the eighth volume thet
the Widow Wadman begins o weave her spells around
Captain Bhandy’s ingenuous heart; while the seventh
volume is mainly composed of that series of travel-pistures
in which Sterne has manifestlyrecorded his own impressions
of Northern France in the person of the youthful Trigteam.
It is searcely doubtful, therefore, that it is these sketches,
and the use which he then proposed to make of them, that
he refers to, when speaking in this letter of “hints and
projects for other worka.” Originally intended to form a
part of the volume afterwards published as the Sentimental
Journey, it was fonnd necessary, under presgure, it is to be
smpposed, of msufficient matter, to work them up instead
into an interpolated seventh volume of Tristram Shandy.
At the moment, however, he no doubt as little foresaw this
a8 he did the delay which was io take place before any
continuation of the novel appeared. He cleurly contem-
plated ne very long abeence from England. “ When I
have reaped the benefit of the winter at Toulouse, I cannot
see I have anything more to do withit. Therefore, after
having gone with my wife and girl {0 Bagnéres, I ghall
return from whence I came.” Already, however, one can
parceive signs of his having too presumpinouvsly marked
ont his fuiure. “My wife wants to stay another year, to
eave money ; and this opposition of wishes, though it will
not be as sour ns lemon, yet twill not be as eweet as
sugar.” And, again, “if the enows will suffar me, I propose
fo spend two or three months at Barége or Bagndres; but
my dear wife i2 against all schemes of additional expenss,
which wicked propensity (though not of despotic power)
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yot I cannot suffer—though, by-the-bye, landable enongh,
But che may talk; I will go my own way, and she will
acquiesce without a word of debate on the sehject, Whe
can say so much in praise of his wifet? Few, I trow.”
The tone of contemptuous amiability shows pretty clearly
that the relations between hushand and wife had in nowise
improved. But wives (o not always loge all their influ-
ence over husbands’ wille along with the power over their
affections ; and it will be seen that Sterne did not make
his projected winter txip to Bagndres, and that he did
remain at Toulouse for a considerable part of the second
year for which Mre. Sterne desired to prolong their stay,
The place, however, was not to his taste ; and he was not
the firat traveller in France who, delighted with the gaiety
of Paris, has been disappointed at finding that French pro-
vinecial towns can be as dull as dulneea itself conld require,
Ii is in the somewhat unjust mood which is commonly
begotten of disillnsion that Sterne discovers the cause of hia
ennui in *the eternal platitnde of the French charucter,”
with ita “little variety and no originality at all.” *They are
very civil,” he admita, ** but eivility iteelf so thus uniform
wearies and bodders me to death, If T do not mind I shall
grow most stupid and sententious.” With such apprehen-
sione it is nob eurprising that he should have eagerly wel-
comed any distraction thatehanes might offer, and in Decem-
ber we find him joyfully informing his chief correspondent
of the period, Mr. Foley—whoto his services as Sterne’s
banker seems to have added those of a most helpful and
trusted frisnd—that *there are a company of English
strollers arrived here who are to act comedies all the Christ-
mas, and are now busy in making dresses and preparing some
of onr best comediea.” These so-called strollers were, in
fact, certainmembers of the English colony in Toulouse, and
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their performaness were among the first of those “amateur
theatrical ¥ entertainments whick now-a-days may be said
to rival the famous *“morning drum-beat” of Daniel
Wehater's omtion, in marking the ubiquity of British
boredom, as the revei? doos that of British power over all
the terresirial globe. “ The next week,” writea Sterne,
“ with a grand orchestra we play The Busybody, and the
Journey lo London the week after; but I have some
thought of adapting it to our situstion, and meking it
the Journey fo Toulouss, which, with the change of half-
a<dozen scenes, may be easily done. Thus, my dear
Foley, for want of something better we have recoumse to
ourselves, and strike out the best amusements we can from
such materials,” * Recourse to oumelves,” however, means,
in striet accuracy, “recourss to each other ;” and when the
amateor players had played themselves out, and exhansted
their powers of contributing to each others' smusement,
it is probable that * recourse to ourselves,” in the exact
sense of the phrase, was found ineffective—in BSterne’s
caee, et any rate—to etave off ennui. To him, with his
copionsly, if somewhat oddly furnished mind, and his
natural activity of imagination, cne could hardly apply
the line of Persius,
% Tocmm hebite et noris quam xit tibi curte supallex ;*

but it is yet evident enough that Sterne’s was one of that
numerons crder of intelleets which am the eonvivial
assoviates, rather than the fireside companions, of their
owners, and which when deprived of the stimulus of
external excitement are apt to bocome very dull company
indeed, Nor does he seem to have obtained much
diversion of mind from hia literary work—g form of
intellectnal enjoyment which, indeed, more often pre-
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supposes than begets good spirits in such temperamenta
o8 his, He declares, it is true, that he *sports much with
my Uncle Toby"” in the volume which he is mow
“ fahricating for the laughing part of the world ;" but if so
he must have sported only after a very desultory and
dilatory fashion. On the whole ono canmot oscepe &
very strong impression that Sierne was heartily bored
by his sojourn in Toulouse, and that he eagerly longed for
the day of his return to “‘the dalliance and tho wit, the
flattery and the strife,” which he had left behind him in
the two great capitals in which he had shone.

His stay, however, was destined o be very prolonged.
The winter of 1762 went by, and the succecding yenr had
run nearly half its course before he changed his quarters.
“The firt week in June,” he writes in April to
Mr. Folay, " I decamp like a patriarch with all my house-
hold, to pitch our tents for three months ab the foot of the
Pyrenman hills at Bagnires, where I expect much health
and much amnnsement from all corners of the carth,” He
talked too at thia time of spending the winter at Florence,
and, after a visit to Leghorn, returning home the follow-
ing April by way of Paris; “but this,” he adds, “in &
sketch only,” and it remained only a sketch. Toulouse,
however, he was in any case resclved {o quit. He should
not, he eaid, be templed to spend another winter there,
It did not suit his healib, aa he had hoped: he com-
plained that it was too moist, and that he could not
keep clear of ague. In June, 1768, ke guitted it finally
for Bagndres; whence after a short, and, as we sub-
sequently learn, a disappointed sojourn, he passed on to
Marseilles, and later to Aix, for both of which places he
expreesed dislike ; and by October he hed gone again into
winter qnariers at Montpellier, where “my wife and

a2
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daughter,” he writes, * purpose to siey at least a year
behind me.” His own intention was %o set out in
February for England, ¢ whers my heart has been fled
thess gix months,” Here again, however, there are tracea
of that periodie, or rather, perhaps, that chromic conflict
of inclination between himsalf and My, Steme, of which
he speaks with such a tell-tele affectation of philosophy.
# My wife,” he writes in January, * returne to Tonlouse,
and proposes to spend the summer at Bagnérea. I, on the
contrary, go to visit my wife the church in Yorkshire,
We all live the longer, at least the bappier, for having
things our own way. This is my conjugal maxim. I
own 'tis not the best of maxims, but I maintain “tis not
the woret.” Itmmturalenoughthatﬂtemsatany
rate shonld wish to turn his back on Montpellier. Again
hed ‘the unlucky invalid been aitacked by a dangerous
illness ; the ¢ gharp air* of the place disagreed with him,
andhisphysidm.after having him under their hands
more than a month, informed him coolly that if he stayed
any longer in Montpellier it would be fatal to him. How
soon after thet somewhat late waming he took his
departure there is no record to show; but it is not
till the middle of May that we find him writing fram
Paria to his deughter. And eince he thers announces
his intention of leaving for England in a few days, it is
a probable conjecture that he had arrived at the French
capital some forinight or so before,

His ghort stay in Paris was marked by two incidents,
—trifling in themselves, but too characteristic of the
man to bo omitted. Lord Hertford, the British ambas-
gador, had just teken s magnificent hotel in Paris, and
Sterne was aaked fo preach the first sarmon in ita chapel
The message was brought him, he writes, * when I was



Vi) LIFE IN THE BOUTH. 85

playing a sober game of whist with Mr. Thornhill; and
whether I was called abruptly from my afternoon amuse-
"ment to prepare myself for the busineas on the next day,
or from what other cause, I do not pretend to determine ;
but that unlucky kind of fit seized me which you know I
am never able to resisf, and a very unlucky text did come
into my head.,” The text referred to was 2 Kings xx.
15—Hezekiah's admission of that ostentations display of
the treasures of hia palace to the ambassadors of Babylon
for which Isaizh rebuked him hy prophesying the
Babylonian captivity of Judah. Nothing indeed, &
fSterne protests, could have been more innocent than the
discourse which he founded upon the mal-d-propos text;
but still it was unquestionably a fair snhject for * chaff,”
and the preacherwas rallied upon it by no less a person
than David Hume. Ghossip having magnified this into
& dispute between the parson and the philosopher, Sterne
disposea of the idle story in a passsge deriving an ad-
ditional intereet from its tribute to that sweet disposition
which had an equal charm for two men so utterly unlike
as the author of Trielram Shandy and the author of the
Wealih of Natione. “1 should,” he writes, * be exceed-
ingly surprised to hear that David ever had an unpleasant
contention with any man ; and if I eshould ever be made
to believe that such an event had happened, nothing
would persuade me that his opponent was not in the
wrong, for in my life did I never meet with a being of
a mare placid and gentle nature ; and it is this smiable
turn of his character which has given more consequence
and force fo hiy ecepticiam than all the arguments
of bis sophistry.” The reel truth of the matter was
that, meeting Sterne at Lord Hertford’s tsble on the
dsy when he had preached at the Embemy Chapel,
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“PDavid was disposed to make a little merry with the
parson, and in return the parson was equally disposed to
make a little merry with the infidel. We laughed at one
another, and the company laughed with us both,” I
would be ebeurd, of course, to identify Sterne’s latitu-
dinarian Bonhoteie with the higher order of tolerance;
but many e more confirmed and notorious Gallio than the
clerical humourist would have assumed prudish airs of
orthodoxy in such a presence, and the incident, if it does
not reise one's estimate of Sterne’s dignity, displaye him
to us as laudably free from hypocrisy.

But the Iong holiday of somewhat dull travel, with ite
short last act of social gaiety, was drawing to a close. In
the third or fourth week of May Rterne quitted Paris;
and after a stay of afew weeks ir London, he retumed to
the Yorkshire parsonage, from which he had been absent
some thirty montha.

Unusually long as wae the interval which had elapeed
gince the publication of the last instalment of Tristram
Shandy, the new one was far from ready; and even in
the *“sweet retirement” of Coxwold he seems to have
made but slow progress with it. Indeed, the * sweet
retirement ” iteelf became scon a little tedious to him.
The month of September found him already bored with
work and solitude ; and the fine autumn weather of
1764 set him longing for & few days’ pleasure-making at
what was even then the fashionable Yorkshire watering-
place. *I do not think,” he writes, with characteristic
inecherence, to Hall Stevenson, ¢ I do not think a week
or ten days' playing the good fellow (at this very time) so
abominable a thing, but if & man could get there cleverly,
and every soul in his house in the mind to try what could
be done in furtherance thereof I have no one $o consult in
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these affaire.  Therefore, a8 2 man may do worso things,
the plain English of all which is, thet I am going to
loave a fow poor shesp in the wildemess for fourteen
days, and from pride and nanghtiness of heart to go seo
what is doing at Scarborough, steadfully mesning after
wards to lead a new life and strengthen my faith, Now
some folks say there is much company there, and some
say not ; and I Delieve there is neither the one nor the
other, buet will be both if the world will have patience for
amonth or go,” Of his work he has not mueh to say:
“YJ go on not rapidly but well enough with my Uncle
Toby's amours, There is no sitting and cudgelling one’s
brains whilst the sun shines bright. *Twill be all over in
six or geven woeks; and there are dismal weeke enow
after to endure suffocation by a brimetone fireside.,” Ha
was anxiona that his boon compenion should join him at
Bearborough ; but that additionsl pleasure was denied
him, and he hed to content himself with the usual gay
society of the place. Three woeks, it scems, were passed
by him in this most doubtfully judicious form of
bodily end mental relaxzation—weeks which ho spent, he
afterwarde writes, in * drinking the waters, and receiving
fiom them marvellous strength, had I not debilitated it as
fast as I got it by playing the good fellow with Lord
Granby and Co. too much.” Dy the end of the month
he was back again at Coxwold, *returned to my Philo-
sophical Hut to finish Tristram, which I calculate will bo
ready for the world about Christmas, at which time I
flecamp from hence and fix my Lead-quarters at London
for the winter, unless my cough pushes me forward to
your metropolis ” (he is writing to Foley, in Paris), ““ or
that I can persuade some gros silord to make a trip to
you.” Again, too, in this letter we get another glimpse
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at that thoroughly desentimentalized *domestie interior”
which the sentimentalist’s household had long presented
to the view. Writing to vequest a remitfance of money
to Mra Bterne at Montauban—a duty which, to do him
justice, he ssema to have very watchfclly obeerved—
Sterne adds his solicitetion to Mr. Foley to *do same-
thing equally essential to rectify a mistake in the mind
of your correspondent there, who, it seems, gave her &
hint not long ago ‘that she was ssparated from me for
life.” Now as this is not true in the first place, and may
fix a disadvantageous impreesion of her to those she
lives amongst, ‘twould be unmerciful to let her or my
daughtersuﬂ'erhylt. 8o do be eo good aa to undeceive
him ; for in a year or two she purpoess (and I expect it
wit.h impatience from her) to rejoin me.”

Early in November, the two new volumes of Shandy
began to approach completicn ; for by this time Sterne had
elready made up his mind to interpolate these notee of
bia French travels, which now do duty as Vol. VIL, “You
will read,” he tells Foley, “ as odd a tour through France
as was ever projected or executed by traveller or travel-
writer eince the world began. ’'Tin & laughing, good-
tempered satire npon travelling-—as puppies travel” By
the 16th of the month he had * finished my two volumes
of Tristram,” and looked to be in London at Christinas,
“ whence I have some thonghta of geing to Italy thia year,
At laest I ehall not defer it above another.” On the 26th
of January, 1765 the two new volumes were given to the
world.

Shorter in length than any of the preceding instal-
meants, and filled out a8 it was, even 80, by a process of
what would now be called ** book-making ® this isgue will
yet bear comparison, I think, with the best of its prede-
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cessors. Its sketches of travel, though destined to be
surpassed in vigour and freedom of draftamanship, by the
Sentimenial Journoy, are yel excellent, and their very
obvions want of connexion with the story—if story it can
be called—is 8o litkle felt, that we almost resent the
head-and-ears introdaction of Mr. Shandy and his brother,
and the corporal, in apparent concession to the popular
prejudice in favour of some sort of coherence between the
various perts of & narretive. The first seventeen chapters
are perhaps as freshly delightful reading as anything in
Btorne, Thay are literally filled and brimming over with
the exhilaration of travel: written, or at least prepared
for writing, we can clearly see, under the foll intoxicant
effoct which a bewildering succession of new sights and
sounds will produce, in a esrtain meesurs, upon the coolest
of us, and which would set a head like Sterne’s in an
sheolute whirl The contagion of his high spirils is,
however, irresistible ; and putting aside all other and
more solid qualities in them, these chapters are, for mere
fun—for that kind of clever nonsensa which only wins
by perfect spontaneity, and whick so promptly makes
sshamed the moment spontaneity fails—umeurpassed by
anything of the game kind from the same hand. How
strange then that, with eo keen an eye for the humarous, so
sound and frue & judgment in the higheet qualities of
humeur, Sterne should think it possible for any one who
has outgrown what may be called the dirty stage of boy-
hood to emile at the story which begins a fow chaplers
afterwards—that of the Abbess and Noviee of the Convent
of Andouilleta The adult male parson is not so much
ghocked at the coarseness of this story, as sstounded at
the bathos of it introduction. It is as though eome
matchless connoisseur in wine, after having a hundred
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times demonstrated the unerring discrimination of his
palate for the finest brende, shonld thsn produce some
vile and loaded compound, and invite us o drink it with
all the relish with which he seems to be swallowing it
himself This etory of the Abbess and Novice almost
mmpele us to turn back to certain earlier chapters, or former
volumes, and re-examine some of the subtler passagee of
humour t¢ be found there—in downright apprehension,
legt we shonld turn ont to have read thees * good things,”
not “in”’ but *into” our suthor. The bad wine ia so
very bad, that we catch ourselves wondering whether the
finer brands ware genuine, when we see the same palate
equally satisfied with both. Bub ome should, of couree,
add that it is only in reepect of ite suppossd humour that
this story shakes ita resders’ faith in the gifts of the
narmator. As a mere piece of story-telling, end ever as a
study in lendscape and figure painting, it is quite per-
versely skilful. There is something almost irritating, as a
waste of powers on unworthy material, in the prettiness
of the picture which Sterne draws of the preparations for
the departure of the two religicusss—the stir in the simple
village, the co-operating labours of the gardener and the
tailor, the carpenter and the smith, and all thoss other
little details which bring the whole scana before the eye so
vividly that Sterne may perhaps, in all seriousneas, and
not merely as & piece of his characteristic persiflage,
have thrown in the exclamation, *I declare I am
interested in this story, and wich I had been there”
Nothing again eould be better done than the sketch of
the little good-natured * hroad-set ” gardener, who actad ag
the ladies’ muleteer, and the recital of the indiscretiong
1y which he was befrayed into femporary desertion of his
duties. The whole acene is Chaucerian in its sharpness
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of outline and {ranslucency of atmosphers : though there,
nnfortunately, the resemblance ends. Stemc’s mamer of
paying what we Dow leave unsaid, is as unlike Chaucer's,
and an unlike for the wores, as it can poesibly be.

Biill & certain amount of this element of the nor nomi-
nandum must be compounded for, one regreta to say, in
nearly every chapter that Sterne over wrote; and there
is certainly less than the average amount of it in the
ssventh volume. Then again this volume contains the
famous sccne with the ass—the live and genuinely
touching, and not the dead and fictitionsly pathetic,
unimal ; and that perfect piece of comic dialogne—the
interview between the puzled English traveller and the
French commissary of the posts. To have suggested this
scene is ps the sole claim of the absurd fiscal system
of the Ancien régime upon the gratefnl remembrance of
the world. A echeme of taxation whith exacted posting-
charges from a traveller who proposed to continue his
journey by water, posscuses a natural ingredient of
drollery infused into its mere vegatiousness; but a whele
volume of satire could hardly put its essential absurdity
in a stronger light than is thrown upon it in the short
conversation between the astonished Tristram and the
officer of the fise, who had just handed him a little bill for
gix livres four sous :—

* Upon what acocunt? " eaid L

“'T5 upon the part of the king,” said the commisssry,
heaving up his shoulders,

¢ My good friend,” quoth X, * as sure a6 I am I, and yon are

“ And who are you P " ho mid.

“ Don't puzzle me,” said I  “Bat it is an indubitable verity,”
I continued, addressing myself to the commissary, changing
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only the form of my asseveration, % thet I owe the King of
Franoe nothing but my good-will, for be isa very honest man,
and I wish him all the health and pastime in the world.”

# Pardonnes-med,” replied the sormismry. *Yon are indebted
1o him six livres four sous for the next post from henoo to B
Fons, on your ronte to Avignon, which being a post rayal, you
poy doahle for the horses and postilion, otherwise *terould have
amounted to no move than three livres two sous.”

« But I don’t go by land,” seid L.

% You may, if you please,” repliad the commissary.

“Your most obedient servant,” said X, making him a low
bow.

Ths eommissary, with all the sincarity of grave goed breeding,
mads me one as low again. I never was mare disconcerted by
& bow in my life. ** The devil take the serions charester of these
peopls,” maid I, aside; “they understand no more of iromy
than this.” The comparison was standing close by with her
panniars, but something sealed ap mylips. I could not pro-
nounce the name,

*8ir,” said I, colleoting myself, * it is not my intention to
take post.”

“But you may,” suid he, persisting in his frst reply. *Youn
may if you choose.”

“ And I may take salt to my pickled herring if I choosa!
Bat I do not choose.”

* But you must pay for if, whether you do or no.”

1 T4 ia the pepalty—1 suppose the just pemalfy—paid by habi.
tually extravagunt humonrists, that, meoning not baing always
expected of them, it in not always soughi by their renderw with
sufficiont oare.  Anyhow it may be suspected that this retort of
Tristram’s is too often passed over s » mere mandom absurdlty
dasigred for his inberlooator’s mystification, and that ita extremely
felicitona pertinence to the guoation in dispute i thus overlocked,
The poiné of it, of sourse, is that the bosiness in which the com-
missary waa then engaged was precisaly analogous to thei of
exacting salt duss from perverss persont who wers impoverishing
tha revenue by possessing barrings slresdy piokled,
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u Ay, for the salt,” said L ¢ I kmow.”

# And for the post, t0o,” added he,

“Defend me ! “ cried I. “I travel by water. I am going
down the Ehone this very afternoon ; my beggage isin the boat,
and X have actually paid nine livres for my passage,”

% (st toat: égal—"tin all one,” said he.

 Bon Disn [ W'hlt!payﬁnrthenylgoandﬁ:rthenyl
4o not goP "

# C'eat tout égal,” replied the comminsary,

“The dovil it ia)™ said I *But I will go to ten thousand
Baatilles first, O, England! England | thou land of Eberty
and climate of good-sense! thon tenderest of mothers, and
geatlest of nuveea | * cried I, kneeling upon one knee ns I was
beginning my spostrophe—when the director of Madame L.
Blanc’s conscience coming in at that instant, and seeing a person
in black, with & faoe as pale as ashes, at his devotions, asked if
T stood in want of the aids of the church.

“I go by water,” said J, “and here’s another will be for
making me pay for gaing by ofl.”

The commissary of course remains obdurate, and Tris-
tram protests that the freatment to which he is heing
subjected is * contrary to the law of nature, eonirary to
reason, contrary to the Gospel.”

“ Bat not to this,” said he, putting a printed paper into my
hand,

#¢Da par le Roi’ 'Tis a pithy prolegomenon,” quoth I, and
s0 read on. . . . . “ By all which it appears,” quoth I, having
read it over & Little foo rapidly, “that if & man sets out in a
post-chaise for Patia, he must go on travelling in one all the days
of hip lifs, or pay for it™

*Exonse me,” said the commissary, “the spirit of the ardi-
nance is this, that if you set ont with an intention of ruoning
post from Paris to Avignon, &s., you shall not change that
intention or mode of travelhng without first eatisfying the
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fermiers for two posta farther than the place you repent at; and
*tin founded,” erntimued he, “ upon this, that the revenues are
not to fall short through your ficklenaes.”
40, by heavens ! ” cried I, “ if fickleness is taxable in France,
we have nothing to do but to make ths best poace we can.”
And »o the pence was made.

And the volume ends with the dance of villagers on ** the
road between Nismes and Lunel, where is the best Museatto
wine in all France "—that charming little idyll whick won
the unwilling admiration of the least friendly of Sterne's
eritica.?

‘With the cloge of this volume the shadowy Tristram dis-
appears altogether from the acene; and even the clearly-
sketched figures of Mr. and Mys Shandy recede somewhat
into the background. The courtship of my uncle Toby
forms the whole mofif, and indeed almost the entire
substance of the next volume. Of this famous episode in
the novel a great deal has been said and written, and much
of the praise bestowed upon it is cerfainly deserved. The
artful coquetries of the fascineting widow, and the gradual
capitulation of the captain, are etudied with admirgble
power of hnmorous insight, and described withinflnite grace
gnd skill. But there is perhaps no episode in the novel
which brings ont what may be called the pervereity of
Steme’s animalism in & more exasperating way. It is notso
much the amount of this element, as the time, placs, and
manner in which it makes its presence felt. The senses
must of conrse play their part in all love affairs, except
those of the angels—or the triangles ; and suck writers as
Byron, for instance, are quite free from the charge of
over-gpiritualizing their deseription of the pession, ‘Yet

% Thuckersy : English Humouriats, vol. x. p. 568, ed, 1879.
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one might safely say, that there iy far less to repel o
healthy mind in the poot's account of the amour of Juan
and Haidee than is to be found in many a passage in
this volume. It is mot merely that one is the poetry
and the other the prose of the sexual passion : the distine-
tion goea deeper, and points to a fundamental différence of
attitude towards their subject in the two writers’ minds.
The, success of this instalment of Tristram Shandy
eppears to have been slightly greater than that of the
preceding one. Writing from London, where he was
once more basking in the sunshine of social popularity,
to Garrick, then in Paris, he says (March 16, 1765),
“I have had a lucrative campaign here. Bhandy eells
well,” and “I am taxing the public with two more
volumea of sermons, which will more then doumble the
pains of Bhandy. It goes into the world with a prancing
Yist ds foufs la noblesse, which will bring me in three hun-
dred pounds, exclusive of the sale of the copy.” The
listk was indeed extensive and distingmished enough to
justify the curious epithst which he applies to it ; but the
cavalcade of noble names continued to © prance " for some
conziderable time without advancing, Yet ho had good
reasons, according to his own aceount, for wishing to
push on their publication. His parsonage-house at Sutton
had just been burnt down through the carelessness of
one of hie curate’a household, with & loss to Bterne of
some 3507 “As soon as I can,” he eays, I must rebuild
it, but I Iack the means at present.” Nevertheless, the
new sermons continued to hang fire.  Again, in April he
desaribes the subscription list s * the moet aplendid list
which ever pranced before s book zince subscription
came into fashion ;” but though the volumes which it
was to usher into the world were then spoken of as about
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to be printed * very soon,” he has again in July to write
of them only as * forthcoming in September, though I
fear not in time to bring them with me " to Paria And
a2 & matter of fact, they do ‘not seem to bhave made
their appearance until after Sterne had quitted England
on his second end last Continental journey. The full
subecription list may have had the effect of relexing his
energies ; but the subscribers had no reason io complain
when, in 1766, the volumea at last appeared.

The reception given to the firet bateh of parmons which
Sterne had puoblished was quite favourahle enough to
encourags & repetition of the experiment. He was shrewd
enough, however, to perceive that on this second occasion
& somewhat different sort of article would be required. In
the first flush of Trisfram Shandy's suocces, and in the
firet piquancy of the contrast between the grave profession
of the writer and the mbounded licance of the book, he
could safely reckon on as large and curicus a public for any
sermons whatever from the pen of Mr. Yorick, Thare
wag 10 heed that the humourist in his pulpit should at all
reeemble the humourist at his desk; or, indeed, that he
ehonld be in any way &n impressive or commanding figure.
The great desire of the world was to know what he déd
regemble in this new and incongruous posion. Men
wished to see what the gueer, aly face locked like over 2
velvet eushion, in the assurance that the gight would be a
sirange and interesting one at any rate, Five years after-
wards, however, the case was different. The public then
had already had one sst of sermons, and had discovered
that the humorous Mr. Sterne was not & very different man
in the pulpit from the dullest and most decorons of his
brethren. Such discoveries as theee are instructive to
make, but not attractive to dwell upon ; and Bteme was
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fully alive to the probebility that there would be mo
great demand for & volume of sermons which ehonld only
illustrate for the seeond time the fact that he conld be as
common-place a8 his neighbour. He saw that in future
the Rov. Mr, Yorick must a little more resemble the author
of Tristram Shandy and it is not improbable.that from
1760 onwards he compossd his parochial eermons with
eapecial atfention fo this mode of qualifying them for
republication. There is, at any rate, no light critical
difficulty in believing that the bulk of the sermons of
1766 can be assigned to the same literary period as the
sermons of 1761l. The one set seems as manifestly to
belong to the post-SBhandian as the other does to the pre-
Shandian ers ; and in some indeed of the apparently later
productions the daring quaintnees of style and ilustration
is carried so far that, except for the fact that Bierne had
no time to spere for the compowition of mermons not
intended for professional use, one would have been dis-
poeed to believe that they neither were nor were meant
to be delivered from the pulpit at all® Throughout all
of them, however, Sterne’s new-found literary power dis-
plays iteelf in a vigour of expression and vivacity of illus-
tration which at least serve to make the sermons of 1766
considerably more entertaining reading then thoss of 1761,
In the first of the later series, for inatancs—the sermon on
Shimei—a discourse in which there are no very noticeable
sallies of unclerical humour, the quality of liveliness is
very conspicuounsly preeent. The preacher's view of the
character of Shimei, and of his behavicur to David, is
hardly that, perhaps, of a competent historical eritic, and in

* Mr. Fitagernld, indood, amsertq as » fact that same at least of
these sermona were aciuslly compossd in the capaoity of litidratess
and not of divine,—for the press snd not for the palpit.

)
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treating of the Benjamite’s inwults to the King of Teral he
appears to take no account of the blood-feud between the
house of David and the clan towhich the railer belonged ;
just a8 in commenting on Shimei’s subsequent and most
ahject submission to the victorions monarch, Bterne lays
altogether too much stress wpon condoct which is indica-
tive, not a0 much of any exceptional meanness of disposi-
tion, as of the ordinary supplences of the Oriental put in
fear of his life. However, it makes 2 more piquant and
dramatie picture to represent Shimei as & type of the
wretch of insolence and servility compact, with a tongue
over ready to be loosed against the unfortunate, and a
knee over ready to be bent to the strong. And thus he
moralizes on his conception :(—

There is not a eharacter in the world which has 3o bad an
infinance upon it as this of Bhimei. While power mests with
honest checks, and the evils of life with honest refuge, the world
will never be undone ; but thou, Bhimei, hast sapped it at both
extremes : for thon corrnptest proaperity, and *tis thou who hast
broken the heart of poverty. And so long as worthless spirils
ean be ambitious ones, *tis a charaster we pDever shall want.
Okl it infests the eourt, the camp, the cabinet . it infests the
chnreh. Go where you will, in every quarter, in gvery profes-
sion, you sse o Shimei following the wheels of the fortunate
throngh thick mire snd clsy. Hmate, Shimei, haste! or thon
wilt be undone for ever. maguﬂathuphuluim,md
spoodeth after him. Behold the hand which
takes the wheel from hin chariot, so that he who driveth, driveth
on hoavily. Bhimei doubles his speed; bnt ’tis the conteary
way: he flies like the wind over & sandy dessct. . ... Stay
Shimei ! iy your patren, your fiend, your benefactor, the man
who haw saved you from the dunghill.  *its all one to Shimei.
Bhiraei in the baroemeter of every man's fortune ; marks the rise
and fall of it, with all the variations from scorshing hot to
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freexing cold upon his sountenanos that the mimile will sdmit
oft Ts a olond npon thy affaira? Bee, it hangs cver Shimais
brow! Hast thou been spoken for to the king or the captain of
the host without socosss? Took wnot into the Court Calen-
dar, the vaonnay is fillad in Bhimei’s face. Art thou in debt,
though not to Bhimei P No matter. The wurst offiver of the
law shall uot be more insclent. What, then, Bhinie, is the
fault of poverty so black P is it of so genersl concern that
thou and gll thy family must riss up as one man to reproach
itP YWhen it lost sverything, id it lose the right to pity too P
Or &d he who maketh poor as well as maketh rich strip it
of its natural powers to mollify the heart and supple the
temper of your raceP Trust me you havs mneh to answer
for. Tt is this treatment which it has evar met with from
gpirits Iike yours, which has gradoally tanght the werld to
look upan it as the grestest of evils, and shun it s the worst
disgrass. And whet is it, I bescech you, what is it that
men will not do to keep clear of so sore an impuiafion and
panishment ? Is it not to fly from thiv that he rises carly, late
takes reat, and ests the bread of carefolneas P that he plots,
contrives, swoars, lies, shuffles, puts on all shapes, irias all gar-
mants, woars them with this or that side oatward, justas it may
favour his escape P

And though the sermon ends in orthodox fashion, with
an assurance that, in spite of the Shimeia by whom we
are gurrounded, it is in our power to * Iay the foundation
of cur peace (where it ought to be) within cur own
hearts,” yet the preacher can, in the midst of his earlier
burst: * O BShimei! would to Heaven, when thon wast
ﬂain,thatdlthyhmﬂyhndbeenalﬁnwithme,a:lnd
not one of thy resemblance lefi! But ye have multipliad

4 Which see not many in the case of o baromelar,
H3
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excoedingly, and replenished the earth ; md::flpmpheey
rightly, ye will in the end eubdue it.

Nowhere, however, doea the man of the world revaa.l
himself with more strangely comical effect under the gown
of the divine, than in the sermon on * The Prodigal Son.”
The repentant spendthrift has returned to his father’s
house, and is about to confess his folliea But,—

Alas! How shall he tell his story P

Yo who have trod this round, tell me in what words he shall
give in to his father the ead items of his extravagante and
folly: the feasts and banquets which he gave to whole cities
In the east; the ooste of Asistio rarities, aud of Asistio cooks
to dzess them ; the expenses of singing men and singing wo-
men ; the Anta, the barp, the sackbut, and all kinds of muxie;
the dreas of the Persian Cowrt how maguificent] their slaves
bow somercus ! their shariots, their homes, their pistures, their
forpiture, what immense sums they had devoured ! what expeo-
tations from strangers of sondition! what exactiona! How shall
the youth make his fauther comprehend that he was chesied at
Damgsous by one of the best men in the world ; that he had lant
a part of his substance to s frisnd at Nineveh, who bad fled off
with it to the Ganges; that s whore of Babylon had swallowed
hix best pear], and ancinted the wheole city with his balm of
Gilead ; that he had been wold by a man of homour for twenty
whokels of silver to a worker in graven images ; that the images
he had purchased prodnced him nothing, that they could not be
transported across the wildernees, and had been burnt with fire
at Bhusan; that the apes and peacocks whick he had sent for
froxn Tharsis luy desd upon Lis hands; that the mwmmies had
not been dead lomg anough which ha had brought from Egypt ;
that all had gons wrong from the day he forsook his father's
bouss #

All this, it mnet be admitied, is pretty lively for a
sermon.  But hear the reverend gentleman once more, in
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the same discourse, and ohserve the characteristic coolneas
with which he touches, only to drop, what may be called
the ¢ professional” moral of the pamhle, and glides off
into a train of interesting, but thoronghly mundane, reflec-
tions, suggested—or rather, supposed in courtesy to have
been suggested—by the text. 1 know mot,” he says,
¢ whether it would be a subject of much edification to
eonvince you here, that our Baviour, by the Prodigal
8on, particularly pointed out those who were sinners of
the Gentiles, and were recovered by divine grace to
repentance ; and that by the elder brother, he intended
manifestly the more froward of the Jews,” & But
whether it would edify you or not, he goes on, in effect,
to say, I do not propose to provide you with edification in
that kind, * These uses have been so ably set forth in so
many good sermons upon the Prodigal Son that I ahall
turn aside from them at present, and content myself with
some reflections upon that fatal passion which led him—
and g0 many thousands after the example—to gather all
ho had together and take hia journey into a far country.”
In other words, * I propose o make the parahle a peg
whereon to hang a few observations on (what does the
reader supposef) the practice of sending young men
upon the Grand Tour, accompanied by a ¢ bear-leader,’
and herein of the various kinds of bearleaders, and the
pervices which they do, and do not, render to their
charges ; with & fow worde on society in continental cities,
and a troe view of fletters of introduction.’” That is
Literslly the suhetance of the remainder of the sermon.,
And thus pleasantly does the preacher play with his
curigus subjeet -

Bot you will send an able pilot with your son—a scholar.



108 . ETERNE, [cma»,

If wisdom can speak in no other tongne but Groek or Latin, you
do well; or if wathematies will maks & man a gentleman, or
natural philosophy bat teach him to make a bow, he may be of
some service in introdncing your son into good societies, and
sapporting him in them when he had done. Bot tbe npshot
will be generally this, that an the moat pressing cocasions of
sddremes, i he in not a mere man of reading, the unheppy
youth will have the tutor to carry, and not the tnior to carry
him. But (ot us say) you will avoid this extrems ; he shall be
esooriad by ons who knows the world, nof only from books
but from his own experiense: & man who has been employed on
sunh sarvices, and thrice * made the tour of Envope with suncess *
—that is, without breaking his own or his pupil’s neck: for if heis
stuch as my eyes have seen, some broksn Bwiss valet do ehambre,
somme general undertaker, who will perform the journey in so
many months, “if God permit,” much knowlsdge will not
acorue.  Bome profit, at least : he will learn the amomnt fo &
halfperny of every stage from Calais to Roma; he will be oar-
rind to the best inna, instructed where thers is the best wine, snd
oup & lvre cheaper than if the youth had been left to make the
tour and the bargain himself. Look st onr governor, I bessoch
youl Seobe is sn inch tallar sa ho relstes the advaniages.
when your son gets sbroad, he will be taken cat of his hand by
his society with men of rank and letters, with whom he will
pam tha greatest part of his time,

8o much for the bearleader : and now a remark or two

on the young man's chauces of getting into good foreign
pociety ; and then—the benediction :—

Lot tue cbeerve in the first plucs, that company whish is really
good is very rare and very shy. Bat yon have surmowmted this
dificulty, and procured him the best letters of recommendation to
the most eminent and respectable in evary eapital. And I
answer that he will obtain all by them which courtesy strictly
stands cbliged to pay on snch oceasions, but no more, There is
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nothing in which we are 8o much deecived as in the advantages
In foreign parts, erpocially if the experiment is made before wa
are matured by years orstudy. Conversation ina traffic; and it
you enter it without some stock of kmowledge fo balance the
account perpetually betwixt you, the trade drops at’ once; and
this is the reasor, bowever it may be bonsted to the contrary,
why travellars have so litile (eapecinliy good) conversation with
the natives, owing to their suspicion, or perhaps eonviction,
that there is nothing to be extrasted from the conversation of
young itinerants, worth the trouble of their bad Ianguage, or the
interruption of their visits.

Very true, no doubt, and exeellently well put; but we
seam to have got some distance, in epirit at any rate, from
Tuke xv, 18 : and it is with somewhat too visible effect,
pethape, that Sterne forces his way back into the orthodox
routes of pulpit disquizition. The youth, disappointed
with his reception by “ the literati,” &c., sseks * an easier
pociety ; and as bad company is always ready, and ever
lying in wait, the carear is soon finighed, and the poor
prodigel returns—the same object of pity with the pro-
digal in the Gospel” Hardly a good emough “tag,”
perhaps, o reconcile the ear to the “ And now 1o,” &c., as
o fitting close to this pointed little eesay in the atyls of
the Chesterfield Lettara, There is much intemnal evidencs
to show that this so-called sermon was written either after
Sterne’s vikit to, or during his stay in France; and there
is strong reason, I think, {0 suppose that it was in reality
neither intended for a sermon, nor actually delivered from
the pulpit.

No other of his sermons has quite so much vivacity as
this, But in the famous discourse upon an unlucky text
-—the sermon preached ai the chapel of the Emglish
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Embaany, in Paris—there are touches of mmelerical raillery
not & fow. Thus: “ What & noise,” he exclaims, “ among
the simulants of the varions virtuee. . . Behold Humility,
become so out of mere pride ; Chastity, never once in
harm’s way ; and Courage, like a Bpanish goldier upon an
Italian stage—a bladder full of wind. Hush ! the sound
of that trumpet! Let not my soldier run! ’tis some
good Chrisiian giving alma O Pity, thou gentlest of
human passions | eoft and tender are thy notes, and ill
accord they with s0 loud an instrument.”

Here again is a somewhat beld eaying for & divine :—
“ But, to avoid all commonplace eant as much as I can on
this head, I will forbear to say, because I do not think,
that ‘tis a breach of Christian cherity to think or speak
ill of our neighbour. We caunot avoid it: our opinion
must follow the evidence,” &c And a litile later om,
commenting on the insinuation conveyed in Satan’s ques-
tion, ‘“ Does Job serve God for nought?™ he says: It
is a bad picture, and done by & ferrible master; and yet
wo are always copying it Does &8 man from real con-
viction of heart forsake his vicea? The position is nok
1o be allowed. No; his vices have forsaken him, Does
a pure virgin fear God, and say her prayers¥ She is in
her climacteric! Doea humility clothe and educste the
unknown orphant Poverty, thou hast no gemealogies.
See! is he not the father of the c¢hild1” In enother
sermon he laurnches out info quaintly contemptuous criti-
cism of a religious movement which he was certainly the
last person in the world to understand—to wit, Methodism.
Heashwhether,“whenapw:,diamolmd,dmoping
creature is terrified from all enjoyment, prays without
cearing till his imagination is heated, fasts and mortifies
and mopes till his body is in as bad a plight as his mind,
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it is a wonder that the mechanical dieturbances and con-
flicts of an empty belly, interpreted by en empty hLead,
ahould be mistook for workings of s different kind from
what they aro?” Other sormons reflect the aingularly
bitter anti-Catholic feeling which was charsoteristic
oven of indifferentism in those daye—at any rate among
‘Whig divines. But in most of them one is liable to come
ot any moment across one of those strange eallies o
which Gray alluded, when he said of the effect of Sterne's
sarmons upon a reader, that * you often see him tottering
on the verge of laughter, and ready to throw his periwig
in the face of the sudience.”



CHAPTER VIL

FRANOB AND ITALY—NMREETING WITE WIFE AND DAVGHTER—
RETURN TO HNGLAND—TRIBTRAM HHANDY, V0L IX—
THB BEENTINENTAL JOURNEY,

(1765-1768.)

I the first week of October, 1765, or & few dsys later,
Bterne set out on what was afterwards to become famous
us the “ Bentimental Journey throngh France and Twaly.”
Not, of eourse, that all the materials for thet celebrated
piece of literary iravel were collectod on this occasion.
From London as far as Lyons, his way lay by a route
which he had already traversed three years before, and
there ia reason to believe that at lsast some of the scenes
in the Senfimental Journey, were drawn from observation
made on his former visit. His stay in Paris was shorter
this year than it had been on the previous occasion, A
month sfter leaving England he wae at Pont Beauvoisin,
and by the middle of November he had reached Turin
From this city he writes, with his characteristic sim-
plicity, “I am very bappy, and have found my way info
a dozen houses already, To-marraw I am o be presented
to the king, and when that ceremony is over I shall have
my bande full of engagemente” From Turin he went on
by way of Milan, Parma, Piacenza, and Bologna, to Flo-
rence, where, after three daye’ stay, ““to dine with our
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Flenipo.” he comtinned his journey to Rome. Hero, and
at Naples, he paseed the winter of 1765—1766 :* and pro-
longed khis stay in Italy uniil the ensuing spring was well
advanced. In the month of May he was again on his
way home through France, and had had a meeting after
two years' separstion from them, with his wife and
daughter. Hie account of it to Hall Stevenson i curious ;
“ Never man,” he writes, “has been such s wild goose
chase affer his wife as I have been. After having sought
her in five or six different towns, I found her at last in
Franche Comté, Poor woman |” he adds, she was very
cordinl, &e” The &e. is charming. But her cordiality
bhad evidently no tendency to despen inte any more im-
passicned sentiment, for she * begged to stay another year
or 0.” As to “my Lydia,” the real canse we must
suepect of Sterne’s heving turned out of his road, she,
he says, ‘ pleases me much. I found her greatly improved
in everything I wished her.” As to himself: “ Y am most
unaccountably well, and most accountably nonsensical
'Tis at Jeast a proof of good spirits, which is a eign and
token, in these latter days, that I must fake up my pen.
In faith, I think I ehall die with it in my hand; but I
shall live these ten years, my Antony, notwithstanding the
fears of my wife, whom I left most melancholy on that
account.” The ©fears” and the melancholy were, alas!
to be justified, rether than the # good spirits;* and the
shears of Afropos were to close, not in ten years, but in

1 It waa on this tour that Sterne picked np the French valet
Lafletr, whom he introduced as a charscter into the Smiimenial
Journey, but whoss subssquently yublished recoflections of the
tour (if indeed the veritable Laflenr was the wathor of the notes
from whioh Boott quotea so freely) appear, as Mr., Fiisgerald has
poinded ont, from internal svidence to be mostly Sctitions,
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little more then twenty months, upon that fragile thread
of life.

By the end of June he waa back again in his Yorkshire
home, and very soon after had settled down to work
upon the ninth and last volume of Tristram Shandy. He
was writing, however, a8 it should seam, under something
more than the usual distractions of a man with two
establishments. Mrm Sterne wae just then ill at Mar-
peilles, and her hushand—who, to do him justice, was
always properly solicitous for her material comfort—was
busy making provision for her to change her quarters to
Chalons. He writes to M. Panchaud, at Paris, sending
fifty pounds, and begging him t¢ make her all further
advances that might be neccssary. 1 have,” he says,
#guch entire confidence in my wife that she epends as
little as she can, though she is confined to no particulsr
gom . , . . and you may rely—in case phe should draw
for fifty or a hundred pounds axtracrdinary—thet it and
every demand shall be punctually paid, and with proper
thenks ; and for this the whole Shendian family are
ready to stand security.” Later on, too, he writes, that
“ a young nobleman is now ineugurating e jaunt with me
for gix weeks, about Christmas, to the Faubourg St
Gennain ;” and he adds-—in a tone, the sincerity of which
he would himeelf have probebly found a diffienlty in
gauging—** if my wife should grow warse (having bad &
very poor account of her in my daughter's lsat), I cannot
think of her being withont me ; and, however expensive
the journey would be, I would fly to Avignon to nd-
minister consolation to her and my poor girl”® The
1 Thare can be few admivers of Bterne’s genius who wonld not

gladly moline, whenaver they #ind it posaible, to Mr. Fitsgereld's
very indulgent estimate of his disposition, But thisis only oneof
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necessity for thia flight, however, did not arise. Beiter
acconnta of Mra. Sterne arrived a few woeks later, and the
husband's congolations were not required

Meanwhile, the idyll of Captain Shandy’s love-making
was gradually approaching completion: and there are
gigns to be met with—in the author’s correapondence, that
is to say, and not in the work iteelf—that he was some-
what impatient to be done with if, at any rats for the
time. 1T shall puhlish,” he says, **late in this year ; and
the next T shall begin a new work of fouwr volumes, which
when finished, I shall continus ZTristram, with fresh
epirit.” The new work in four volumes (not destined to
get beyond one) was of course the Seniimenial Journej.
His ninth volume of Trisiram Shandy waa finished by the
end of the year, and at Christmas he came up to London,
after his vanal practice, to see to it publication and enjoy
the homours of ite reception. The book passed duly
through the press, and in the last days of January was
jasued the amnncuncement of its immediate appearance,
Of the character of ita welcome I can find no other
evidence than that of Sterne himself, in a lettor addreased
to M. Panchand some fortnight after the book appeared.
#"Tis liked the beet of all here;” buf, with whatever
accuracy this may have expressed the complimentary
opinion of friends, or even the well-considered judgment
ofoﬁtics,onecmhardlyhehevethatiﬁenjoyod anything
Iike the vogue of the former volames, Bterne, however,
many instanoces in which the uhﬂlwafthshoplphatappuulh
mo to be,if the expression may unconsoionable.
Iun.atmyma.ﬂndmwumtwhmvarhﬂmnbmm
for the too kindly saggestion that “Sterne was sotually nego-.
tinting » journey to Pariv as ‘bear-leader’ to & young nobleman
(an odious ofics to which be had special aveewlon), én order that
hw might: with economy fy over to Avignon.”
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would be the lese concerned for this, that his head was
at the moment foll of his new venture. “I am going,”
he writes, “to publish A Senhimental Journay through
France and Haly. The undertaking is protected and
highly encoursged by all our noblessa. ‘*Tis subecribed
for at a great rate, *twill be an original, in large quarto,
the snbacription half s guines. If you (Panchaud) can
procure me the honour of & few names of men of acience,
or fashion, I ghall thank you: they will appear in good
company, as all the nobility here bave honoured me with
their names.” Asg was usual with him, however, he post-
poned commencing it, until he should have returned to
Coxwold ; and, as was equally usual with him, he found
it difficult to tear himself away from the delights of
London. Morecover, there was in the present instence a
epecial difficulty, arising out of an affair upon which,
a8 it hes relations with the history of Sterne’s literary
work, it would be impoesible, even in the moet strictly
eritical and Jeast general of hiographies, to obeerve com-
plete silence. I refer of course to the famous and furious
flirtation with Mrs. Draper—the Elira of the Yorick and
Eliza Letters. Of the affair itself, but little need be eaid.
I have already statod my own views on the general sub-
jeot of Btemne's love affairs; and I fee] no inducement to
discuse the question of their innocence or otherwise in
relation to this particnlar amonrette. I will only say that
were it techmically as innocent as you please, the mean
whioh must be found between Thackeray's somewhat too
hamh and Mr. Fitrgerald’s considembly too indulgent
judgment on it, will lie, it seemsa to me, decidedly nearer
to the former than to the latter’s extreme. This episode
of violently sentimental philandering with an Indian
“ grasg widow™ was, in any case, an extremely unlovely
passage in Steme’s life. On the best and most charitable
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view of it, the flirtation, pureued in the way it waa, and
to the Iengths to which it was carried, must be held to
convict the elderly lover of the most deplorble lovity,
vanity, indiscretion, and gickly eentimentaliom. It waa,
to say the least of it, most mnbecoming in & man of
Bterne’s age and profession; and when it is added that
Yorick’s attentions to Eliza were paid in so open a fashion
a3 to be bronght by gossip to the ears of his naglected
wife, then living many hundred miles away from him,
ite highly reprehensible character seems manifeat enough
in all ways.

No sconer, however, had the fascinating widow set
sail, than the sentimental lover hegan to feel so etrongly
the need of a female consoler that hia head seems to
have softened, insenaibly, even towards his wife. “Jam
unhappy,” he writes plaintively to Lydia Bteme. “Thy
mother and thyself at a distance from me—and what
can compensate for such a destitution ¥ For God’s sake
persuade her to come and fix in England ! for life is too
ghort to waste in ssparation ; and while she Iives in one
country and I in another, many people will suppose it
proceeds from choice,”—a suppoeition, he seems to imply,
which even my scrupulously discreet comduet in her
absence ecarcely suffices to refute. * Besides,"—a word
in which there is here almost a3 much virtue as in an
% jf,”—* I want thee near me, thon child and darling of
my heart. I sm in & melancholy mood, and my Lydia's
eyes will emart with weeping when I fell her the cause
that just now affects me” And then his sensibilities
brim over, and into his daughter's ear ha pours forth his
lamentationa over the loss of her mother's rival. “I am
spprehensive the dear friend I mentioned in my last
lstter is going into a decline. I was with her two days
ago, and I never beheld a being so altered. She hssa
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tender frama, and looks like a drooping lily, for the roses
are fled from her cheska, I can never see or talk o this
incomparable woman withont bursting into teara. I have
& thousand obligations to her, and I love her mare than
her whole sex, if not all the world put together, She
has & delescy,” &c. & And after reciting a frigid
epitaph which he had written, * expressive of her modest
worth,” he winds up with—* Say all that is kind of me
to thy mother; and believe me, my Lydia, that I love
thee most truly.” My excuse for quoting thus fully from
this moet charnoteristic letter, and indeed for dwelling at
all upon these closing incidents of the Yorick and Rliza
episode, is, that in their striking illustration of the soft,
weak, spiritnally pelf-indulgent nature of the man, they
aggist ua far more than many pages of criticism would
do, to wnderstand cne particolar espect of his literary
idiosynerasy. The sentimentalist of real life explains the
sentimentalist in ark

In the early days of May Sterne managed at last to tear
himeself away from London and its joys, and with painful
elowneas, for ke was now in a wretched state of health, fo
make his way back to Yorkshire. “I have got conveyed,”
he saye in a dietreseing letter from Newark, to Hall
Bievenson, # I have got conveyed thue far like a bale of
cadaverous goods eonsigned to Pluto and Company, lying
in the bottom of my chaise most of the routs, npon & large
pillow which T had the prévoyancs to purchase before I
set out. I am worn out, but pass on to Barnby Moor
to-night, and if possible to York the next. I know not
what is the matler with me; but some derangement
pressss haxd vpon this machine,  Biill, T think it will not
be overset this bomt —another of those utterancea of a
cheerful courage under the prostration of pain which reveal
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to us the manliest aide of Sferne’s nature. On reaching
Coxwold his health appears to have temporarily mended,
and in June we find him giving a far befter account of
himself to another of his friesnds The fresh Yorkshire
air seems to have temporarily revived him, and to his
friend, Arthur Lee, a young American, he writes thus:
#I am as happy a8 & prince at Coxwold, and I wish you
could see in how princely o manner I live. '"Tis a land
of plenty, I git down alone to dinner—fish and wild-
fowl, or a couple of fowls or ducks, with cream and all the
simple plenty which a rich valley under Hamilton Hilla
can produce, with a clean cloth on my table, and a boitle
of wine on my right hand to drink your health. I have
& hundred hens and chickens abont my yard ; and not a
pariehioner catches a hare, a rabbit, or a trout, but he brings
it a2 an offering to ma” Another of his correspandents
at this period was the Mrs. H. of his letters, whose identity
I have been wunable to trace, but who is addressed in a
manner which seems to show Biterne’s anxisty to expel
the old flame of Elira’s kindling by a new one, Thare is
little, indeed, of the eentimentaliring strain in which he
was wont to gigh at the feet of Mre Draper, bot in ite place
there is a freedom of a very prominent, and here and there
of a highly unpleasant kind. To his friends, Mr and
Mra. James, too, he writes frequently during this year,
chiefly to pour out his soul on the subject of Eliza ; and
Mrs, James, who is always addreseed in company with her
husband, enjoys the almost unique distinetion of being
the only women outeide his own family eircle whom Sterne
never approathes in the language of sartificial gallantry,
but slways in that of simple friendship and respect.?

3 To this period of Bierne's life, it may bere be remarked, is to
bo nesigned the dog-Latin lstter (“and very sad dog-Latin too™)

I
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Meanwhile, however, the Sentimenial Journey was ad-
vancing at a reasonable mate of speed towards completion.
In July he writes of himself as “ now beginning to be
trely buey” on it, “the pain and sorrows of this life
baving retarded its progress.”

Hia wifeand daughter were abont to rejoin him in the
autumn, and he looked forward to seitling them at a hired
house in ¥Yerk before going up to fown to publish his new
volumes. On the let of October the two ladies arrived
at York, and the next day the reunited family went on to
Coxwold. The meeting with the daughter gave Steme
one of the few quite inmocent pleasures which he was
capable of feeling ; and he writes next day to Mr. and
Mrs. James in terms of high pride and eatiefaction of his
recovered child, My girl has returned,” he writea in the
langunge of playfal affection, “an elegant, accomplishad
little elut. My wife—but I hate,” he adds, with remark-
able presence of mind, * to praise my wife. "Tis as much
as decency will allow to praise my daughter. I supposse,”
he concludes, * they will return next summer to France,
They leave me in a month to reside at York for the winter,
and I stay at Coxwold till the lst of January.” This
peems to indicats a little longer delay in the publication of

»o justly animadverted upon by Thackeray, and containing & pas-
sage of which Mdme, Do Madalle, it ia to b charitalily hoped, had
no yuspicion of the meaning. Mr. Fitsgerald, thromgh an over.
wight ip irenslation, end understanding Bterns to say that hes him-
melf, and pot his oorrespondent, Hall Stevenson, was “ quadra.
gints ot plus annos matus,” has referred it to an earlier date.
The point, however, is of no great importance, as the untransiste-
ibls prasage in the letiar wonld be little less unseemly in 1754 or
1765 than in 1788, st the beginning of which year, since the
lotier is addvessed from Lopdon to Hall Bievenwon, then in
Yorkahire, it must, in fhot, have been written,
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the Sentémenial Journsy than he had at first intended ; for
it seems that the book was finished by the end of Novem-
ber. On the 28th of that menth, he writes to the Earl of
—— (as his daughter's foolish mysfericusness has headed
the letter), to thank him for his letter of inguiry about
Yorick, and to say that Yorick “has worn out both his spirite
and body with the Sentimantal Journey. "Tis true that an
author must feel himself, or his reader willnot ¥ (how mis-
taken a devotion Bterne showed to this Horstian canon
will be noted hereafter), *“but I have torn my whole
freme into pieces by my feelings, I believe the bmin
stande as much in need of reeruiting as the body ; therefore
I shall set out for town the 20th of next month, after
having recraited myself at York” Then he adds the
strange obeervation, “I might, indeed, solace myself
with my wife (who is come from France), but, in fact, I
have long beon a pentimental being, whatever your Lord-
ship may think to the contrary. The world has imagined
because I wrote Tristram Shandy that I was myself mare
Shandian than I really ever wan 'Tis a good-natured
world we live in, and we are often painted in divers
colours, according to the ideas cach one frames in his
head.” It would, perhaps, have been ecarcely poesible
for Sterne to state his easentially mnhealthy philosophy
of life a0 concisely as in this naive passage. The con-
nubial affections are here, in all sericueness and good faith
apparently, opposed to the eentimental emotions—aos
the lower to the higher. Te indnlge the former is to
be *Shandian” that is t.oaa.y, coarse and camal; to
devote oneself to the latier, or, in other words, to spend
one’s days in pemi-erotic languishings over the whole femala
sex indiscriminately, is 1o ehow spirituality and taste.
Mesanwhile, however, that fragile abode of sentimen-
12
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talism— that frame which had just been * torn to pieces ”
by the feelings, wae becoming weaker than ite owner
suppoeed. Much of the exhaustion which Bterne had
attributed to the violemca of his literary emotions was no
doubt due to the rapid decline of bodily powars which,
unknown to him, were already within a few months of
their final collapse. He did nof eet out for London on
the 20th of December, as he had promised himeelf, for
on thet day he wes only just recovering from “an sttack
of fover and bleeding at the lungs,” which had confined
him to his room for nesrly three weoeks, “I am womn
down to a shadow,” he writea on the 23rd, *but ag my
fever has lefi me, I set off the latter end of next week
with my friend, Mr. Hall, for town." His home affairg
had already been settled. Early in Decamber it had been
arranged that his wife and dsughter should enly remain
at York during the winter, and should return to the
Continent in the spring, *Mm Bterme’s health,” he
writes, “is insmpportahle in England. Bhe must retum
to France, and justice and humanity forbid me to
oppose it.” But separation from his wife meant separa-
tion from his danghter ; it was this, of couree, which was
she really painful parting, and it is to the evedit of
Sterne’s disintereetedness of affection for Lydia, that in
his then state of health he brought himeelf to consemt to
ber leaving him, But he recognired that it was for the
advantage of her prospect of sottling herself in life that
che should go with her mother, who scemed *inclined to
establish her in France, where she has had many advan-
tageous offers,” Nevertheless ** his heart bled,” as he wrote
to Lee, when he thought of parting with his ¢hild. **Twill
be like the separation of soul and body, and equal to
nothing but what passes at that iremendows moment ; and
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like it in ore respect, for she will be in one kinglom
while I am in another,” Thus was this matter settled, and
by the let of January Bterne had arrived in London for
the last time, with the firet two volumee of the Ssatimental
Journey. He took up his quarters at the lodgings in Bond
Street (No. 41), which he had acenpied during his stay in
town the previous year, and entered abl once upon the
armngements for publication. These occupied two full
months, and on the 27th of February the last work, as it
waa deatined to be, of the Rev. Mr. Yorick was issued to
the world.

Ita success would seem to have been immediate, and
was certainly great and lasting. In one senss, indeed, it
was far greater than had been, or than hes since been,
attained by Tvisiram Shandy. The compliments which
courteons Frenchmen had paid the author upon his
former work, and which his simple vanity had swallowed
whole and unseascned, without the much-needed grain of
salt, might, no doubt, have been repested to him with far
greater sincerity as regards the Senftmental Journsy, had
he lived to receive them. Had any Frenchman told him
a year or two afterwards that the latter work was * almost
a8 much known in Paris as in London, at least among men
of condition and learning,” he would very likely have
been telling him no more than the trnth, The Sentimental
Journey certainly acquired what Tyfstram Shandy never
did—a European reputation, It has been translated into
Itelian, German, Dutch, and even Polish ; and into French
again and again. The Fremch, indeed, bave no doubt
whatever of ita being Steme’s chef-d’cuvre ; and one has
only to compare & French tranalation of it with a rendering
of Tristram Shandy into the same language to understand,
and from our neighbours’ point of view even fo admit,
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the justice of their preferemee. The charms of the
Journey, ite grace, wit, and urbanity, are thoroughly con-
genial to that most graceful of languages, and repreduce
themselves readily enough therein; while, on the other
hand, the fantastic digressiona, the elaborate mystifications,
the farcical interludes of the earlier work, appear intolerably
awkward and bizarre in their French dress ; and what is
much more strange, even the point of the donlils entendres
is eometimes unaccountably lost. Were it not that the
gennine humour of Triviram Shandy in e great measure
evaporates in tranalation, one wonld be forced to admit that
tha work which is the more catholie in its appeal fo apprecia-
tion is the better of the two. But having regard to this
disappearance of genuine and unquestionable excellencies
in the process of iranslation, I ses no good reason why
those Englishmen —the great majority, I imagine—who
prefer Tristram Shandy to the Sentimental Journeyshould
foel auy misgivings a8 to the soundnees of their taste. The
humour which goes the deepest down beneath the sorface
of thinge isthe most likely to become inextricably inter-
woven with those deeper fibzes of associations which lie
4t the roots of a language ; and it may well happen, there-
“Tore, though from the cosmopolitan point of view it is a
melancholy refloction, that the merit of a book to those
who use the languaege in which it is written, bears a
direct ratio to the persistence of its refusal to yield up its
charm fo men of another tongue.

The favour, however, with which the Sentimental
Jourrey waa received abroad, and which it still enjoys
(the last French translation is very recemt), is, as Mr.
Fitsgerald says, * worthily merited, if grace, nature, frue
sentiment, and exquisite dramatic power be qualitiea that
are to find & welcome, And apart,” he adds,  from these
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attractions it hes a unique charm of its own, a favour, so
o epeek, a fmgrance that belonge to that one bock alone.
Never wag thers such a charming series of complete little
pictures, which for delicacy seam like the series of medal-
lions done on Bdvres chira which we sometimes,ses in old
French cabineta, . . . . The figures stand out brightly,
and in what number and variety ! Old Calais, with ite
old inn ; M. Deasein, the monk, one of the most artistic
figures on literary canvas; the charming French lady
whom M, Dessein ghut into the carriage with the traveller ;
the débonnatrs French captain, and the English travellers
returning, touched in with only a couple of strokea; La
Fleur, the valet; the pretty Fremch gloveseller, whose
pules the Sentimental ane felt ; her husband, who passed
through the shop and puiled off his hat to Monsieur for the
honour he waa doing him ; the litile maid in the book-
sellers eshop, who put her liftle present & part; the
charming Greuzs ¢ grisset,” who sold him the ruffles; the
reduced chevalier selling pafds; the groups of beggars at
Montreuil ; the fads Count de Bissie, who read Shake-
gpeare; and the crowd of minor eroguis— poetillions
landlords, notaries, soldiers, abbés, précieusss, maids—
merely touched, but touched with wonderfal art, make
up s surprieing collection of distinet and gephic



CHAPTER VIIL

LAST DAYS AND DEATH.
(1768.)

Tae end was now fast approaching. Months before,
Sterne had written doubtfully of his being able to stand
suother winter in England, and his donbta were to be
fatally jostified. Omne can easily see, however, how the
unhappy experiment came to be tried. It is poesihle
that he might have delayed the publication of his book
for a while, and taken refuge abroad from the rigours
of the two remaining winter months, had it mot been
in the nature of his malady fo conceal its deadly ap-
proachee. Consumption sported with its vietim in the
crnel fashion that is its wont. *“1I continne to mend”
Sterne writes from Bond Street on the first day of the
new year, “and doubt not but this with all other evils
and uncertainties of life will end for the best.” And
for the best perhaps it did end, in the senss in which
the resigned Christian uses these pious words; but this,
one fears, was not the sense intended by the dying man.
All through January and February he was occupied not
only with business, but as it would seem with a fair
amount, though less no doubt than his weual shave, of
plearure also. Vastly active was he, it seems, in the great
underteking of obiaining tickets for one of Mre. Cornely’s
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entertainmente (the *thing” to go to at that particular time)
for his friends the Jameeea. He writes them on Monday that
he has not hean a moment at rest since writing the previous
day about the Boho ticket. “I have been at a Secretary
of Btate to get cme, have been upcn cne knee to my
friend Bir George Macartney, Mr. Lascelles, and Mr. Fitz-
maurice, without mentioning five more. I believe I could
a8 soon get you & place at Court, for everybody is going;
but I will go out and try a new circle, and if you do not
hear from me by a quarter to three, you may conclude T
have been unfortanate in my supplications.” "Whether he
was or was not unfortunate, history does not record. A
wesk or two later the old round of dissipation had sp-
pavently get in. I am now tied down neck and heels by
engagements every night this wesk, or most joyfully wounld
have trod the old pleasing road from Bond to Gerrard
Streek . . . . I am quite well, but exhausted with a
roomful of company every moming till dinner.” A little
later, and this momentary flash of health had disd out ; and
we find him writing what was his last letter to his daughter,
full evidently of uneasy forebodings as to hiz approaching
end. THe speaks of “this vile influenza—be not alarmed.
I think T shzll get the better of it, and ehall be with you
both the 1et of May;” though, he adds, ©if X escape, "twill
not be for a leng period, my child—unlesa s quiet retreat
and peacs of mind ean restore me.” But the occasion of
this letter was a curioms one, and a little more must be
extracted from it. Lydis Bterne's letter to her father had
he eaid, astonished him. ¢ 8he (Mre, Sterne} conld know
but little of my feelinge to tall thee that under the sup-
position I should survive thy mother I should bequesth
thee an e legacy to Mrs. Draper. No, my Lydia, ‘iis a
Iady whose virtues I wish thee to imitate"—Mrs. James,



122 BTEBNE [cnar.

in fact, whom he proceeds to praise with much and
probably well-deserved warmth. * Buot,” he adds sadly,
I think, my Lydia, thy mother will survive me ; do not
deject her spirit with thy apprehensions on my accoumt, I
have sent you a necklace and buckles, and the same to
your mother. My girl cannot form a wish that is in the
power of her father, that he will not gratify her in; and I
cannot in justice be less kind to thy mother. Iam never
alone. The kindness of my friends is ever the same. 1
wigh, though I had thee to nurse me, but I am denied that.
‘Write to ms twice a week at least. God bless thee, my
child, and believe me ever, ever, thy affectionate father.”
The despondent tone of this letter was to be only too soon
justified. The ¢ vile influenza” proved to be or became
s pleurisy. On Thursday, March 10, he was bled three
times, and blistered on the day after. And on the
Tuesday following, in evident consciousness that his end
was near, he penned that cry *for pity and pardon,” as
Thackersy calls it—the firet 28 well as the last, and which
sounds almost 08 strange as it does piteous from those

maocking lips.

The physician says I am better. . . . . God koows, for T feel
myself sadly wrong, and shall, if I recover, be a long while of
guining strength. PBefors I have gone throngh half the letter,
I must stop to rest my weak haud o dosen times. Mr, James
wag 50 good as to call upon me yestorday. I falt emotions not
to be deseribed at the sight of him, and he overjoyed me by
talking a great deal of you. Do, dear Mre, Jumes, entreat him
to some to-morrow or next day, for perhapa I bave not many
duys or hours to live. I want to ask a favour of him, if I'ind
myself worse, that I shall beg of you if in this wrestling I come
off conquevor. My spirits are fled. It is & bad omen ; do net
weep, my dear Indy. Yourtears arotoo precious to be shed for me.
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Bottle them up, and may the oork never be drawn, Deareal,
kindest, gentlest, and best of women ! may health, peace, and
happinoss prove your bandmsids, If [ die, cherish the remem-
brance of me, and forget tho follios which you so often con.
demned, whish my heart, not my head, betrayed me into. Should
my child, my Lydia, want a mother, may I hope you will (if she
is left parentlens) take her to your bosom P You are the only
woman on earth I can depand upon for such a benavolent action.
I wrote to her a fortnight ago, and told her what, I trust, she
will fiad in you, Mr., James will be a father to her, . . .,
Commend me to him, as I now commend you to that Being
who takes under his care the good and kind part of the world.
Adien, all grateful thanks to you and Mr. James.—From your
affectionate friend, L. Brermg

This pathetic death-bed letier is superacribad * Tueaday.”
It seems to have been writter on Tueeday, the 13th of
March, and three days later the writer breathed his last.
But two persons, strangers both, were present at his death-
bed, and it is by a eingularly fortunate chance therefore
that ome of these—and he not belonging to the class of
people who usually leave behind them published records of
the eventa of their lives —should have preserved for us an
account of the closing acene, 'This, however, i to be found
in the Mamoirs of John Macdonald, “a cadet of the house
of Keppoch,” at that time footman to Mr. Crawford, a
fashionahle friend of Bterne's. His master had taken a
house in Clifford Street in the spring of 1768 ; and “about
this time,” he writes, * Mr. Bterne, the celebrated author,
wag taken ill at the silk-bag shop in Old Bond Street.
He was sometimes callod Tristram Shandy and sometimes
Yorick, a very great favourite of the gentlemen. Ome

¥ —namely, on the aforesaid 18th of March—*my
master had company to dinner who were speaking about
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him, the Duke of Roxburghe, the Earl of March, the Earl
of Ossory, the Duke of Grafton, Mr. Garrick, Mr. Hume,
and a Mr, Jamee.” Many, if not most, of the party there-
fore were personal friends of the man who lay dying in
the street hard by, and naturally encugh the conversation
turned on his condition, ¢ *John,’ said my master,” the
narmiive continues, * ¢ go and inqguire how Mr. Sterne is to-
day.’” Macdonald did so; and, in language which seema
to bear the stamp of truth upen it, he thus reeords the
grim story which he had to report to the assembled guests
on his return. “I went to Mr, Sterne's lodgings ; the
mistresa opened the door. I inquired how he did ; she
told me to go up to the nurse. T went into the room, and
he was just a-dying. I waited ten minutes; but in five
he said, *Now it is come.’ He put up his hand as if
to stop a blow, and died in a minute. The gentlemen
were all very sorry, and lamented him very much.”

Thus, supportad by a hired nurse, and under the curions
eyes of a stranger, Bterne breathed his last. Hie wife
and daughter were far away ; the convivial associates * who
were all very sorry and lamented him very much,” were for
the moment represented only by *John ;* and the shock-
ing tradition goea that the alien hands by which the
“ dying eyes were closed,” and the * decent limbs com-
posed, ” remunerated themeelvea for the pious office by
abetracting the gold aleeve-links from the dead mans
wrists. One may hope indeed that this last circumstance
is to be rejected as seneational lagend, but even without it
the story of Steme’n death seems ead encugh, no doubt.
Yet it in, after all, only by contrast with the excited gaiety
of his daily life in London, that his end appears ao forforn.
From many s “set of residential chambers,” from many
ol the old and silent inns of the lawyers, departures aa
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lonely, or lonelier, are being made around ns in London
every year : the departures of men not necessarily kinless
or friendless, buf Living sclitary lives, and dying before
their friends or kindred can be snmmoned to their bed-
gides. Such deaths no doubt are often contrested in con-
ventional pathoa with that of the husband and father
surrounded by a weeping wife and children ; but the
more sensible among us eonstrict no tragedy out of a
mode of exit which must have many times entered as at
least a possibility into the previous contemplation of the
dying man. And excepl, a8 has been said, that Bterne
aagociates himselt in our minds with the perpetual excite-
ments of lively companionship, there would be nothing
partionlarly melancholy in his end. This is mubject, of
course, o the assumption that the story of his landlady
having stolen the gold sleeve-links from his dead body may
bo itreated as mythical ; and, rejecting this story, there
soems no good reason for making much ado about the man-
ner of his death. Of friends, as distinguished from mers
dirmer-table sequaintances, he seems to have had but few
in London : with the exception of the Jameses, one knowe
not with certainty of any ; and the Jamessa do not appear
to have neglected him in the illness which neither they
nor he suspected to be his Iast, Mr, James had paid him
2 vigit but & day or two before the end came; and it may
very likely have been upon hie report of his friend’s con-
dition that the message of inguiry was sent from the
dinner-table st which he wes a guest No doubt Sterne’s
flourish in Tridram Shandy abount his preferring to die at
an inn, entroubled by the spectasie of * the concern of my
friends, and the last services of wiping my brows and
emoocthing my pillew,” was & mere piece of bravado: and
the more probably so bocause the refloction is appropriated
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almost bodily frem Bishop Burnet, who quotes it ae a fro-
quent observation of Archbishop Leighton, But consider-
ing that Sterne was in the habit of passing nearly half of
each year alone in London lodgings, the realization of his
wish does not strike me, ¥ confess, as so drematicaily im-
pressive a coincidence as it i» pometimes represented.
Aoccording, however, to one strange story the dramatie
element gives place after Sterne’s very burial to melodrama
of the darkest kind. The funeral, which pointed affer
all & far sadder moral than the death, fook place on Tuee-
day, March 23, attended by only two mourners, one of
whom is said to have heen his publisher Becket, and the
other probebly Mr. James; and thus duly neglected by
the whole erowd of boon companions, the remsins of
Yorick were congigned to the “new borying-ground near
Tyburn ” of the parish of 8t George's, Hanover Bquare.
In that now aqualid end long-decayed grave-.yard, within
sight of the Marble Arch and over against the broad ex-
panse of Hyde Park, is still {0 be found a tombsatone in-
seribed with some inferior lines to the memory of the
departed bumourist, and with a statement, insecurate by
eight months, of the date of his death, and a year out
ae to his age. Dying, as has been seen, on the 18th of
March, 1768, at the age of fifty-four, he is declared on
this slab o have died on the 13th of November, aged fifty-
three years. There is more excoee, however, for this want
of veracity than sepulehral inseriptions can usually plead,
The stone was erected by the pious hands of “two brother
masons,” many years, it is said, afier the event which it
purporta to record ; and from the wording of the epitaph
which commences, ** Near this place lyes the body, &e.,”
it obviously does not profess to indicate—what doubtless
there was no longer any means of tracing—the exact upot
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in which Sterne’s remsins were laid. Bui, wherever the
grave really was, the body interred in it, according to the
strange etory to which I have referred, is no longer there,
That etory goes: that two days after the burial, on the
night of the 24th of March, the corpes was stolen by
body-snatchers, and by them disposed of to M. Collignon,
Profesgor of Anatomy at Cambridge; that the Profeesor
invited a few ecientific friends to witness a demonstration,
and that emong these was one who had been aoqmnted
with Sterne, and who fainted with horror on recogniring
in the already partially dissected *‘subject,” the featurea
of his friend. Bo ab Ieast this very groesome and Poe-
like legend runs: but it mmst be confessed that all the
evidence which Mr. Fitzgerald has been able to collect in
ite favour is of the very loosest and vaguest descriptiom,
On the other hand, it is of course only fair io recollect
that, in days when respectable surgeons and grave scien-
tific Professors had to depend upon the assiztance of
law-breakers for the prosecution of their studies and
teachings, every effort wonld naturally be meade to hush
up any such unfortunate affair. There is, moreover,
independent evidence to the fact that similar desecrations
of this grave-yard had of late been very common ; and
that at least one previous attempt to check the operations
of the ¢ resurrection-men ” had been attended with peco-
liarly infelicitous results. In the St Jamess Ohronicle
for November 26th, 17687, we find it recorded that **the
Burying Ground in Oxford Road, belonging to the Parish
of 8t. George's, Hanover Bquare, having been Iately robbed
of several dead bodies, 8 Watcher was placed there,
attended by a large mastiff Dog ; notwithstanding which,
on Sunday night last, gome Villains found means to eteal
out another dead Body, and carried off the very Dog.”
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Body-matchers so adroit and determined as to contrive
to make additional profit out of the actual means taken to
prevent their depredations, would certainly not have bean
deterred by any considerations of prudence from attempt-
ing the theft of Bterne's corpes, There waa no such
ceremony about hia funeral as would lead them to suppose
that the deceased was a pereon of eny imporfat.ée, or one
whose body could not be stolen without a risk of creating
nndsaireble excitement. On the whola, therefore, it is
impossible to reject the body-smetching story as certainly
fabulons, though ite trath ia far from being proved : and
though I can acarcely myself subecribe to Mr. Fitrgerald'a
view, that thers iz a “ grim and lurid Shandyism ™ about
the sceane of dissectiom, yet if others discover an appeal
to their sense of bumour in the idea of Bterns’™s hody
being dissacted aftor death, I see nothing to prevent them
from holding thet hypothesis a5 a * pious opinion,”



CHAPTER IX.

STERNE A8 A WHRITER—TEHE (CHABGRE OF TFLAGIARTEN—-—
DR, FRERIAR'S JLLUSTRATIONS.

Eviernav experience suffices to show that the qualities
which win enduring fame for booke and for their
suthors sre not always thoss to which they owe their
first popularity. It msey with the utmoet probability be
affirmed that this was the cass with Zristram Shandy
and with Sierne. We cannot, it is true, altogether dis-
sociate the permanent attractions of the novel from thoss
characteristios of it whioh have long sinoe ceased to
aitract at all: the two are united in a grester or lees
degree throughout the work ; and this being so, it is of
course imposaible to prove to demonstretion that it was
the latter qualities, and not the former, which procured it
its immediste vogue, But, as it happens, it iz posaible to
show that what may be called its spurious atiractions, varied
directly, and its real merita inversely, as its popularity
with the pahlio of its day. In the higher qualities of
humour, in dramatie vigour, in ekilful and subtle delinas-
tion of character, the novel showed no deterioration, but
in pome instances, a marked improvement as it proceeded :
yot the second instalment was not more popular, and
most of the meceeding onea ware distinctly less popular,
than the firt, They had gained in meny qualities,
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while they had loet in only the eingle ane of novelty:
and we may infer, therefore, with approximate certainty,
that what *took the town” in the first instance was,
that quality of the book which wae etrangest at its first
appearance, The mass of the public reed, and enjoyed,
or thought they enjoyed, when they were really only
puzeled and perplexed. The wild digressions, the auda-
cions impertinences, the burlesque philosophiring, the
broad jeets, the air of recondite learning, all combined to
make the book & nine days® wonder: and a majority of
its reeders would probably have been prepared to pro-
nounce Trigtram Shandy s work a8 original in scheme
and eonception as it was eccentric. Some there were, no
doubt, who perceived the influence of Rabelais in the
incessant digressione and the burlesgue of philosophy ;
others, it may be, found a reminder of Burton in the
parade of learning : and yet a foew others, the ecattered
students of French facetim of the fourteenth and fifteenth
centuries, may have read the orced jests with a feeling
that they had * seen something like it before,” But no
gingle reader, no eingle critic of the time, appears to have
combined the knowledge necessary for tracing these thres
characteristics of the novel to their reepective sourcea:
and none certainly hed any emspicion of the extent to
which the booke and authors from whom they were
imitated had beem laid under contribution. No one sus-
pected that Sterne, not content with borrowing his trick
of rewbling from Rahelais, and his airs of erndition from
transferred whole peseages from the second of these
writers, not only without acknowledgment, but with the
intention, obvioualy indicated by his mode of procedure,
of passing them off as his own. Nay, it was not $ill full
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fifty yeams afterwards that these daring yobberies were
detected, or at any rate revealed to the world ; and with
an irony which Sterne himself would have appreciated,
it waa reserved for a sincere admirer of the humounriat
to play the part of detective. In 1812 Dr. John Ferriar
published his JHusirations of Sierne, and the prefatory
eonnet, in which he solicits pardon for his too minute
investigations, is sufficient proof of the curicualy reverent
gpirit in which he set about his damaging task
Bterns, for whose mke 1 plod throngh miry ways
Of antio wit, and ¢uibbling mpzea drear,
Let not thy shade malignant censura fbar,
If aught of inward mirth my search betrays.
Long alept that mirth in dunt of sncient
Erewhile to Guise or wanton Valols dear, &o,

Thus commences Dr. Ferriar’s apology, which, howevar,
can hardly be held to cover hin offence ; for, 2a a matter
of fact, Sterne’s borrowings extend to a good deal beaides
 mirth ;’ and some of the most unsernpulons of these
foread loans are raised from pessages of a perfectly sarious
import in the originals from which they are teken.

Here, however, is the list of authors to whom Dr.
Ferriar holds Sterne to have been more or less indebied :
Rabelais, Beroalde de Vervills, Bouchet, Bruscamhille,
Scarron, Swift, an author of the name or peeudonym of
* Glabriel John,” Burion, Bacon, Blount, Montaigne, Bishop
Hall. The catalogne is a veasonahly long one ; but it is
not, of course, to be supposed that Sterne helped himself
equslly freely from every author named in it His obli-
gations to some of them are, as Dr. Ferriar admits, but
glight From Rabelais, besides his vagaries of narrstive,
Sterne took, no doubt, the idea of the Tristra-pedia (by
deacent from the * education of Pentagruel,” through

x3
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& Martinus Seriblerns *) ; but though he has appropriated
bodily the passage in which Friar John attributes the
beauty of his nase to the pectoral conformation of his
nurse, he may be said to have constractively acknowledgod
the debt in a reference to one of the characters in the
Rabelaigian dislogua.’

Upon Beroalde, again, upon IFAnbigné, and upen
Bouchet he has made no direct and verbalim depre-
dations. From Brusecambille he seeme to have taken
little or nothing but the not very valuable idea of the
tedions buffoonery of Vol. iii e 80, et 8qq.: and to
Bearron he perhape owed the incident of the dwarf at
the theatre in the Senfimental Journey, an incident which,
it must be owned, he vastly improved in the teking. Al
this, however, does not amount to very much, and it is
only when we ocome to Dr. Ferriar’s collations of Tristram
Shandy with the Anafomy of Melanchaly, that we begin
to understand what feats Sterne waa capable of s a
plagiarist He must, to begin with, have relied with
oynical confidence on the conviction that famous writers
are talked ebout and not read ; for he seta to work with
the scissors upon Burton’s fivst page. * Man, the moet
excellent and nobls creature of the world, the principal

1 # There is no cease bat one,” said my unocle Toby, “ why ane
inan's nose is longer than snothar, but becanse that God pleases
to have it m0.” * That s Grangousier’s solotion,” said my futher.
#Tis Hea," oomiimed my nucls Toby, “who makes us all, and
frames snd puis us together in moh forms . . . . and for meh
suds as is sgreesbls to his infinite wisdom."— MMM
vol. fii o 4. *XYar 0o, repondit Grangonsier, qu'ainsi Dien I's
vonlu, laquel nous fait en cetie forme eb cette fin selon divin
arbitre.”— Rabalals, book L o 4l. In another place, however
(vol. viii. ¢ 8), Hterne has barowed s whole passage from thin
French humourist withont any acknowledgment st all.
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and mighty work of God ; wonder of nature, an Zoroaster
calls him ; audacis mafure miraculum, the marvel of
marvels, as Plato; the abridgment and epitome of the
world, a8 Pliny,” & Thus Burton: end, with a few
additions of his own, and the subetitution of Aristotle
for Plato as the author of ome of the deseriptions,
thus Sterne: “Who mede Max with powers which
dart' him from heaven tfo earth in & moment—
that great, that most excellent and noble creature of
the world, the miracle of naimre, as Zoroaster, in his
bock wepl Puoews, called him,—the Shekinah of the
Divine Presence, as Chrysostom,—the image of God, as
Moses,—the may of Divinity, ss Plato,—the marvel of
marvels, as Aristotle,” &o." And in the same chapter, in
the “ Fragment upon Whiskers,” Sterne relates how a
# dacayed kinemen ” of the Lady Baussiere * ran begging,
bareheaded, on one side of her palfrey, conjuring her by
the former bonds of friendship, alliance, consanguimity,
&e.—cousin, aunt, aister, mother—for virtue’'s sake, for
your own sake, for mine, for Christ’s sake, remember me |
pity mel” Andaggin he tellshow s * devout, venerable,
hoary-headed man” thus beseeched her: ‘T beg for the
unforfunate. Goocd my lady, ’tis for a prison—for an
hospital ; ’tia for an old men—a poor man undene by
ghipwreck, by euretyship, by fire. I eall God and all Hig
angels to wiiness, %is to clothe the naked, to feed the
hungry,—"tis to comfort the siek and the hroken-hearted.’
The Lady Baussiere rode on.”*®

Bui now compare this passage from the Anafomy of
Melancholy :—

A poor deeayed kinsman of his sets upon him by the way,
3 Tristrom Shondy, vol. v.o. L 3 Ikid,
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in all bis jollity, and rans begging, barcheaded, by him, con-
juring him by those former bonds of friendship, alliance, conesn-
guinity, &o., * Uncle, courin, brother, father, show some pity
for Christ’s saks, pity & aick man, an old man,” &e.; he cares
not—ride on : pretend sickness, insvitable loss of limba, plead
suretyship or shipwreck, fire, common calamities, show thy
m&mdmynhohons,hhﬂod apd all his angels io wit-

. put up a suppliation to him in thename of a thon-
mdwphlnl-mhoapltd.uplﬁh.upnwn,uhegmby... .
ride om,

Hardly s casual coincidence this. Bub it is yet more
nnpleasant to find that the mock philosophic reflections
with which Mr. Shandy consoles himself ot Bobby'a
doath, in thoae delightful chapiers on that svent, are nob
teken, as they profees to be, direct from the sages of anti-
quity, but have been conveyed through, and * conveyed *
from, Burton.

“When Agrippina was told of her son’s death,” mays
Sterne, “Tacitus informs us that, not being sbls to
moderate her passions, she abroptly broke off her work.”
Tacitus does, it in troe, inform ue of this. But it was
undoubledly Burton (dnatf. Mel 213) who informed Sterne
of it. Bo, too, when Mr. Shandy goes on to remark upon
death that “’Tia an insvitabls chance—the first statute
in Magna Charta—it is an everlasting Aet of Parliament,
my dear brother—all must die,” the agreament of his
views with those of Burton, who had himself eaid of death,
#°Tis an inevitahle chance—the first slatwte in Magna
Charta—an everlasting Act of Parliament—all must die,” *
in even textually exact.

In the next peasage, however, the humourisi gets the
better of the plagiarist, and we are ready to forgive the
theft for the happily eomie turn which he gives to it.

$ Burton : Anak Mal., p. D05, S Ivid., p. 218,
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Burton =—
Tully was muck grieved for his danghter Talliola's daath at
firet, until vach time that ke bad confirmed his mind Yy philoso-

phical precapts ; then he began to trinmph over fortune and
grief, and for her reception into heaven to be much more joysd
than before he was troabled for her loss.

Sterne:—

‘When Tully was bereft of his danghter, ab first be laid it to
his heart, he Ystonod to the voice of natore, and modulated his
ownonto it O my Tullia] my daughter ! my child 1—8iill,
otill, atill,—"twas O my Tullis, my Tollia! Methinks I seomy
Tullia, I hear my Tullis, I talk with my Tallis. But a5 soon
as he began to Iook into the stores of philosophy, &nd considar
Kow many excellent things might bo said upon ths oocasion—
nobody on earth can concejve, myn the great orstor, how happy,
how joyful it made me.

# Kingdoms and provinces, cities and towns,” continzes
Berton, “have their periods, and are consumed.” * King-
doms and provinces, and town and cities,” exclaims Mr,
Shandy, throwing the sentence, like the # bomn orator * hia
gon considered him, into the rheforical interrogative,
* have they not their perioda1" **'Where,” he proceeds,
i3 Troy, and Mycente, and Thebes, and Delos and Perse-
polis, and Agrigentum § 'What is become, brother Toby, of
XNineveh and Babylon, of Cyricum and Mytilene? The
faiveet towne that ever the sun rose upon” (and all, with
the curioue exception of Mytilene, enumerated by Burton)
“gre now no more.” And then the famous consolstory
letter from Servius Sulpicina to Cicero on the death of
Tullia is Iaid under contribution—Burion’s rendering of
the Latin being followed almost word for word. * Betumn-
ing out of Asie,” declaims Mr, Bhandy, * when I sailed
from Hgina towards Megara ” (when can this have been !
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thought my Dnele Toby), 1 began to view the comntry
round sbout. Agina was hehind me, Megara befare,” &e.,
and so on, down to the final reflection of the philosopher,
* Remember that thon art but a man:” at which point
Sterne remarks coolly, ** Now, my Uncle Toby knew not
that this last paragraph was an exiract of Servina Sul-
piciug's consolatory letter to Tully "—the thing to be
really knawn being that the paragreph was in fact Servius
Sulpicius filtered through Barton. Again, and still quoting
from the Analomy of Melancholy, Mx. S8handy remarks
how ‘‘the Thracians wept when a child was born, and
feasted and made merry when & man went out of the
world ; and with reason.” He then goes on to lay pre-
datory bands on that fine, sad passage in Lneian, which
Burton had quoted before him : “ Is it not better not to
hunger atall, than o eat T not to thirst, than to take physic
to cure it #” (why not “ than to drink to eatisfy thirst 1™
as Lucian wrote, and Burton translated), *Is it not better
to be freed from cares and agues, love and melanchaly, and
the other hot and cold fits of life, than, like a galled
travelier who comes weary to his inn, to be bound to begin
his journey afresh?” Then, closing his Burton, and
cpening his Bacon at the Fesay on Deafh, he adds,
* There is no terror, brother Toby, in its (death’s) looks,
but what it borrows from groans and convulsions and *
(here parcdy forces its wayin) “the blowing of nosea, and
the wiping away of tears with the bottoms of curtains in
a sick man's bed-room ;” and with one more theft from
Burton, after Senesa: * Consider, brother Toby, when we
are, death is not ; and when death is, we are not,” this
extraordinary cento of plagiariemes concludes,

Not that this is Sterne’s only raid upon the quaint old
writer of whom he hes here made such free use. Several
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other instances of word for word appropriation might be
quoted from this and the pueceeding volumes of F'ristram
Shandy. The apoatrophe to “ hlessed health ® in c. xxxifi.
of Vol V. is taken direct from the Analomy of Melancholy ;
8¢ iz the phrass, *“he has s gourd for hia heed and a pippin
for his heart,” in e ix ; 80 is the jest about Franciscus
Ribera's computation of the amount of cubic space required
by the souls of the lost ; s0 is Hilarion the hermit's com-
parizon of his body with its unruly passions to & kicking
am. And there is a passage In the Sentimenial Journey,
the * Fragment in the Abderitans,” which shows, Dr.
Ferriar thinks, though it does not seem fo me fo show
conclusively, that Sterne was unaware that what he was
taking from Burton had been previously taken by Burton
from Lucian,

There is more excuse, in the opinion of the author of the
Ifustrations for the literary thefts of the preacher,
than for those of the novelist; mince in sermons, Dr.
Ferriar ocbhearves drily, “ the principal matter must consist
of repetitions.” But it can hardly, Ithink, be admitted
that the kind of *“repetitions” to which Sterne had
recourse in the pulpit—or, at any rate, in compositions
ogtengibly prepared for the pulpit—are quite justifiable,
Professor Jebb has poiuted out, in a recent volume of this
series, that the description of the tortures of the Imquisi-
ticn, which sc deeply moved Corporal Trim in the famous
Sermon on Conscience, was really the work of Bentley ;
but Sterne has pilfered more freely from a divine more
famous a5 & preacher than the great scholar whose worde
he appropriated on that occasion, % Then shame and grief
go with her,” he exclaims in his singular sermon on * The
Levite and his Concobine ;» * and wherever she secks &
shelier, may the hand of justice shut the door against her 1*
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an oxclamation which s taken, as no doubt indeed waa the
whole suggestion of the eomewhst strange subject, from
the Confemplations of Bishop Hall, And so, again, we
find in Sterne’s sermon the following :—

Merey well becomes the heart of all Thy creatures ! but mosi
of Thy wervant, a Levite, who offers np so many daily sacrifices
to Theo for the transgressions of Thy people. Bat to littls pur-
pose, he wonld add, heve I served at Thy altar, where my buai-
ness was to sue for merey, had I not learned to practine it.
And in Hall's Contemplations the following :—

Morcy becomes well the hesrt of any man, bot most of a
Levita. He that had helped to offer so many sacrifices to God
for the multitude of every Israelite's sins, saw how proportionable
it was that man shonld not hold one «in unpardonsble. He

had served at the aliar to no prupose, if he (whose trade was to
sue for mercy) had not at all learned to practise it.

Bterne’s twelfth sermon, on the Forgivenees of Injuries,
is merely a diluted commentary on the conclusion of
Hall's *Contemplation of Joseph.” In the sixteenth
sermon, the ons on Shimei, we find :—

There is Do smal! degree of malicious eraft in fixing upen &
season to give a mark of enmity and ill will: & word, a lock,
which at one time would make no impression, at another time
wounds the heart, and, Eke o shaft flying with the wind, pierces
dosp, which, with its own natural foree, would scarce have
reached the object aimed at.

This, it is evident, is but alightly altered, and by no
means for the better, from the more terse and vigorous
language of the bishop :—

There is no small aruslty in the picking out of a tima
for wischisfs that word would ssarce gall st ome semson
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which at another killeth. The same shaft flying with the wind
pisrocs deep, which egainst it can hardly find strength to stick
wpright.

But enough of thess pideer do convietion, Indict-
ments for plagiarism are often too hastily laid ; but thers
ean bs no doubt, I ehould imagine, in the mind of any
reasonable being upon the evidence here cited, thet the
offence in this case is clearly proved. Nor, I think, can
there be much guestion as to its moral complexion, For
the pilferings from Bishop Hall, at any rate, no shadow
of excuse can, go far as I can see, be slleged. Bterne could
not possibly plead any better justification for borrowing
Hall's thoughta and phresea and passing them off gpon
his hearets or readers as original, than he could plead for
claiming the authorship of one of the bishop’s benevolent
actions and representing himself to the world as the
doar of the good deed. In the sctual as in the hypo-
thetical case there iz a dishomest eppropriation by ome
man of the credit—in the former case the intellectual, in
the Iatter the moral credit—belonging to another: the
offence in the actual case being aggravated by the faet
that it involvea a fraud upon the purchaser of the mer-
mon, who pays money for what he may already have in
his library. The plagiariems from Burion stand upon s
slightly different, though not I think a mmch more de-
fensible footing. For in this case it has been urged, that
Sterne, being desirons of satiriring pedantry, was justified
in resorting 1o the actually existent writings of an antique
pedant of real life; and that since Mr Shandy could not
be made fo talk more like himeelf than Burton talked
like Aém, it was artistically lawful to put Burton's exsct
words into Mr. Shandy’s mouth. I makes a difforence,
it may be msid, that Bterne ix not here speaking in his
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own person, a8 he ia in his Sermons, but in the perscn of
one of his characters, This casuistry, however, does not
seemn to me to be sound. Fven as regards the passages
from ancient anthors, which, while quoting them from
Burton, he tacitly represents to his readers a5 taken from
his own storea of knowledge, the excuse is hardly
sufficient ; while as regards the original reflestions of the
gathor of the Aratomy of Melancholy it obvionely fails
to apply at all. And in eny cass there could be no
necessity for the omission to acknowledge the debt
Even admitting that no more characteristio reflsctions
could have been composed for Mr. Shandy than were
actually to be found in Burton, art is nob so exacting a
mistress as to compel the artist to plagiarize against his
will. A scrupuious writer; boing also as ingenious as
Sterne, could have found some means of indieating the
source from which he was borrowing without destroying
the dramatic jlinsion of the scene.

But it seems clear emough that Bferne himsslf was
troubled by no conscientious qualms on this subject.
Perhaps the most extrsordinary instanee of literary
effrontery which was ever met with is the pessage in
Vol V. ¢ 1, which even that seasomed detective Dr.
¥errinx ia startled into pronouncing “singular.” DBurton
hed complained that writers wera like apothecaries, who
 make new mixturea every day,” by * pouring out of one
vessel into another.” “'Wo weave,” he said, # the ssme
web still, twist the same rope again and again” And
Sierne incolumi gravifale aska: * Shall we for ever make
new books as apothecaries make new mixtures,by pooring
only out of one veseel inio another! Ave we for ever
to be twisting and untwisting the same rope, for ever on
the mme track, for ever st the same pacel” And this he
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writes, with the scissors actually opened in his hand for
the almost bodily abstraction of the passage beginning
¢ Map, the moat excellent and nohle creature of the
world!®  Surely this denunciation of plagiarism by &
plagiarist on the point of setting t¢ work could only have
been written by a man who looked upon plagiariem as a
good joke.

Apert however from the moralities of the matter, it
must in fairness be admitied that in moet cases Bterne
is no mervile copyist. He approprintes other men's
thoughts and phrases, and with it of cenrse the credit
for the wit, the truth, the vigour or the learning which
charscterizes them ; bul he is seldom found, in Trigram
Shandy et any rate, to have transferred them to his own
pages out of a mere indolent inclinstion to save himself
the trouble of composition. He takea them less as sub-
stitutes than as groundwork for his own invention,—as
80 mmch material for his own inventive powers to work
upon ; and those powers do genemlly work upon them
with conspicuous skill of elaboration. The serice of
cuttings, for instancs, which he makes from Burion, on
the occasion of Bobby Shandy's death, are woven into
the main tissue of the dialogne with remarkable in-
genuity and natoralness; and the bright strands of his
own unborrowed humour fy flashing acroes the fabric at
every transit of the shuttle. Or to change the metaphor,
we may eay that in almost every instance the jewels that
8o glitter in their stolen setting were cut and set by
Sterne himself. Lot us allow that the most expert of
lapidaries is not justified in stealing his settings ; but let
ue ofill not forget that the jetsels are his, or permit our
disapproval of his laxity of principle to make us unjust
to his consummate skill



CHAPTER X.

BTYLE AND GANERAL OHARLOTERISTION—~HUNOUR AND
SENTIMENT.

To talk of *the siyle” of Sterne ia almost to play one
of those tricks with language of which he himself was so
fond. For there iz hardly any deflnition of the word
which ean make it possible to deseribe him as having any
etyle at all. It is not only that he manifestly recognized
no external canons whereto to conform the expression of
his thoughts, but be had apparenily no inclination to
invent and obeerve, except indeed in the moet negstive
of senses, any style of his own. The “style of Sterns,”
in short, is as though one should say “the form of Proteus.”
He was determined to be uniformly eccenmtric, regularly
irregular, and that wes all His digressions, his asides,
end his fooleries in general, wonld of couree have in any
case necoasitated a cerfain general jerkiness of manmer;
bat this need hardly have extended iteelf habitually to
the structure of individual sentences, and as a matter of
fact he can at timea write, aa he does for the most part in
his Sbrmons, in & etyle which is not the lesa vigorous for
being fairly correct, Bub ase rule his mode of exprossing
himself is destitute of any pretensions to precigion ; and
in many instanees it is & parfect marvel of literary alip-
ghod. Nor is there any ground for believing that the
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glovenlinees was invariably intentional. Sterne’s truly
hideous French—French at which even Biratford-aite-
Bowe would have stood aghast—is in iteelf sufficient
evidence of & natural insensibility to grammatical ac-
curscy, Here there can ba no euspicion of designed
defiance of rules: and more than one solecism of miher a
sericus kind in his nee of English words and phrases
affords confirmatory testimony to the same point. His
punctuation is fearful and wonderful, even for an age in
which the rafionals of punctuation was more imperfectly
understood than it is st present ; and this, though an
apparently elight matter, is not without value as an indi-
cation of ways of thought. But if we can hardly de-
acribo Sternc's etyle ns being in the literary sense a etyle
at all, it has a very distinet colloguial character of its
own, and as such it i nearly as much deserving of praisa
a3 from the literary point of view it iz open to exception
Chactic as it is in the syntactical semse, it in a perfectly
clear vehicle for the conveyance of thonght: we are as
rarely at a loss for the meaning of cne of Sterne’s sen-
tences, a8 woe are, for very different reasoms, for the
meaning of cne of Macavlay’s. And his language is so full
of life and colour, his tons so animated and vivacious,
that we forget wo are reading and not Xslaning, and we
are as little disposed to be exacting in reapect to form as
though we were Histeners in actual fact, Steme’s manner,
in short, may be thet of a bad and careless writer, bat it
is the manner of a first-mate talker; and this of course
enhances rather than detmcts from the unwearying charm
of his wit and bumour.

To attermpt & precise and fmal distinction between
these two last-ramed qualitiea in Sterne or any one else
would be no very hopefal task perhape ; but those who
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hevea keen perception of either find no great diffienlty in
discriminating, ms a matter of feeling, between the two.
And what is true of the qualities themselves is trus,
medatic mutandis, of the men by whom they have been
most conspicuonely displayed. Some wite have been
humourists also; nearly all hamonzists have heen also wits;
yot the two fall on the whole into tolerably well-marked
clasaca, and the ordinary uncritical judgment would pro-
bebly enable most men to state with sufficient cortainty
the clazs to which each famous neme in the world's
litersture belongs. Aristophanes, Shakespoare, Cervantes,
Molitre, Swift, Fielding, Lamb, Richter, Carlyle:
widely az these writer differ from each other in style and
gening, the least skillod reader would hardly need to be
told that the list which includes them all is a catalogne of
humouriste .And Cicero, Lucian, Pascal, Voltaire, Congreve,
Pope, Sheridan, Courier, Sydney Smith—this, I suppose,
would be recoguized at once as an enumeration of wite
Bome of thess humourists, like Fielding, like Richter;
like Carlyle, are slwaye, or almoet always, humourista
alone. Some of thess wits, like Pascal, like Pope, like
Courier, are wits with no or but elight admixture of
humour; and in the classification of these there is of
course no difficnlty at all. But even with the wita who
very often give us humour also, and with the hnmourists
who ea often delight us with their wit, we seldom find
ourselves in any doubt as to the real and more easential
affinities of each, Tt is not by the wit which he has
fnfused into his talk, so mmuch as by the hwmour with
which he has delineated the character, that Shakeepearc
has given his Falstaff an ahiding place in our memories.
Tt is not the repartees of Benedick and Beatrice, but the
immortal fatnity of Dogherry that the name of AMuck
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Ado about Nothing recalls. Nome of the verbal quips of
Touchstone tickle ws like his exquisite patronage of
‘William and the fsseination which he exercises over the
melancholy Jaoquee. And it is the same throughout ali
8hakespeare. It is of the humours of Bottom and Lance,
and Bhallow, and Bly, and Aguecheek; it is of the
Isughter that treads upon the heels of horror and pity
and awe, as we listen to the Porter in Macheth, to the
Gravedigger in Hamlel, to the Fool in Lear—it is of
these that we think when we think of Shakespeare in
any other but his purely poetic mood. 'Whenever, that is
to say, we think of him as anything but a poet, we
think of him not as a wit, but as a hamourist.  So, too, it
in not the dagger-thruste of the Drapier's Latiers, but the
troad ridicule of the Vopuge to Lapwia, the savage irony
of the Poyage to the Houyhnlinms, that we associate with
the name of Swift. .And conversely, it is the cold epi-
grammatic glitter of Congreve's dialogne, the flzz end
erackle of the fireworks which Bheridan serves out with
undiscriminating hand to the most imeignificant of his
characters,—it iz this which stampa the work of these
dramatista with characteristics far more marked than any
which belong to them in right of humorous porteaiture
of human foibles or ingemious invention of comie
incident,

The place of Bterne is unmistakably among writers of
the former clags, X§ is by his humour—his humour of
character, his dramatie as distinet from his eritical de-
scriptive pereonal humour, though of eourse he possesses
this also as all humonrieta must, that he lives and will live.
In Ivisiram Shandy as in the Bermone there is a suffi-
ciency of wit, and considerably more than a sufficiency of
humorous reflection, inuendo ard persifiage ; but it is the
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sctore in his almoet plotless drama who have established
their ereator in his niche in the Temple of Fame. We
cannot indeed be sure that what has given him hia hold
upon posterity is what gave him his popularity with his
contamporaries. On the contrary, it is perhaps more pro-
bable that he owed his firat suecess with the public of his
day to those eccentricities which are for us a little too
conscionely eccentric-—those artifices which fail a litéle too
conspicnouely in the are colandi arfem. Bul however
theeo fricks may have pleased in days when such tricks
were new, they much more often weary than divert uws
now; and I suspect that many a man whose delight in
the Corporal and his master, in Bridget and her mistreas,
is as fresh as ever, declines to accompany their creator in
those perpetual digressions into noneense or semi-
nonsense the fashion of which Bterne borrowed from:
Rabelais without Rabelais’s excuse for adopting it. To
us of this day the real charm and distinetion of the book
is due to the marvellous comhination of vigour and
subtlety in its portrayal of chamcter, and in the purity
and delicacy of ite humouz Those last two apparently

ical eubstantives are chosen advisedly, and em-
ployed as the most convenient way of introducing that
dinagreeable question which no commentator on Sterne
can possibly shirk, bat which every admirer of Sieme
must approach with reluctance There is of course
a sense in which Sterne’sa humour—if indeed we may
bestow that name on the form of josularity to which
I refer—is the very reveme of pure and delicate : & sense
in which it is impure and indelicate in the higheet
degrea. On this it is necessary, however briefly, to
touch ; and to the weighty and many-counted indictment
which may be framed against Sterne on this head, there
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in of comme buy one possible plea—the plea of guilty.
Nay, the plea must go further than a mere admis
sion of the offence ; it must ineclnde an admission of
the worst motive, the worst spirit as animating the
offender. It ia not necessary to my purpose, nor doubt-
less congenial to the teste of the reader, that I should
enter upon any critical analysis of this quality in the
author’s work, or compare him in this respect with the
two other great humouristes who have beem the worst
offonders in the same way. In oneof those highly in-
teresting criticismes of English literature which, even when
they most conspicnously miss the mark, are so instructive
to Englishmen, M. Taine has instifuted an elaborate com-
parison, very much, I need hardly say, to the advantage
of tho latter, between the indecency of Swift and thet of
Rabelais—that “good giant,” as his countryman calls
him, “who rolls himself joyously about on his dunghill,
thinking no eviL® And mo doubt the world of literary
moraliste will alwaye be divided upon the question—one
mainly of national temperament—whether mere animal
gpirite or serioms satirie purpose ie the best justification
for offences agninet cleanliness. It is of courso only the
former theory, if either, which could possibly avail
Sterne, and it would need an wunpleasantly minuie
analysis of this chamocteristic in his writings to ascertain
how far M. Taine's elognent defence of Rabelais could
be made applicable io his case. Bnt the inguiry, one is
glad to think, is a8 vnnecessary as it would be disagresable;
for, unfortunately for Bterne, he must be condemned on o
guaniilativs comparison of indecency, whatever may ba
his fate when eompared with these other two great writers
se regards the quality of their respoctive transgressione.
There can be no denying, I mean, that SBierne is of all
L3
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writers the moet permeated and penetrated with impurity
of thought and suggestion ; that in no other writer is ite
latent pressnce more constantly falt, even if there be any
in whom it is more often openly obtruded. The unolean
spirit pursues him everywhere, disfiguring his scenes of
humour, demoralizing his passages of serious reflection,
debasing even his sentimental interludes, His ccarse-
ness is very often as great a blot on his art as on his
morality—a thing which can very rarely bo said of either
Swift or Rabelais ; and it is sometimes so distinctly fetal
a blemish from the purely literary point of view, that
one is amared at the eritical faculty which conld have
tolerated its presence.

But when all this has been said of Sierns's humour, it
still remains troe that, in ancther sense of the words
% purity ” and * delicacy ” he posseases humour more pure
and delicate than perhapa any other writer in the world
can show. For if that hnmour is the purest and most
delicate which is the freest from any admixture of farce,
and produces ite effects with the lightest touch, snd the
least obligations to ridiculous incident, or what may be
called the * physical grotesque,” in any shape—then ome
can point to passages from Sterne’s pen which, for fulfilment,
of these conditions, it would be difficult to match elsewhere,
Strange as it may seem, to esy this of the literary Glilray
who drew the porirait of Dr. Blop, and of the literary
Grimeldi who tormented Phutatorius with the hot chest-
nut, it is nevertheless the fact, that scene efter scene
may be cifed from T¥éstram Shandy, and those the most
delightful in the book, which ave not cnly free from even
the momentary intrsion of either the clown or the
cavicaturist, but even from the presence of ““comio pro-
periica” (a8 actors would call them) of any kind : scenee
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of which the external setting is of the simpleet poesible
character, while the humour is of that deepest and most
penetrative kind which springs from the etemal incon-
gruities of human nature, the ever-recurring cross-purposes
of human lives.

Carlyle classes Bterne with Cervantes among the great
humourista of the world ; and from one, and that the
most important point of view, the praise is not extrava-
gant. By no other writer besides Sterns, perhaps, since
the daye of the Bpanish hnmourist, have the vast incom-
gruitios of human charscter been set forth with so masterly
a hand. It is in virtue of the new ingight which his
bumounr opens fo ns of the immensity and variety of man's
life that Cervantes makes us feel that he is greaf: not
delightful merely ; not even eternally delightful only, and
socure of immortality throngh the perennial human need
of joy—but greal, but immortal in right of that which
makes Shakespeare and the Greek dramatists immortal,
namely, the power, not alona over the pleasure-loving
part of man’s natuve, but over that equally universal, but
more enduring element in it, his emotions of wonder and
of awe. It i fo this greater power—this comtrol over
a greater inetinet than the human love of joy, that
Cervantes owes his greatness: and it will be found,
thoogh it may seem at first a hard saying, thet Sterne
shares this power with Cervantes. To pass from Quixote
and Sancho, to Walter and Toby Shandy invalves of
course a ptartling change of dramatic key—a nofable
lowering of dramatic tone. It is almoet like passing from
poetry to prose : it is cerfainly paming from the poetic in
spirit and surroundings, to the profoundly prossic in
fundamental conception and in every individual detail
But those who do not allow accidental and external
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diseimilarities to obecure for them: the inward and essential
resomblances of things, muet often, T think, have expe-
rienced from one of the SBhandy dinlogues the same sorf
of impression that they derive from some of the moet
nobly humorous colloquies between the kmight and hin
aquire, and must have been conscious throngh a1l cutward
differences of key and tone of a common element in each.
T4 is of course B resemblance of relafions, and not of
personalities : for though there is something of the Enight
of Ta Mancha in Mr. Bhandy, there iz nothing of Sancho
@bout his brother But the serio-comic game of crose-
purposes is the same between both couples; and what
one may call the irony of human intercourse, is equally
profound, and pointed withk equal subtlety, in each, In
the Spanish romance of comrse it is not likely to be
minsed, It is enough in itself that the deranged brain
which takea windmills for giants, and earriers for knights,
and Roginante for a Bucephalus, has fized npon Sancho
Panza--the crowning proof of its mania—=as the fitting
squire of & knight errant! To him—to this compound of
somnolence, chrewdnees, and good nature —to this creature
with no more tineture of romantic idealism than a wine-
skin, the knight addresses, without misgiving, his lofty
dimsertations on the glories and the duties of chivalry—
the aquire responding after his fashion. And thus these
two hold converse, contentedly incomprehensible to each
other, and with no suspicion that they are as incapable
of interchanging ideas as the inhabitants of two different
planeta,. 'With what heart-stirring mirth, and yet with
what strangely deeper feeling of the infinite variety of
humnan natare, do we follow their converse thronghout !
Yet Quixote and Sancho are not more life-like and
human, nor nearer fogether ai one point, and favther
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apart at another, than are Walter Shandy and his brother.
The squat little Spanish peasant is not mare gloricusly
incapable of following the chivalric vagaries of his master
than the simple soldier is of gresping the philosophic
crotchets of his brother. Both eouples are in gympathetie
<ontact abeolute and complete at one point: abt another
they are ““ polos ssunder” both of them. And in beth
contrasta there is that sense of futility and failure, of
alisnation and misunderstanding—that element of under-
lying pathos in ehort, which so strangely givee its keenest
salt to humour, In both alike there is the same engges-
tion of the Infinite of disparity bhounding the finite of
resemblance—of the Incommensurable in man and nature
beside which all minor uniformities sink into insig-
nificance,

The pathetic elemenf which underlies and deepens the
humour iz of course produced in the two cases in two
exactly opposite ways. In both cases it is a picture of
human eimplicity—of & noble and artless nature out of
harmony with its smrroundings, which moves us; but
wherean in the Spanich romanes the eimplicity is that of
the ircompris, in the English novel it is that of the man
with whem the tneompris consorta.  If there is pathos as
well a8 humour, and deepening the humour, 1n the figare
of the distrsught kmight-errant talking so hopelessly over
the head of his atfached squire’s morality, so too there
is pathos, giving depth to the humour of the eccentric
philosopher, shooting so hopelessly wide of the intallectual
appreciation of the most afectionate of brothers. One’s
sympathy perhaps is even more strongly appealed to in the
latter than in the former case, because the effort of the
good Caplain to underetand is far greater than that of
the Don to make himself understood, and the concern of



162 BTERNE [oBar.
the former at his failure is proportionately more marked
than that of the Iatter st kis. .And the general rapporé
bekween oze of the two ill-amsorted paire is much closer
than that of the other. It is, indeed, the tantalizing
approach to a mutual understanding, which gives so much
more gabtle & zest to the humour of the relations between
the two brothers Bhandy than to that which arises out of
broad comedy of the dinloguee between Mr. and Mrs.
Shandy is irreeistible in ite way : hat it € broad comedy.
The philosopher knows that his wife does not comprehend
him: she knows that she never will; and neither of
them much cares, The hushand smube her openly for
her mental defects ; and she with perfect placidity accepts
his rebukes. * Master,” as he once complains, “of one
of the fineet chains of reasoning in the world, he is unable
for the soul of him to get a mingle link of it into the head
of his wife;” but we never hear him Immenting in this
serio-comic fashion over his brothers inability to follow
hia processes of reascning. That i too serious a mater
with both of them ; their mutual desire to share each
other’s ideas and tastes, is too etrong : and each time that
the philosopher shows his impatience with the soldier's
fortification-hobby, or the soldier breaks his honest shins
over cae of the philosophers erotchets, the regret and
remorse cn either side is equally acute and sincere. It
must be admitted, however, that Captain Shandy is the
one who the more frequently subjects himself to pangs of
this sort, and who is the more innocent sufferer of the
two.

From the broad and deep humour of thia centwal
conception of contrast, flow as from a head-water innu-
mersble rills of comedy, through many and many a
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page of dialogue; but not, of course, from this source
alone. TUncle Toby ie ever delightful, ever when hie
brother is not near him a8 his foil: the faithful eorporal
hrings out another side of his character, npon which we
linger with equal pleasure of contemplation ; the allure-
ments of the Widow Wadmen reveal him to us in yet
another—but alwaye in a captivating sspect. There is
$00, one need hardly say, an abundance of humounr, of a
high, though not the highest order, in the minor charae-
ters of the story—in Mrs. SBhandy, in the fascinating
widow, and even, under the coarse lines of the physical
caricature, in the keen little Catholic, Slop himself But
it is in Toby Shandy alone that humour reaches that
supreme level which it is only capable of attaining when
the ecllision of contrasted qualities in & human character
produce a corresponding conflict of the emotions of mirth
and tendernees in the minde of those who eontemplate it.
This, however, belongs more rightfully to the considera-
tion of the creative and dramstic element in Bierne’s
geniua ; and an earlier place in the analyeis ia claimed by
that power over the emotion of pity upon which Sterne,
beyond question, prided himself more highly than upon
auy other of his gifts. He preferred, we can plainly ses,
to think of himself, not as the great humourist, but as the
great sentimentalist : and though the word *sentiment®
had something even in %z day of the depreciatory mean-
ing which distinguishes it nowadays from * pathos,” there
can be little doubt that the thing appeared to Sterns to
be on the whole, and both in life and literature, rather
admirable than the reverse,

‘What ther were his notions of true “ pentiment™ in
literature? We have seen elsowhere that he repeats,
it would appear unconseivuely, and commends the canon
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which Horace propounds to the tragic poet, in the

words,
Bi vis me flave, dolendom
Primum fpei tihi: tono tus me infortunia Isedent.

And that canon is sound encugh, no doubt, in the sense
in which, it was meant, and in ite relation tq the person to
whom it was addreseed. A tragic drama, peopled with
heroes who set forth their woes in frigid and wmim-
passioned verse, will ungoestionably leave its andience aa
eold as itself. Nor im this trne of drama alone. All posiry
indeed, whether dramatic or other, presupposss a aympa-
thetic unity of emotion between the poet and those whom
he addresses ; and to this extent it is obviously frue that
he must feel before they can. Horace, who was (whaf
every literary critic is not) a man of the world and an
obsarver of buman nature, did not of conrse mean that
this capacity for feeling waa all, or sven the chief part of
the poetic faculty. He must have seen many an *“intense”
young Roman make that pathetic error of the young in
all countries and of all periode—the error of mistaking the
capacity of emotion for the gift of expression. He did, how-
ever, undoubtedly mean that a poet’s power of affecting
others presupposes pession in himsslf ; and as regards the
peet he waa right. But his criticism takes no account
whatever of one farm of appesl to the emotions which has
been brought by later art fo a high pitch of perfection,
bat with which the personal feeling of the artist has not
much more to do than the “ passions ” of an aunctioneer's
clark have to do with the compilstion of his inveniory, A
poet himself, Horace wrote for poeta : to him the pathetic
implied the ideal, the imaginative, the rhetorieal ; he lived
before the age of Realism and the Realists, and would
scarcely bave comprehended either the men or the method
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if he could have come across them, Had he done so, how-
ever, ho would have been sstonished to find his camon
reversed, and to have perceived that the primary condition
of the Realist’s suscess, and the distinctive note of those
writera who have pressed genins into the service of Realism,
is that they do nof share—that they are umalferably and
ostentationsly free from-the emotions {o which they
appeal in their readers. A fortunate sccident has enahled
us to compere the treatment which the world’s greatest
tragic poet and its greatest master of realistic tragedy have
respectively applied to virtually the same subject; and
the two methods are never likely to be again so Impres.
sively contrasted an in King Lear and Ls Pére Goriol,
But, in truoth, it must be imposaible for any cne who feels
Balzac’s power not to feel aleo how it is heightened by
Balzc’s absolute calm—a calm entirely different from that
stern composure which was merely a point of style and
not an atfitude of the heart with the old Greek trage-
dizns—a calm which, unlike theirs, insulates, eo to speak,
and is intended to insulate the writer, to the end that hix
individuality, of which only the electris current of sym.
pathy ever makes a reader eonscious, may disappear, and
the characters of the drema stand forth the more life-like
from the complets concealment, of the hand that moves
them,

Of this kind of art Horace, as has been said, knew
nothing, and his canon only applies to it by the rule
of contraries. Undoubtedly, and in spite of the marvels
which one greal genins has wrought with it, it is a form
lower than the poetic—essentially a prosaic, and in many
or moet hands an unimaginative form of art; but for this
vary reason, that it demands nothing of ite average prac-
titioner but a keen eye for facts great and emall, snd
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o knack of graphically recording them, it hes becoms &
far more commonly and succesafully cultivated form of
art than any other. Az to the question who are iis
prectitioners, it would, of course, be the marest dog-
matism to commit oheeelf to sny attempt at rigid classi-
fication in such a matter. There are fow if any writers
who can be described without qualification either as
Reslista or as Idealists. Nearly all of them, probably, are
Realista at one moment and in one mood, and Idealists
at other momenta and in other moods. All that need be
ingisted on is that the methods of the two forms of art
are essentially distinet, and that artistic failure must result
from any attempt to oombine them; for, whereas the
primary condition of succese in the one case is that the
reader should feel the sympathetic presence of the writer,
the primary condition of success in the other is that the
writer shonld effacehimsalf from the reader's consciousness
altogether, And it is, I think, the defiance of these con-
ditione which explaing why so much of Hterne's deli-
berately pathatic writing is, from the artistic point of view,
a faflure. It is this which makes one feel 8o much of it
to bo strained and unnatural, and which hbrings it to pase
that some of his most ambiticus efforts leave the reader
indiffarant, or even now and then contemptuouns. In
those passagea of pathos in which the effect is distinctly
sought by realistic means, Steme is perpstually ignoring
the “ pelf-denying ondinance " of his adopted method—
perpetually obtruding his own individuality, and begging
us, as it were, to turn from the picture to the artiat, to
cease gaxing for & moment at his touching oreation, and
to admire the fine fesling, the exquisitely sympathetic
nature of the man who created it. No doubt, as we must
in faimess remember, it was part of his ‘“ humour "—in
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Ancient Pistol’s sense of the word—+to do this ; it is true,
no doubt (and a truth which Bterne’s most famous eritic
was too prone to ignore) that his sentiment is not always
meant for serious ;! nay, the very word “gentimental”
itself, thougk in Sterne’s day, of course, it had scquired
but & part of its present disparaging significance, it a suffi-
clent proof of that. Bul there are, nevertheless, plenty
of passages, both in Tvistram Shandy and the Sentimental
Journsy, where the intention is wholly and unmixedly
pathetic—where the emile is not for a moment meant
to compete with the tear, which are mevertheless, it must
be owned, complete failures, and failures traceable with
much certainty, or so it reams to me, to the artistic error
above-mentioned.

In one famous case, indeed, the failure can hardly be
described as other than ludicrous, The figure of the die-
tranght Marie of Moulines is tenderly drawn ; the acces-
sories of the picture—her goat, her dog, her pipe, her
song to the Virgin—though a little theatrical perhaps,
are gkilfully touched in ; and so0 long as the Sentimental
Traveller keops our attention fixed npon her and them
the progpera well enough. But affer having
bidden ue duly note how *the tears trickled down her

1 Burely it waa not so meant, for instance, in the passage abont
the désodligeants, which had besn " standing so many mcunths
umpitied in the oarner of Monxisor Dessein’s oosch-yed. Much,
indeed, waa not to be said for it, but something might; and when
a fow words will reacne Misery out of her digtresa, I hate the man
who can be o chmrl of them.” ¢ Does anybody,” asks Thackersy
in strangely matier-of-fact faskion, * belisve that this ix m real
sentiment ! that this lnxnry of generosity, this gallant rescue of
Misery—out of an old cab—is genunine feeling #* Nobody, we
should say. But, on the other hand, does snybody—or did eny-
body before Thackerny—wsuggest thak it was meant to pass for
gennine feeling P Is it not an obvious plece of mock pathetic
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cheeks,” the Traveller eontinues: *I eat down close
by her, and Maria let me wipe them away as they
felt, with my handkerchief. I then steeped it in my
own—and then in hers—and then in mine—and then
I wiped hers again; and as I did it, I felt snch un-
deacribeble emotions within me as I am sure could not
be accounted for from any combinations of matter end
motion.® The reader of this msy well ask himsalf in
wonderment whether he is really expected to make a
third in the lachrymose group. We look at the paseage
again, and more carefully, to see if after all we may not
be intended to laugh, and not to ery at it ; but on finding,
ns clearly appears, that we actually ars intended to ery st
it, the temptation to langh becomes almost irveeistible,
‘We proceed, howover, to the account of Maria's wanderings
to Rome and back, and we come to the preity passage
which follows : —

How she had borne it, and how she had got sopported, she
could not tell; but God tempers the winds, said Maria, to the
shorn lamb, Shorn indesd ! and o ¢the quick, said I; snd
wast thou in my own land, where I have 2 sottage, I would take
thee to it, and shelter thea; thou shouldst sat of my own bread
and drink of my own cup; I would be kind to thy Bylvio; in
all thy weaknesses and wanderings I wonld seck after thee, and
bring thee back. When the sun went down I would say my
prayers; and when I had done thou shonldet piay thy evening-
song upem thy pipe : nor woald the incense of my sacrifice be
worse accepted for entering heaven along with that of a broken
hoart.”

But then follows more whimpering :—

Natare melted within me [eontinues Sterne] as I said this;
and Maria observing, as I fook out my handkerchief, that it
was steeped too much already to be of use, would needs go wash
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it in the stream. And where will you dry it, Maria P said L
I dry it in my bosom, said she; "twill do me good. And is
your heart atill 9o warm, Maria ? said I. I touched upen the
string on which hang all ber sorrows.  She looked with wistful
disorder for some time in my face; and then, without saying
anything, took her pipe and played her servioe to the Virgin,

‘Which are we meant to Iook at—tha sorrows of Mariat
or the eensibilities of the Bentimental Travellert or the con-
dition of the pocket-handkerchieft I think it doubtful
whether any writer of the first rank has ever perpetrated
8o disastrous a literary failure as this scene ; but the main
cause of that failure appears to me not doubtful at all,
The artist hes no business within the frame of the pieture,
and hie intrusion info it has epoilt it. The method adopted
from the commencement is ostentatiously ohbjective: we
are taken straight into Maria’s presencs, and bidden to
look at and to pity the unhappy maiden as describad by
the Traveller who met her. No attempt is made to place
s ol the cuteet in sympathy with him ; he, until he thrata
himself before us with his streaming eyes, and his dremched
pocket-handkerchief, is a mere reporter of the scene before
him, and he and his tears are as much out of place aa if he
were the compositor who set up the type. It is not merely
that we don’t want te Imow how the scene affected him,
and that we resant as an impertinenmce the elaborate
account of his tender emotions; we dom’t wish to be
reminded of his presence at all, For as we can Imaw
nothing (effectively) of Maria's sorrows except as given
in her appearance, the historical recital of them and their
canse being too curt and bald to be abls to move ue—ths
best chance of moving our compassion for her is to make
the illusion of her presence as dramaticaily real as possible ;
a chance which is therefore completely deatroyed when



160 STERNE, [omar.
the anhor of the illukion indsts on thrusting himself
between ourselves and the scene.

But in treth this whole episode of Maria of Moulines
wes, like more than one of Stemme’s efforta after the
pathetie, condemned to failure from the very conditions
of its birth. Theee abortive efforta are no natural growth
of his artistio geniua ; they proceed rather from cerfain
morbidly stimulated impulees of his moral nature which
he forced his artistic genins to subserve. He had true
psthetic power, aimple yet subtle, at his command ; but
it visited him unsought, and by inepiration from without,
Tt came when he was in the dramatie and not in the
introspective mood ; when he was thinking honestly of
his characters and not of himself. But he was mn-
fortunately to0 prone—and a long course of morel self-
indulgence had confirmed him in it—to the habit of
caressing his own sensibilities; and the result of this
was always to set him upon one of thoss attempts to be
pathetic of malice prepense of which Maria of Moulines
in one example, and the too celebmated dead donkey of
Nampont ancther. “It is agresably and ekilfolly done,
that dead jackass,” writea Thackeray; “like M. de
8oubise's cook on the campaign, Sterne dresses it, and
serves it up quite tender, and with a very piquante sauce.
But tears, and fine feelings, and a white pocket-hand-
kerchief, and a funeral sermon, and horses and feathors,
and a procession of mutee, and & hearse with a dead
donkey inside. Psha! Mountebank! 11l not give thee
one penny-piece for that trick, donkey and all.” That
is vigorous ridicule, and not wholly undeserved ; but
on the other hand, not entirely deserved. There is less
of artistic trick, it peeme to me, and more of natural foible,
sbout Sterne’s literary sentiment than Thackeray was
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over willing to believe; and I can find nothing worse,
though nothing better, in the dead ass of Nampont than in
Maria of Moualines. I do not think there in any con-
seions simulation of feeling in this Nampont scene: it
is that the feeling iteelf is overstrained-——that,Bterne,
hugging as usual his own sensibilities, mistook their
value in expreszion for the purposes of art. 'The Benti-
mental Traveller does not obtrnde himself to the same
extent as in the scens at MAloulines: but a little con-
sideration of the scene will show how much Bferne relied
on the mere presentment of the fact that here was an
unfortunate peasant who had lost his dumb companion,
and here a tenderhearfed gentleman looking on and
pitying him. As for sny atlempis to bring out by
objective dramatic touches, either the grievonsneas of the
bereavement or the grief of the mourner, such attempts
as are mada to do this are either commonplace, or *one
step in advance ™ of the sublime. Take this for instance :
# The mourner was sifting upon & stona hench at the
door, with his ase’s pannel and it brille on one side,
which he tock wp from time to time, then laid them
down, loocked at them, and shook his head. He then
took the crust of bread out of his wallet again, as i
to eat it: held it some time in his hand, then laid it
upon the hit of his ass’s bridle—looked wistfully at the
litde arrangement he had made—and then gave a sigh.
The simplicity of his grief drew numbers about him,”
&c. Bimgplicity indeed of a marvellous sort which conld
how iteelf by ro extraordinary a piece of ecting as this !
Is there any critic who candidly thinks it natural—I do
not mean in the sense of mere everyday probability, but
of conformity to the laws of human character? Iu it true
that in any country, among auy peopls however emotional,
o
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@rief—real, unaffected, un-selfconseious grief —ever did or
ever could display iteelf by such e trick as that of laying
6 piece of bread on the bit of & desd aes’s bridlet Do
wo not feel that if we had been on the point of offering
comfort or alms to the mourner, and saw him go through
this extraordinary piece of pantomime, we should have
buttoned up our hearta and our pockets forthwith?
Bentiment again sails very near the wind of the ludicrous
in the reply to the traveller's remark that the monrner
had been a merciful master to the dead ass. « Alas!” the
latter eays, “ I thought a0 when he was alive, but now that
he iz dead I think otherwise. I fear the weight of myself
and my qffficions have been too much for him.” And
the ecene ends flatly enough with the scrap of morality.
“ Bhame on the world ! said I to myself. Did we love
each other as this poor soul loved his ass, twould be
something.”

The whole incident, in short, is one of thoss ex-
amples of the deliberate-pathetic with which Bterne's
highly natural art had least, and his highly artificial
nature most, to do. He iz nevoer eo unsuecessful as when,
after formally announcing as it were that he means to be
touching, he proceeds to select his subject, to marshal
his characters, to group his accessories, and with painful
and painfully apparent elaboration to work up his scens
to the weeping point. There is no obviousness of
suggestion, no spontaneity of treatment about this * Dead
Ase” episode : indeed, there is some reason to believe
that it was one of those most hopeless of efforts—the
attempt at the mechanical repetition of a former triumph.
It ia by no means improbahle at any rate that the dead
ass of Nampont owes ite presence in the Senéimenial
Journey to the reception met with by the live asz of
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Lyons in the seventh volume of T¥isfram Shandy. And

yot what an astonishing difference between tha two
sketches |

"Twas & poor ass, who hed just furned in with a oonple of
large panniers apon ki back, to ccllect alesmosynary turnip-topa
and eabbage-leaves, and stood dubions with his two fore-feet on
the inside of the threshold, and with his two hinder feet towards
the street, as not knowing very well whether he would go in or
no. Now, ’tis an animal (be in what hurry I may) I cannct
besr to strike, There is & peiient endorance of sufferings
wrote 5o unaffectedly in his looks and carringe, which pleads ro
mightily for him that it always disarms me, and to that degres
that I do wot like to speak unkivdly to him; on the contrary,
meet bim where I will, in town or country, in oart or under
paoniers, whether in liberty or bondage, I have ever something
civil to say to him on my part; and as one word begets another
{if he has as little to do es I) I generally fall into conversation
with him ; sud surely never is my imegination so busy as in
framing his responsea from the etehings of his eon ntenanosm~—and
where thoss catry ms not deep enough, in Aying om my own
heart into his, and feeling what is netural for an sss to think,
a8 well a8 & men, opon the ocepion, . . . . Come, Honesty!
said I, seeing it was impracticable to pass betwixt him and the
gate, art thou for coming in or guing outP? Theass twisted his
head round, to look up the streat. "Well, replied I, we'll wait &
minate for thy driver. e turned his head thoughtfully about,
and looked wistfully the opposite way. I understand thee per-
factly, answered I; if' thou takest a wrong step in this affair he
will cudgel thes to death. Well, a minute ia but a minote, and
if it saves a fellow-creature a deubbing, it shall not be set down
#s ill spent. Ho was eating the stem of an artichoke as this
discourse went on, and in the little peevish comtentions of
nature betwixt honger and uneavouriness, had dropped it out of
his mouth half a dozen times, and picked it np again, God help
thee, Jack ! said I, thou hast a bitter breakfast on’t, and many
a bitter dny’s Inbour, and many a bitter blow, I fear, for its

¥ 2
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wages—'tin all, all bitterness to thee, whatever life is to others.
And now thy month, if one knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I
daxe say, a8 soot (for he hed cast sxide the stem), and thou heat
not & friend perhapa in all this world that will give thee »
macaroon, In saying this, I pulled ont s paper of 'em, which X
tiad just purchased, and guve him one ; and, at this moment that
I am telling it, my heart smites ms that there was more of
pleasantry in the oconceit of seeing how an ass would cat a
macaroon, than of benevolenes in giving him one, which prewided
in the act. When the ass had eaten his macaroon, I pressed
him to come in, The poor besat was heavy loaded, his loge
seemed to tremble under him, he hung rather backwards, and
as I palled st bis halter it broke short in my hand. He locked
up penxive in my face, * Don't thrash me with it ; but, if yon
will, you mag.” *“IfI do,” said I, *T"ll be d—d."

Woell might Thackeray say of this passage that, *the
critic who refuses to see in it wit, humour, pathos, &
kind nature speaking, and a real sentiment, must be hard
indeed to move and to please.” Itis, in truth, excellent ;
and its excellence in due to its poseeesing nearly every
one of those qualities, poeitive and negative, which the
two other scenes above quoted are without. The anthor
does not here obtrude himself, doss not importune us fo
admire his exquisitely compassionate nature: on the
contrary, he at once amuses us and enlists onr sympathies
by that subtly humorous piece of self-analysis, in which
he shows how large an admixture of curiosity was con-
tained in his benevolence. The inecident, too, is well
chosan. No forced concurrence of circumstances brings it
shout : it is such as any mar might have met with
anywhere in his travels, end it is handled in a simple
and manly fashion. The reader is with the writer
throughont ; and their common mood of half-humorcus
by iswusteined, unforced, but unbroken from flrat to last,

One can bardly my as much for another of the much
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quoted pieces from the Sentimenial Jowrney—the de
acription of the caged starling The passage is in.
geniously worked into its context; and if we weré to
consider it as only intended to serve the purpose of a
sudden and dramatic discomfltnre of the traveller's some-
what inconsiderate moralizings on eaptivity, it would be
well enough. But regarded as a sumbetantive appeal to
one'a emotions, it is open to the criticisms which apply to
moat other of Sterne’s too deliberate attempta at the
pathetic. The details of the picture are too much in-
aisted on, and there is 00 much of self-conscionsness in
the artist. Even at the very close of the story of
Lefevre's death, finely told though, as a whole, it is, there
is & jarring note. Even while the dying man iz breathing
his last, our aleeve is twitched as wo stand at his bedside,
and our attention foreibly diverted from the departing
soldier to the literary ingenuities of the man who is
There was & franknees in my unsle Toby, not the effect of
familiarity, but the causa of it, which let you st once into his
soul, snd showed you the goodneas of his nature. To this thers
‘waa something in his looks, and voice, and menner, supersdded,
which eternally beckoned to the unfortunate to come and take
shelter undey him; so that, before my unels Toby had half
finished the kind offees he was making to the father, had the
son insensibly preased up close to his knees, and had taken hald
of the broast of his coat, and was pulling it towsrds bim. The
blood and spirits of Le Fevre, which were waxing cold and slow
within him, and were retreating to their Inat citadel, the hest,
rallied back ; the film forscok his eyes far 4 momant ; he looked
up wishfully in my uncle Toby’s face, then oast a look upon bis
boy ;—and that ligament, fine as it was, was naver broken.

How excellent all that is! and how perfectly wounld
the seene have ended had it clawed with Yhe mdse wd
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poetic image which thus describes the dying soldier’s
commendation of his orphan boy to the care of his
brotherin-arma | But what of this, which closes the
scene in fact 1

Nature instantly ebbad aguin ; the film returned to its place ;
the pulee finttered—stopped—went on—throbbed—atopped
again--moved, stopped. Shall X goonP? No.

Let those admire this who can, To me I confess it
seems to spoil a touching and simple death-bed scene by
a piece of theatrical trickery.

The gum in fact of the whole matter appears to be, that
the sentiment on which Sterne eo prided himself—the
acute sensibilities which he regarded with such extra-
ordinary complacency, were, as has been bafore obsarved,
the weakness and not the strength of his pathetic style.
‘When Bierne the artist is nppermost, when he is survey-
ing his characters with that pemeirating eye of his and
above all when he is ellowing his subtle and tender
humour to play upon them unrestrained, he can touch the
springs of compaseionate emotion in na with a potent and
unerring hand. But when Sterns the man is uppermost
—when he is looking inward and not outward, contem-
plating his own feelings instead of those of his personages,
his cunning fails him altogether. He iz at his best in
pathos, when he is most the humourist: or rather, we
may almost say his pathos is never good unless when if is
closely interwoven with his humour. In this of course
ihere is nothing at all surprising. The only marvel is,
that & man who was such a master of the humorous in its
highest and decpeet sense, shonld seem $o have so little
understood how near together lie the sources of tears and
laughter on the very way-side of man's mysterious life.



CHAPTER XL

CREATIVE AND DRAMATI0 POWER—FLAOE IN ENGLISH
LITERATURE.

SubTLE as ia Sterne’s humour, and tre as, In its proper
moods, is his pathes, it is not to these but to the parent
gift from which they sprang, and perhaps to only ome
wpecial diaplay of that gift, that he owea hiz immortality.
We are accustomed to bestow so lightly this laat hyper-
bolic honour—hyperbolic always, even when wa are
apeaking of a Homer or a Shakespeare, if only we project
the vision far enough forward through time—that the
comparative ease with which it is to be earned haa itself
coms to be exaggerated, There are 50 many * deathless
ones” sbout—if I may put the matter familiarly—in
conversation and in literature, that we get into the
way of thinking that they are really a considerable
body in actual fact, and that the works which have
triumphed over death are far more numerous still. The
real truth, however, is, that not only are *“those who
reach posterily a very select company indeed ;* but moat
of themn have come much nearer missing their destiny
than is popularly supposed. Of the dozen or score of
writers in one century whom their own contemporaries
fondly decree immortal, one-half perhaps may be re-
membered in the next ; while of the creations which were
honoured with the diploma of immortality a very much
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smallar proportion as a ruls sarvive. Only some fifty
per cent. of the promatarely laurelcrownsd reach the
goal ; and often, even upon #iesr brows there fluiter but
a few stray leavea of the bay. A single poem, a eolitary
drama—-nay, perhaps one isolated figure, poetie or dra-
matic—gvails, and but barely avails, to keep the immortal
from putting on mortelity. Hence we need think it no
disparagement to Sterne to say thet he lives not so much
in virtue of his creative power as of ome great individual
creation. Mis imaginstive insight into character in
general was no doubt considerable ; his dranghtemanahip,
whether as exhibited in the romgh sketeh or in the
finished portrait, is unqueationably most vigorous: bat an
atfist may put & hundred siriking figures npon his canvas
for one that will linger in the memory of thoae who have
gazed npon it ; and it ia after all, I think, the one figure
of Captain Tobiss Shandy which has graven iteelf in-
delibly on the memory of menkind. To have made this
single addition to the imperishahle types of human cha-
racter embodied in the world’s literature may seem, as has
been said, but o light matter to those who talk with light
exaggeration of the achievements of the literary artist ;
but if we exclude that one creative prodigy among men,
who has peopled a whole gallery with imaginary beings
more real than those of flesh and blood, we shall find that
very few archetypal creations have sprung from any
single hand. Now, My Uncle Toby ia 2s much the
archetype of gnileless good nature, of affectionste sim-
plicity, as Hamlet is of irresolution, or Ingo of cunning, or
Bhylock of race-hatred ; and he contrives to presarve all
the characteristice of an ideal type amid surroundings of
intensely prosaic realism, with which he himself, more-
over, considered as an individual character in a specifle
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story, is in oomplete nccord. If eny one be disposed to
underrate the creative and dramatic power to which thia
testifies, lot him consider how it has commonly fared with
those writers of prose fietion who have atfempted to
personify a virtue in a man, Take the work of another
famous English humonrist and eentimentaliet, and com-
pere Uncle Toby’s menly and dignified gentléness of
heart with the unreal “ gush ” of the Brothers Cheeryble,
or the fatucus benevolence of Mr. Pickwick. "We do not
belisve in the former, and we caunot but despise the
Istter. But Captain Shandy is reality itself, within and
without; and though we smile at his neivetd, and may
even laugh oufright at his boyish enthusissm for his
military hobby, we never cease to respect him for a
moment. There is no ehirking or soffening of the comic
aspecta of hia character; there could not be, of course, for
Sterne needed him more, and used him more for his
purposes as 8 humourist than for his purposes as a senti-
mentalist Nay, it is on the rare occasions when he
deliberately semtimentalires with Captain Shandy, that
the Capiain is the least delightful; it is then that the
hand loses its cunning, and the stroke strays; it is then,
and only then, that the bemevolence of the good soldier
seems to verge, though ever so little, upon affectation. It
iB a pity, for instance, that Sterne should, in illustration
of Captain Shandy's kindneas of heart, have plagiarized
(s he is aaid to have done) the incilent of the forment-
ing fly, caught and put out of the window with the
words “ Get thee gone, poor devill Why should T harm
thea? The world ia surely Iarge emcugh for thee and
me,” There is something too much of self-conscious
virtue in the apostrophe, This we feel it not the real
Uncle Toby of Sterne’s ohjective moed ; it iz the Unele
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Toby of the subjectifying sentimentalist, surveying his
character through the false mediom of his own hyper-
trophied seneibilities. These lapees, however, are fortu-
nately rave. As arule we see the worthy Captain only
as he appsared to his creator’s keen dramatic eye, and as
he is set before us in a thousand exquisite touches of dia-
logne—the men of simple mind and eoul, profoundly
wnimagmative and unphilosophical, but lacking not in a
certain shrewd common-sense; exquisitely naif, and de-
lightfolly mal-a-propoe in his observations, but always
pardonahly, never foolishly, so; inexhaustibly amiahle, but
with no weak amiability ; homely in his ways, but a
perfect gentleman withal ; in a word, the most winning
and lovable personality that is {o be met with, surely, in
the whole range of fiction.

It is, in fact, with Sterne’s general delineations of cha-
racter as it is, I have attempted to show, with his par-
ficular passages of sentiment, He is never at his best
and truest—as indeed no writer of fiction ever is or can
be—esave when he is allowing his dramatic imagination to
play the most freely upon his characters, and thinking
least about himself, This is curiously illustrated in his
handling of what is perhape the next most succesafnl of
the uncaricatured portraite in the Bhandy gellery—the
presentment of the Rev. Mr. Yorick Nothing ¢an be
more perfect in it way than the picture of the *lively,
witty, sensitive and heedless parson,” in chapter x. of the
first volume of Tristram Shandy. We seem to see the
thin, melancholy figure on the rawboned horse-—the ap-
parition which could “never present iteslf in the village but
it canght the attention of old and young,” so that * labour
#tood still as be passed, the bucket hung suspended in the
middle of the well, the spinning-wheel foigot its round ;
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even chuck-farthingand shuffle-cap themselves stood gaping
till he was out of sight.” Throughout this chapter Sterne,
though describing himself, is projecting his personality
to a distance as it were, and contemplating it dramati.
cally; and the result is excellont "When in the next
chapter ho becomes “lyrical® so fo epeak; when the
reflection upon his (largely imaginary) wrongs impels him
to look inward, the invariable consequence follows: and
though Yorick's much be-praised death-scene, with Enge-
nius at his bed-side, iz redeemed from entire failure by an
admixture of the humorcus with its attempted pathos,
we ask ourselves with some wonder what the unhappiness
—or the death itself, for that matter—is *all about.”
The wrongs which were supposed to have broken Yorick’s
heart are most imperfectly specified (& comic proof, by
the way, of Sterne’s entire abeorption in himself to the
confusion of his own personal knowledge with that of the
reader) and the first conditions of enlisting the reader's
sympathies are left unfulfilled.

But it is comparatively seldom that this foible of Sterne’
obtrudee itself npon the strictly narrative end dramatio
parta of his work ; and next to the abiding charm and
interest of his prineipal figure, it is by the admirable lifs
and colour of his seenes thet he exercises his strongest
powers of faecination over a reader. Perpetus! ns are
Bteme's aifectations, and tiresome as is his eternal peli-
oconscioneness when he is speaking in his own person, yet
when once the dramatic instinet fairly lays hold of him
there is no writer who ever makes us mare completely
forget him in the presence of his characters—none who
can bring them and their surroundings, their looks and
words, before ns with such convineing force of reality.
One wonders sometimes whether Sterne himeelf waa
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aware of the high dramatic excellence of many of what
actors would call his * carpenter's acemes”—ihe mere
interludes introduced to amuse us while the stage is heing
prepared for one of those more elaborate and delibarate
dieplays of pathos or humoor, which do not alwaye turn
out to be unmixed successes when they come. Sterne
prided himeelf vastly upon the incident of Lefoevre’s death ;
btut I dare say that there is many a modern reader who
would rather have lost this highly-wrought piece of
domestic drama, than that other exquisite little scene in
the kitchen of the inn, when Corporal Trim toasta the
bread which the eick lieutenant’s son is preparing for hie
father's posset, while *Mr, Yorick’s curate was smoling
a pipe by the fire, but seid not a word good or bad to
comfort the youth,” The whole scene is sbeolute life;
and the dialogue between the corporal and the pareon,
as reloted by the former to his master, with Captain
Bhandy's comments thereon, is almost Shakespearean in
its excellence, Baya the corporal :—

‘When the liectenant hed taken his glass of sack and toast
he felt himsalf a little revived, and sent down into the kitchen
to let mo kuow that in about ten minutes be should be glad if
I wounld step upetaire. I believe, paid the landlord, he js going
to say his praywrs, for there was & book !aid cn the chair by the
bad-sids, and s I shut the door T saw him take up = cushion.
I thought, said the cumte, that you gentlemen of the army, Mr.
Trim, never said your prayers at all. I heard the poor gentle-
man say hia prayors last night, eaid thelandlady, very devoutly
aod with my own ears, or I could not have believed it. Are you
wsare of it P replied the curate. A soldier, an’ please yonr rever-
ence, said I, prays ae often (of his owx accord) aa n parsen ; and
when ha is fighting for hia king, and for his own lifs, and for
his honour too, be has the most yeason to pray to God of any
one in tbe whols world, "Twas well said of thee, Trim, said my
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uncle Toby. But when a soldier, said I, an' pleass your rever-
moe, has been standing for twelve hours together in the
tranches, up to his knees in oold water—or engnged, said I, for
maonthe together in long and dangerons marches; barsssed,
perhaps, in his rear to-dey ; harsesing others to-morrow ; de-
tached here; ocountermandsd theve; resting this night out
upon his arms; beat up in his shirt the next; benumbed in his
joints ; parhaps without straw in his tent to kneel on, [he] must
say his prayers how and when he oan. I believe, said I—for I
was piqued, quoth the corporal, for the reputation of the army—
I believe, an't please your reverence, said I, that when a
soldior gets time to pray, he prays as heartily as a parson—
though not with all his fuss and hypoorisy. Thom shouoldst
uot have said that, Trim, said my uncle Toby ; for God only
knows who is & hypocrite, and who is not. At the great and
general review of us all, corporsl, at ths day of judgment (and
not till then) it wiil be seen who have done their doties in this
world, and who have not, and we shall be adwaneed, Trim, acoord-
ingly, I hope weshall, said Trim. Tt in in the Beripture, said
my unele Toby, and I will show it thee in the morning. In the
msantims, we may depend npon it, Trim, for our comfort, said
my unde Toby; that God Almighty is #0 good snd just a
governor of the world, that if we have but done our duties in
it, it will never be inquired into whether we have done them in
s red coai or a black ome, X hope not, said the corporal. But
go on, said my uncle Toby, with thy story.

‘We might almoat fancy curealvea listening to that nohla
prose colloquy between the disgnised king and his saldiers
on the night before Agincourt, in Henry 7. And though
Stermme does not, of course, often reach this level of
dramatic dignity, there are passsges in abundance in
which his dialogue sssnmes, through sheer force of indi-
vidualized character, if not all the dignity, at any rate all
the impreegive foreo and simplicity of the *grand style.”

Taken altogether, however, his place in English lettars
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is hard to fix, and his tenure in human memory herd to
determine. Hitherto he has held his own, with the great
writers of his era, but it has bean in virtue, 28 I have
attempted to show, of a contribution to the literary
poasessions of mankind which is es uniquely limited in
amount as it is exceptionally perfect in quality. Ome
catnot but feel that, as regards the sum of his titlea to
recollection, hiz neme stands far below either of those
other two which in the course of the last century added
themselvea to the highest rank among the classica of
English humour. Bterne has not the abounding life and
the varied human interest of Fielding : and to say nothing
of his vast intellectual inferiority to Bwift, he never so
much as approaches those problems of everlasting con-
cernment to man which Swift handles with so terrible a
faseination. Certainly no enthusiastic Gibbon of the
future is ever likely to eay of Sterne’s * pictures of human
manners,” that they will * cutlive the palace of the Es-
curial and the Imperial Eagle of the House of Austria”
Anguredly no one will ever find in #iiz so-called English
antitype of the Curé of Meudon, eny of the deeper
qualitiea of that gloomy and commanding spirit which
has been finely compared to the * soul of Rabelais
halitans in eicco.” Nay, to descend even to minor apti-
tudes, Bterne cannot tell a story as Swift and Fielding
can tell one: and his work ia not assured of life as Tom
Jones and Gulliver's Travels, considered as stories alone,
would be assured of it—even if the one were stripped of
its cheerful humour, and the other disarmed of ita savage
allegory. And hence it might Le rash to predict that
Sterne’s days will be as long in the land of literary
memory a8 the two great writers aforesaid, Ranked, as
he otill is, emong “ English classics,” he undergoes, I
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suspect, oven more than en English clagsic’s ordinary
ghare of reverential neglect. Among those who talk
about him, he has, I should imagine, foewer readers than
Fielding, and very much fewer than Swift, Nor is he
likely to increase their number as time goes on, but
rather perhaps the contrary. Indeed the only question is
whether with the lapse of years he will not, like other
writers ag famous in their day, become yeot more of a mere
name. KFor there is still, of conrse, a further stage to
which he may decline. That object of so much empty
month-honour, the English elgssic of the last and earlier
centuries, presents himself for classification under three
distinet categories. There is the class who are still read
in a certain messure, though in a much smaller measure
than is pretended, by the great body of ordinarily well-
educated men, Of this class, the two authors whose
names I have already cited, Bwift and Fielding, are
typical examples ; and it may be taken to include Gold-
smith aleo. Then comes the clase of those whom the
ordinarily well-educated public, whatever they may pre-
tend, read really very little or not at all: and in this
clasa we may couple Sterne with Addison, with Smollett,
and, ezcept of courss s to Robinson Crusoe—unless,
indeed, our izsé boye have outgrown him among other
pleasures of boyhood—with Defoe. Dut below this there
is yet a third class of writers, who are not only read by
mone but the eritie, the connoissenr, or the historian of
literature, but are scarcely read even by them, except
from curiosity, or *in the way of business.” The typa of
this elass is Richardson : and one cannof, I say, help
asking whether he will hereafter have Sterne as a compa-
nion of his dusty solitude. Are Tristram Shandyand the
Bentimental Jowrney destined to descend from the second
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clegn into the third—from the region of partiel into that
of total neglect, and to have their portion with Clarfssa
Harlows and Sir Charles Grandison? The unbounded
vogue which they enjoyed in their {ime will not save
them ; for sane and sober critice compared Richardson in
his day to Bhakespeare, and Diderot broke forth into
prophetic rhapeodies upon the immortality of his works
which to us in these days have become absolutely
pathetic in their felicity of felsified prediction. Seeing,
too, that o pood threefeurtha of the attractions which
won Sterne his contemporary popularity are now se much
dead weight of dead matter, and that the vital residunm
is in amount eo emall, the fate of Richardson might seem
to be but too close behind him. Yet it is diffienlt to
believe that this fate will ever quite overtake him. His
gentiment may have mostly ceased—it probably has
ceased, to stir any emotion at all in these days; but there
iz an imperishable element in his humour. And though
the circle of his readers may have no tendency to increase,
one can hardly suppose that e charm, which thoss who
etill foel it feel so keenly, will ever entirely cease to
captivate ; orthat fime can have any power over s perfume
which s0 wonderfully retains the pungent freshnesa of ita
fragrance after the lapse of a hundred yearsa
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HAWTHORNE.

CHAPTER L
EALLY YEARH,

Ir will be necessary, for seversl reasoms, to give this
short sketch the form rather of a critical essay then
of & biography. The data for a life of Nathaniel Haw-
thorne are the reverse of copious, and even if they wore
abundant they would serve butin a limited measure the
purpose of the biographer. Hawthorne's caresr was
probably as tranquil end unevemtfnl a one as ever fell
to the lot of a man of letters ; it was almoet strikingly
deficient in incident, in what may be called the dramatic
quality, Few men of egqual genius and of equal emi-
nence can have led on the whole s simpler life. His
six volomes of Note-Books illustrate this simplicity ;
they are & sort of monument to an nnagitated fortune,
Hawthorne's career had few vicissitudea or variations ;
it was pamsed for the moet part in a amall and homo-
geneous society, in & provineial, rural community ; it
had few perceptible points of contact with what is called
the world, with public evente, with the manners of hin
L B
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time, even with the life of his neighbours. Its literary
incidents are not numerous, He produced, in quantity,
but little, His works conaist of four novels and the
fragment of another, five volumes of short tales, a
collection of sketches, and a couple of story-books for
children, And yet some account of the man and the
writer is well worth giving. Whatever may have been
Hawthorne's private lot, he has the importance of being
the most beautiful! and most eminent representative of
& litersture, The importance of the literatnre may be
questioned, but at any rate, in the field of letters,
Hawthorne is the most valuable example of the Ameri-
oan gening. That gemius has not, as a whole, been
literary ; but Hawthorne was on his limited scale a
master of expression. He ia the writer to whom his
oountrymen most confidently point when they wish to
maks a claim {0 have enriched the mother-tongue, and,
judging from present appearances, he will long occupy
this honourable position, If there is something very
fortunate for him in the way that he borrows an added
relief from the absence of competitors in his own line
and from the general flatness of the literary fiald that
surrounds him, there is also, to a epestator, something
almoat touching im hias situstion. He waa »0 modest
and dolicate s geniua that we may faney him appealing
from the lonely homour of & represemntative attitude-—
perceiving a painfo] incongruity between his imponder-
able literary baggage and the large oconditions of
American lifs, Hawthorne on the ane side is so subtle
and slender and unpretending, and the Amepican world
on the other is o vast and various and substantial, that
it might seern Yo the author of The Scariet Lester and
the Moesss from on (Old MHanss, that we render him a
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poor service in contrasting his proportions with those
of n great civilization. But our anthor must acespt
the awkward as well as the graceful side of his fame;
for he has the advantage of pointing a wvaluable moral.
This moral is that the flower of art blooms only where
the soil is deep, that it takes & great deal of history to
produce a little literature, that it needs & complex
social ronchinery to set a writer in motion, American
oivilization has hitherto had other things to do than to
produce fiowers, and before giving birth to writers it
has wisely ocoupied iteelf with providing something for
them to write about. Three or four beautiful talente
of trans-Atlantic growth are the sum of what the world
usually recognises, and in this modest mnosegay the
genius of Hawthorne is admitted to have the rarest and
swostest, fragrance,

His vary simplirity has been in his favour; it has
helped him to appear complste and homogeneous, To
talk of his being national would be to foroe the
note and make a migtake of proportion; but be is, in
gpite of the absenoe of the reelistic quality, intemsely
and vividly local. Out of the eoil of New England he
aprang—in & crevico of that immitigable granite he
sprouted and bloomed. Half of the interest that he
posseases for an American reader with any turn for
analysis must reside in his latent New England savour;
and I think it np more than just to say that whatever
entertainment he may yield to those who mow him at
& distance, it is an almoest indispensable ocondition of
properly appreciating him to have recsived a personal
impreesion of the manners, the morals, indeed of the
very climate, of the great region of which the remark-
able city of Boston is the metropolis. The cold, bright

B2
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air of New England seerns to blow through his pages,
and these, in the opinion of msny peopls, are the
medium in which it is most agreesble to make
the aoqunintance of that tonio atmosphere. As to
whether it is woeth while to sesk to know some-
thing of New England in order to extract a more
intimate quality from The Houss gf Ssven Gables and
T%he Blithedale Romancs, I need not pronounce ; but it is
certain that a considerable observation of the society
to which these productions were more directly addressed
is a capital preparstion for enjoying them. I have
alluded to the abeence in Hawthorne of that quality of
realismn which is now so much in fashion, an absance in
rogard to which there will of course bs more to eay;
and yet 1 think I am not fanciful in saying that he
testifiea to the sentiments of the society in which he
flourished almost s pertinemtly (proportions obeerved)
as Balzac and some of his descendants—MM. Flaubert
and Zola—testify to the manners and morals of the
French people. He was not a man with a literary
theory ; he wra guiltless of a system, and I am not
sure that he had ever heard of Realiem, this remark-
able compormd having (slthough it was invented some
time earlier) come into general use only eince his death,
He had certainly not proposed to himselt to give an
aocount of the social idiosynerasies of his fellow-citizens,
for his touch on such points is always light and vygwe,
he has none of the apparatus of an historian, any ¢s
shadowy style of portraiture never suggests a myid
standard of securacy. Nevertheless he virtually offers
the moet vivid refection of New England life that has
found its way into literature. His value in this respect
is not diminished by the fact that he has not attempted
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to portray the mnlYmkooofomedy,mdth&ths
bas been almost culpably indifferent to his

for commemorating the variations of collognial English
that may be observed inthe New Wurld. Hiachnracters
do not express themselves in the dialect of the Biglow
Papers—their language indeed is apt to be too elegant,
too delicate. Thoy are not portraita of actual types,
and in thelr phraseclogy there is nothing imitative.
But none the less, Hawthorne's work savours thoroughly
of the local soil—it is redolent of the sovinl system in
which he had his being.

This pould hardly fail to be case, when the man
himself was so deeply rooted in the soil. Hawthorne
sprang from the primitive New England atock ; he had a
very definite and oonspicuous pedigres. He was bornat
Salem, Massachusetts, on the 4th of July, 1804, and his
birthday was the great American festival, the anni-
vereary of the Declaration of national Independence!
Hawthorne was in his disposition an ungua ified and
unflinghing American ; he found oocoasion to give us the
measnre of the fact during the seven years that he spent
in Furope toward the close of his life ; and this was no
more than proper on the part of a man who had enjoyed

1 lthpmparthtbeﬁmlgo farther I should acknowledge my

life, I am greatly indebted, Mr. Lathrop’s work is not pitched
im the key which many another writer wozld have chosen, and his
tone i mot fo my sense ths truly aritical ome; bat without the
help afforded by his elaborats essay, the present little volums conld
nof have been prerared.
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the homour of coming into the worid on the day on
whioh of all the days in the year the great Republic
enjoys her acutest fit of self-consciousness. Moreover,
a person who has been ushered into life by the ringing
of bells and the booming of cannon (unless indeed he be
frightened straight out of it again by the uproar of hia
awakening) receives by this very fact an injunction to
do something great, somsthing that will justify emch
striking natal accompaniments, Hawthorne wes by
race of the clearest Puritan wstrain, His earliest
American anoestors (who wrote the name “ Hathorne ”
~—the shape in which it wea transmitted to Nathaniel,
who insarted the w,) was the younger son of a Wiltshire
family, whose residence, according to a note of our
asuthor’s in 1837, was “ Wigoastle, Wigton.” Haw-
thorns, in the note in quesiion, mentions the gemtle-
man who was at that time the head of the family;
but it does not appear that he at any period renewed
scquaintance with his English kinsfolk. Major William
Hathorne came out to Massachusetts in the early years
of the Puritan settlement ; in 1635 or 1636, according
to the note to which I have just alluded ; in 1630 ac-
cording to information presumably more accurate. He
was one of the band of companiona of the virtuous and
exemplary John Winthrop, the almost lifelong royal
Governor of the young colony, and the brightest and
most amiabhle figure in the early Puritan annals,
How amisble Willism Hathorne may have been I
know nof, but he was evidently of the stuff of which
the ecitisens of the Commonwealth were best advised to
be made. He was a sturdy fighting man, doing solid
exsoution upon both the inward and outward enemies
of the State, The latter were the savages, the former
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the Quakers ; tho energy expended by the early Puritans
in resistance to the tomahawk not weakening their die-
position to deal with spiritual dangers, They employed
the pame—or almost the same—weapons in both direc-
tions ; the flintlock and the halberd against the Indiana,
and the eat-o’-nine-tails agninet the heretics. * One of
the longeet, though by no means one of the most suc-
cessful, of Hawthorne’s ehorter tales {Ths Gentls Boy)
deals with this pitiful persecution of the least aggreasive
of all schimmatic bodies. William Hathorne, who had
been made a magistrate of the town of Salem, where a
grant of land had been offered him as an inducemant to
reaidence, figures in New England history az having
given orders that “.Anme Coleman and four of her
friends " shounld be whipped through Salem, Boston,
and Dedham. This Anne Coleman, I supposs, iz the
woman alluded to in that fine passage in the Intro-
duction to The Scarlet Letter, in which Hawthorne pays
a qualified tribute to the founder of the Ameriean hranch
of his race:—

%The fignre of thet flret ancestor, invested by family
tradition with a dim and dusky grandeur, waa present to my
boyish imsgination as far back as I can remember. It still
heunts me, and induces n port of home-feeling with the pest,
which T scarcely olaim in reference to the preeent, phase of
the town, I seem to have a stronger claim to a residence
here on account of this grave, bearded, mable-cloaked and
steeple-crowned progenitor—who oame so early, with his Bible
and his sword, and trod the unworn street with such a stately
port, and make »o Jarge & figure as a man of war and pesce—-
s strohger claim than for myself, whose name is seldom
keard and my faoe bardly known. He was a acldier, legls-
lator, jndge; he was a ruler in the church; he had all the
Puariterie truits, both good and evil, Ha wes likewlse & bitter
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persecutor, as witness the Quakers, who have remembered
him in their histories, and relate en incident of his hard
severity towards s woman of their sect which will last
longer, it is to be feared, than any of his better decds, thongh
thess were many.”

William Hathorne died in 1681; but those hard
qualities that his deacendant speaks of were reproduced
in his son John, who bore the title of Colonel, and wheo
was connected, too intimately for his honour, with that
deplorable episode of New England history, the persecu-
tion of the so-called Witches of Salem. John Hathorne
in introdueed into the little drama entitled The Salem
Farms in Longfellow's New ZEngland Tragediss. I
know not whether he had the compensating merita of
his father, but our author speaks of him, in the eon-
tinoation of the passage X have just quoted, as having
made himself so conspicuous in the martyrdom of the
witches, that their blood msy be said to have left a
stain upon him. “ Bo deep a stain, indeed,” Hawthorne
adds, characteristically, that his old dry bones in
the Charter Btreet burial-ground must still retain it,
if they have not ermmbled utierly to dust.” Readers
of The House qf the Seven Gables will remember that the
story coneerns iteelf with a family which ia supposed to
be overshadowed by a curse launched against one of its
earlier members by a poor man occupying a lowlier place
in the world, whom this ill-edvised ancestor had been
the means of bringing to justice for the crime of witch-
craft. Hawthorne apparently found the idea of the
history of the Pynoheons in his own family annals,
His witch-judging ancestor was reported to have
incurred s malediction from one of his victims, in
consequence of which the prosperity of the race faded



1] EABLY YEARL ]

utterly away. “I know not,” the pessage I have
already quoted goes on, “whether these ancestors of
mine bethought themselvea to repent and ask pardon
of Heaven for their cruelties, or whether they are
now groaning under the heavy consequences of them
in another state of being. At all events, 1, the present
writer, heroby take shame upon myself for their sakes,
and pray that any curse inourred by them—as I have
heard, and as the dreary and unprosperous condition
of the race for some time back would argue to exist—
may be now and bhenceforth removed.” The two first
Americsn Hathornes had been people of importance
and responsibility ; but with the third gemeration the
family lapsed into an obsenrity from which it emerged
in the very person of the writer who bege so gracefully
for aturn in its affairs, It is very trus, Hawthorne
proceeds, in the Imtroduction to ZThe Scarlst Letter,
thet from the original point of view such lustre as he
might have ‘contrived to confer upon the name would
have appeared more than questionable.

% Rither of these stern and black-browed Puritana would
bave thought it quite a sufficient retribution for his sins that
after po long a lapse of years the old trunk of the family
tree, with so rmuach venerable moss upon it, should have borns,
ag ita topmoet bough, an idler Yike myself No sin that I
have ever cherished would they recognise as laudable; no
success of mine, if my lifs, boyond its domeatic scope, had
ever been brightened hy succces, would they deem otlerwiso
than worthless, if not positively disgracefnl, * What iabe ??
murmars ons groy shedow of my forefathera to the other.
¢ A writer of story-books! What kind of & businesa in life,
what menner of glorifying God, or being serviceable to
mankind in his day and generstion, may that be ? Why, the
degensrate follow might sa well have hoen a fiddler!’ Buch
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are the compliments bandied between my great grandsires
and myself acroes the gulf of time! And yet, let them
scorn me as they will, strong traits of their natwre have
intertwined themselves with mine,”

In this last obeervation we may imagine that there
waa not a little truth, Poet and novelist as Hawthornae
'wasg, seeptic and dreamer and little of aman of action,
Iate-coming fruit of a tree which might seem to have
loat the power to bloom, he was morally, in an appreei-
ative degree, a chip of the old block. His forefathers
had crossed the Atlantie for conscience’ sake, and it
wad the idea of the urgent conscience that hamnted the
imagination of their go-called degenerate successor, The
Puritan strain in hiz blood ran clear—ihere are pas-
sages in his Diaries, kept during his residence in Earope,
which might almost have been written by the grimmest
of the old Salem worthies, To him as to them, the
conscioumnesa of sin was the most importunate fact of
life, and if they had undertaken to write little tales,
this baleful substantive, with its attendant adjective,
could hardly have been more frequent in their pages than
in those of their fanciful descendant. Hawthorne had
moreover in hin composition, sontemplator and dreamer
a8 be was, an element of simplicity and rigidity, & scme-
thing plain and masculine and sensible, which might
heve kept hia black-browed grandsires on better terms
with him than he admita to be possible, However
little they might bhave appreciated the artist, they
would have approved of the man, The play of Haw-
thorne's intellect was light and capricions, but the man
profans, but the temper was not degensrate,

The “dreary and unprosperous ocmdition " that he
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spenks of in regard to the fortanes of his family is an
allosion to the fact that several gemerations followed
oach other on the soil in which they had been planted,
that during the eighteenth century a succession of
Hathornes trod the simple streets of Selem without
ever conferring any especial lustre upon the town
or receiving, presumsbly, any great delight from it.
A hondred years of Balem would perhaps be mather a
dead-weight for any family to carry, and we venture to
imagine that the Hathornes were dull and depressed,
They did what they could, however, to improve their
sitaation; they trod the Salom strects as little as
possible. They went to gea, and made long voysges;
seamanship became the regular profession of the family.
Hawthorne has said it in charming Innguage. * From
father to som, for above a hundred years, they followed
the mea ; & grey-headed shipmaster, in each generation,
retiring from the quarter-deck to the homeetead, while
& boy of fourteen took the hereditary place before the
mast, confronting the salt apray and the gale which had
blustered agninst his sive and grandsire. The boy aleo,
in due time, passed from the forecastls to the eahin,
gpent & tempestuous manhoocd, and returned from his
world-wanderings to grow old and die and mingle his
dust with the natal earth.” Our author's grandfathar,
Daniel Hathorne, is mentioned by Mr, Lathrop, *his
biographer and son-in-law, as a hardy privateer during
the war of Independenca. His father, from whom ke
way named, was aleo a shipmaster, and he died in
foreign lands, in the exercise of his profession. He
was carried off by a fever, st Burinam, in 1808. He
laft three children, of whom Nathaniel was the only
boy. The boy’s mother, who had been » Miss Manning,



12 HAWTHORNE, [oma®.

came of a New England stock almost as long-established
as that of her husband ; ehe is described by our author’s
biographer as & woman of remarkable beauty, and by an
authority whom he quotes, aa being ““a minute observer
of religicus festivals,” of * feasts, fasts, new-moons, and
Sabbaths.” Of feasts the poor lady in her Puritanic
home ean have had but a very limited number to cele-
brate ; but of new-moons, she may be supposed to have
enjoyed the usual, and of Sabbaths even more then the
usual, proportion,

In quiet provingial Balem, Nathaniel Hawthorne
passed the greater part of his boyhood, as well .as
many years of his later life. Mr. Lathrop hes much
to aay about the ancient picturesqueness of the place,
and about the mystic influences it wonld project upen
such 2 mind and charaster as Hawthorne’s. These
things are always relative, and in appreciating them
everything depends upon the point of view. Mr.
Lathrop writea for American readers, who in such a
matter as this are very easy to pleass. Americans have
88 a general thing a hangry passion for the pictureaqus,
and they are so fond of local colour that they cantrive
to perceive it in localities in which the amateurs of
other countries would detect only the most neutral
tings. History, as yet, hag loft in the United States
but so thin and impalpable a depoeit that we very soon
touch the hard substratum of nature; and natore her-
self, in the western world, has the peculiarity of seeming
rather orode and immature, The very air looks new
and young; the light of the sun seems fresh and in-
nocent, as if it knew as yet but few of the secrets of
the world and none of the weariness of ehining; the
vegetation has the appearance of nob having reached its
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majority. A large juvenility is stamped upon the face
of things, and in the vividness of the present, the pest,
which died so young and had time to produse so little,
attracts but scanty attention. I doubt whether English
observers would discover any very striking trace of it
in the ancient town of Balem. Btill, with all respect
to a York and a Shrewsbury, to s Teledo and a Verona,
Balem has a physiognomy in which the past plays s
more important part than the present, It is of course
& very recent past; but one must remember that the
dead of yesterday are not more alive than those of &
century age. I know not of what picturesqueness
Hawthorne was conscious in his respectable birthplace ;
I suspect his perception of it was less keen than his
biographer assumes it to have been ; but he must have
falt at least that of whatever complexity of esrlier life
thare had been in the country, the elm-shadowed streets
of Bzlem were a recognisable memento, He has made
considerable mention of the place, here and there, in
his tales; but he has nowhere dilated upon it very
lovingly, and it is noteworthy that in The Houes ¢f fhe
Seven Cables, the only one of his novels of which the
scenp ia laid in it, he has by no means availed himself
of the opportunity to give a description of it. e had
of course a filial fondness for it—a deep-veated semse
of connection with it; but he must have spent some
very dreary years thm and the two feelmgs the
mingled temderness and rancour, are visible in the
Introduction to The Soarlst Leiter.

“Ths old town of Selem,” he writes,—*my native place,
though I have dwelt mock away from it, both In boyhood and
in maturer yesrs—possesses, or did poseces, & hold on my
affections, the force of which I have never reslized during my
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of actdal yesidence here. Indeed, do far as the

aspect is conoerned, with its flat, unvariad surface,
chiefly with wooden houses, fow or none of which
architectnral beauty; its irregularity, which la
cturesque nor quaint, bat anly tame ; its long and
Mhﬂmngwuﬁmelythrngh!hewhohm
the peninsuls, with Gallows Hill and New Guinea st one
a view of the almshouss st the other—such being
tures of my native town it would be quite =8 ruason-
to form s seotimentnl attachment to & disarranged
sguer-board.”

But he gees on to eay that he bas never divested
himsolf of the sense of intensely belomging to it—that

e

s very Amerioan quality in this perpetual conscious-
nees of a spell on Hawthorne's part; it is omly in
& country where newnoss and change and brevity of
tepure are the common sobstance of life, that the fmct
of one's ancestors having lived far & hundred and
seventy years in a gingle spot would become an element
of one’s morality. It is only an imaginative Americean
that would feel urged to keep reverting to this cireum-
stance, o koop analyaing and cunningly considering it.

The Halem of to-day has, as New England towns go,
a phyuiognomy of its own, and in spite of Hawthorne's

analogy of the disarrsnged draughi-board, it is »
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decidedly agreeable ome. The spreading elms in its
streets, the proportion of large, square, honourable-lock-
ing houses, suggesting an easy, copious material life, the
little gardens, the grassy waysides, the open windows,
the air of space and salubrity and decency, and above
all the intimation of larger antecedents—these things
compese a picture which has little of the element that
painters call depth of tone, but which iz not without
something thet they would admit to be style. To
English eyes the oldest and most honourable of the
smaller American towns must seem in & manner primi-
tive and rustic; the shabhy, straggling, village-quality
appears marked in them, and their social tone is not
unnaturally inferred to bear the village stamp, Village-
like they are, and it would be no gross ineivility to
describe them sa large, respectable, prospercus, demo-
eratio villagea, But even & village, in a grest and
vigorous democracy, where there are no overshadowing
squires, where the * county " has no social existence,
where the villagers are conscious of no superinowmbent
strata of gentility, piled upwards into vague regions of
p-ivilege—even & village is not an institution to acoept
of more or less graceful patronage ; it thinks extremely
waell of itself, and is absolute in its own regard. Halem
is a sea-port, but it is a sea-port dessrted and decayad.
It belongsto that rather melancholy group of old coast-
towns, ecattered along the great sea-face of New England,
and of which the list is completed by the names of
Portamouth, Plymouth, New Bedford, Newburyport,
Nowport—superannuated centres of the traffie with
foreign lands, which have seen their trade carried away
from them by the greater cities, .As Hawthorne says,
their venturea have gone “lo ewell, necedlesaly and
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imperceptibly, the mighty flood of commerce at New
York or Boston.” Balem,at the baginning of the pree-
ent century, played a great part in the Eastern trade;
it was the residence of enterprizing ghipowners who
despatched their vessels to Indian and Chinese seas.
It was a place of large forbunes, many of which have
remained, though the activity that produced them has
passed away. These muccesaful traders constitnted
what Hawthorne calls “the arigtocratic class” He
alludes in one of hig alighter eketches (The Sister Fears)
to the sway of this olass and the *moral influence of
wealth " having been more marked in Balem than in
any other New England town. The sway, we may
helisve, waa on the whole gently exercised, and the
moral influence of weslth was not exerted in the cause
of immorality. Hawthorne was probably but imperfectly
conscious of an advantage which femiliarity had made
stale—the fact that he lived in the most democratic
and most virtnous of modern communities, Of the
virtus it is but civil to suppose that his own family had
a liberal ghare ; but not much of the wealth, apparently,
came into their way, Hawthorne was not born to a
patrimony, and his income, Iater in life, never exceeded
vary modeat proportions.

Of hig childish years there appears to be nothing
veory dafmite to relate, though hia biographer devotes a
good many graceful pages to them. There is & consider-
able sameness in the behaviour of small boys, and it is
probable that if we were moquainted with the details
of our anthor's infantine career we ehould find it to
be made up of the same pleasnres and pains as that of
many ingenuons lads for whom fame has had nothing in

keeping,
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The absence of precocions symptoms of genius is on
the whole more striking in the lives of men who have

distinguished themselves than their juvenile promiss;
though it must ba added that Mr. Yathrop has made
out, as be was almoet in duty bound to do, a very good
case in favour of Hawthorne's having been an interest-
ing child. He was not at any time what would be
called a sociable man, and there is therefore nothing
unexpected in the fact that he was fond of long walks
in which he was not known to have had a companion.
¢ Juvenile literature * was but seantily known at that
time, and the enormous snd extraordinary coniribution
made by the United States to this department of haman
bappiness was locked in the bosom of futmrity, The
young Hawthorne, therefore, like many of his econ-
temporariea, wag constrained to amuse himself, for want
of anything better, with the Pilgrém's Progress and the
Foory Queen, A boy may have worse company than
Bunyan and Bpenser, and it is very probable that in
hia childish rambles cnr anthor may have had aascciates
of whom there oould be no record. 'When he was nine
years old he met with an acoident at school which
threatensd for & while to have serions results, He was
strack on the foot by a ball and so0 severely lamed that
he was kept at home for & long time, and had not ocom-
pletely recovered before hig twelfth year, Hia schoal,
it ig to be supposed, wan the common dey-school of New
England—the primery factor in that extraordinarily
pervasive system of instruction in the plainer branches
of learning, which forms one of the principal ornamenta
of Amerioan life. In 1818, when he was fourteern years
old, he was taken by hig mother to live in the house of
an uncle, her brother, who was established in the town
0
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of Raymond, near Lake Hebago, in the Btate of Mains,
The immense Biate of Maine, in the year 1818, must
have had an even more magnificently natural character
than it possesses at the present day, and the uncle's
dwelling, in consequence of being in a little mmarter
style than the primitive strnotnres that surrounded it,
was known by the villagers as Manning’s Folly, Mr.
Lathrop pronounces this region to be of a  weird and
woodsy " character; and Hawthorne, Iater in life, spoke
of it to a friend as the place where “I first got my
cursed habits of solitude.” The outlook, indeed, for an
embryonic novelist, wonld not seem to have been cheer-
ful ; the social dreariness of & emaill New England com-
munity lost amid the forests of Maine, st the beginning
of the present century, must have been consummate.
But for a boy with a relisk for solitude there were many
natural rezonrocs, and we can understand that Haw-
thorne should in after years have spoken very tenderly
of this episode. I lived in Maine like & bird of the
air, so perfect was the freedom I enjoyed.” During the
long summer days he rcamed, gun in hand, through
the great woods, and during the moonlight nighta of
winter, eays his biographer, quoting ansther informant,
‘“he would ekate until midnight, all alone, npor Sebago
Lake, with the deep shadows of the ivy bills on either
h‘nd.”

In 1819 he was sent back to Balem to school, and in
the following year he wrote to his mother, who had re-
mained at Raymond (the boy had found a home at Salem
with another unele), *“ I have left school and have begun
to fit for oollege wnder Benjm. L. Oliver, Lawyer. So
you are in danger of having one learned man in your
family. . . . I get my lessons at home and recite them
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to him (Mr. Oliver) at geven o’clock in the morning. . .
. « Shall you want me to be s Minister, Dooctor, or
Lawyer? A Minister I will not be.”” He adds, at the
close of this epistle— 0 how I wish I was again with
you, with nothing o do but to go a-gnnning| But the
happiest days of my lifs are gone.” In 1821, in his
seventeenth year, he entered Bowdoin College, at Brane-
wick, Maine. This institution was in the year 18%1—a
quarter of & century after its fonndation—a highly
honeurable, but not & very elsborately organized, nor
s particularly impressive, seat of learning. I may it
was not impreesive, but I immediately remember that
impressions depend upon the minda receiving them ; and
that to a group of simple New England Iads, upwards of
sixty years ago, the halls and groves of Bowdoin, neither
dense nor lofty though they can have been, may have
seemed replete with Academio stateliness, It was &
homely, mimple, frugal, “ country college,” of the old-
fashinned American stamp ; exerting within ite limits
a civilizing influence, warking, emid the forests and
the lakes, the log-houses and the clearings, toward the
emenities and humanities and other collegiate graces,
and offering a very sufficient education to the future
lawyers, merchants, clergymen, politiciane, and editors,
of the very active and knowledge-Ioving community
that supported it. It did more than this—it numbered
poets and stateamen among ite undergraduates, and on
the roll-call of its sons it has reveral distinguished
pames. Among Hawthorne's fellow-students was Henry
‘Wadaworth Longfellow, who divides with our author
the honour of being the most distinguished of American
mem of letters. T know not whether Mr. Longfellow
waa especially intimate with Hawthorne at this period
o2
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(they were very good frienda later in life), but with two
of his eompanions he formed a friendship which lasted
always. One of these was Franklin Pierce, who was
destined to fill what Hawthorne calls © the most august
position in the world.” Pierce was elected President of
the United Btates in 1852. The other was Horatio
Bridge, who afterwards served with distinetion in the
Navy, and to whom the charming prefatory letter of
the colleetion of tales published nnder the name of TRs
Snow Image, is addressed. “If anybody is responsible
at this day for my being an author it is yourself. I
know not whence your faith came; but while we were
Isds together at & ocountry colloge—gathering blue-
berries in study-hours under those tall Acadamio pines ;
or watohing the great logs as they tumbled along the
currenb of the Androscoggin ; or shooting pigeons and
grey squirrels in the woods; or bat-fowling in the
summer twilight ; or catching trout in that shadowy
little stream which, I supposs, is siill wandering river-
ward through the forest—though you and I will never
cast o line in it again—two idle lads, in short (ne we
need not fear to ackmowledge now), doing a hundred
things the Faculty never heard of, or else it had been
worse for us—still it was your prognostie of yourfriend’s
deetiny that he was to be a writer of fiction.” That is
a very pretiy picture, but it is & picturs of happy urchins
b school, rather than of nndergraduates * panting,” s#
Macaulay anys, “for oneand twenty,” Poor Hawthorne
was indeed thousands of miles away from Oxford and
Cambridge; that touch abont the bineberrice and the
logs on the Androscoggin tells the whole story, and
slxiken the note, ag it were, of his cireumstances, Buat
if the pleasures ai Bowdoin were nobt expensive, so
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neither were the penalties. The amount of Hawthorne's
oollegiate bill for one term was less than 4., and of
this sum more than 9s. was made up of fines, The
fines, however, were not heavy. Mr. Lathrop prints a
letter addressed by the President to « Mra. Elizabeth O,
Hathorne,” requesting her eo-operation with the officers
of this college, “in the attempt to induce yonr som
faithfully to observe the laws of this inetitution.” He
has just been fined fifty centa for playing cards for money
doring the preceding term. ‘' Perhaps he might not
have gamed,” the Professor adds, “were it not for the
influence of a student whom we have dismissed from
college,” The hiographer guotes a letter from Haw-
thorne to one of his eisters, in which the writer says, in
allusion to this remark, that it is & great mistake to
think that he bas been led away by the wicked onea. I
was fully as willing to play as the person he suspects
of having enticed me, and wonld have been influenced
by no one. I have a great mind fo commence playing
sgein, merely to show him that I secrn to be ssducad
by another into anything wrong.” There in something
in these fow words that aceords with the impreasion
that the observant reader of Hawthorne gathers of the
personal character that underlay his duskily-sportive
imagination—an impression of simple manliness and
iransparent honesty.

He appears to have been a fair scholar, but not a
brilliant one; and it is very probable thet as the stand-
ard of echolarship at Bowdoin was mnot high, he gradu-
ated none ihe less comfortably on this acccunt. Mr,
Lathrop is able to testify to the fact, by no means s
surprising one, that he wrote verses at collage, though
the few stanzas that the hiographer quotes are nob
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such a3 to make us especially regret that his rhyming
mood was a transient one.

% The ocean hath its wilent caves,
Deep, quiet and alone.
Though there be fury on the waves,
Beneath them there is none.”
That quatrain may suffice to decorate our page. And
in connection with his college days I may mention his
firel novel, a ghort romance entitled Fanshiaws, which
was published in Boston in 1828, three years after he
graduated. 1 was probably also written after that
event, but the seene of the tale is laid at Bowdoin
(which figures under an altered name), and Haw-
thorne's attitude with regard to the book, even shortly
after it was published, was such as to assign it to
this boyish period. It was issued anonymously, but
he so repented of his venture that he annihilated the
edition, of which, according to Mr. Lathrop, “not
balf & dozen copies are now known to be extant.” I
bave meen none of these rare volumes, and I kmow
nothing of Fanshaws but what the writer just quoted
relates. It is the story of a young lady who goes in
rather an odd fashion to reside at “ Harley College”
{equivalent of Bowdoin), under the care and guardian-
ship of Dr. Melmoth, the President of the institution,
a venerable, amiable, unworldly, and henpecked soholar.
Here she becomea very naturally an object of interest
to two of the students; in regard to whom I cannot do
better than quote Mr, Lathrop, Oneof thess youngmen
“is Edward Wolcott, & wealthy, handsome, generous,
healthy young fellow from omne of the seaport towns;
and the other Fanshawe, the hero, who is a poar
but ambitions recluse, already passing into s decline
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through overmuch devotion %0 books and meditation.
Fanshawe, though the deeper nature of the two, and
intensely moved by his new passion, perceiving that a
union between himsslf and Ellen could not be a happy
one, regigns the hope of it from the beginning. But cir-
onmstances bring him into intimate relation-with her,
The real action of the book after the preliminaries,
takes up only some three days, and turns upon the
attempt of a man named Butler to entice Ellen away
under his protection, then marry her, and secure the
fortune to which she is heiress. This scheme is partly
frustrated by circumstances, and Butlers purpose
towards Ellen thns becomes & much mere ginister onse,
From this she is rescued by Fanshawe, and knowing
that he lovea her, but is concealing his paassion, she
gives him the oppertunity and the zight to claim her
hand, For a moment the rush of desire and hope is
so great that he hesitates; then he refuses to take
advantage of her generosity, and perts with her for a
last time. Jllen becomes engaged to Wolcott, who had
won her heart from the first; and Fanchawe, sinking
into rapid conesmmption, dies before his class graduates.”
The story must have had a good deal of inncoent light-
ness; and it is a proof of how little the world of obser-
vation lay open to Hawthorne, at this time, that he
ghould have had no other choice than to make his
little drama go forward between the rather naked walls
of Bowdoin, where the presence of his hercine was
an emsentinl fnnongruity. He was twenty-four years
old, but the * world,” in its socinl sense, had not dis-
oosed itself to him  He had, however, already, at
moments, a very pretty writer's tonch, as witness this
paseage, quoted by Mr, Lathrop, and which is worth
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transgribing, The bhercine has gone off with the
nefariony Butler, and the good Dr. Melmoth starts
in pursnit of her, attended by young Wolcott,

“i Alas, youth, these are strange times,’ observed the
Pregident, * when a doctor of divinity and an undergraduoate
set forth, like a knight-errant and lis equire, in search of a
sty damsel. Methinks I am an epitome of the church
militant, or a new species of polemical divinity. Pray
Heaven, however, there be no such ancounter in store for us;
for I utterly forgot to provide myaelf with weapons.’

%17 took some ithonght for that matter, reverend knight,’
replied Edwani, whose imagination was highly tickled by
Dr. Melmoth'a chivelrons comparison.

1 Aye, I see that you have girded on a sword,' said the divine,
¢ But wherewith shall I defend mvsalf ¥ my hand being empty
exoept of this golden-headed etaff, the gift of Mr. Langton.'

#¢0One of thees, if you will accept it anewered Edward,
exhibiting & brace of pixtols, ‘ will serve to begin the conflict
before you join the battle hand to hand.’

“1Nay, I ehsll find little safety in meddling with that
deedly instrument, gince I know not accurately from which
end proceeds the bullet,' said Dr. Melmoth. ¢ But were it not
better, since we are so well provided with artillery, to betake
oursslves, in the event of an encounter, to some stone wall or
other place of strength ?

“'If I may presure to sdvise,’ said the aquire, ©you, ns
being most valiant and experienced, should ride forward,
Innce in hand (your long staft darving for a lance), while I
annoy the enemy from afar)

#tLike Teucer, behind the shield of Ajax, interrupted Dr.
Malmoth, ‘or David with his stone and sling. No, no, young
man} I have left unfinished in my stody a learned treatise,
important not only o the present nge, but to posterity, for
whose sake I must take hoed to my sefety. But, lo] who
rides yonder?'"”

On leaving college Hawthorne had gomo back to Jive
at Salem.



OHAPTER II
BABLY MANHOOD.

Tae twelve years that followed were not the happiest
or most brilliant phase of Hawthorne's lifo; they strike
me indeed a8 having had an altogether peculiar dreari-
nogs, They had thoir uses; they were the period of
inoubation of the admirable compositions which eventn-
ally brought him reputation and prosperity. But of
their actual aridity the young man must have had a
painful conscicusnoss; he never lost the impreasion of
it. Mr. Lathrop quotes a phrase to this effect. from one
of his latters, late in life. “T am disposed te thank
God for the gloom and chill of my early life, in the hope
that my sheare of adveraity eame then, when I bore it
alone.” And the mame writer alludes t0 a touching
passage in the Englich Note-Books, which I shall quote
entire :—

#] think I have been happior this Christmas (1854) than
ever before—by my own fireside, and with my wife and
children about me-—more content to enjoy what I have, less
anxions for anything beyond it, in thia life. My early life
waa perhaps a good preparaticn £or the declining half of life ;
it heving been such a blank that any thereafter would compare
favourably with it. For  long, long while, I have occagionally
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been visited with a singular dream ; and I have an impreasion
thet I have dreamed it ever since I have been in England. It
is, that I am still at college, ar, sometimes, even, at school—
and there i3 o sense that T have been there unconscionably
long, end have quite failed to make such progress es my con-
temporaries have done ; and I seem to meet some of them
with a feeling of shame and depression that broods over me
as I think of it, even when awake. This dream, recurring all
through thess twenty or thirty years, must be cne of the
offects of that, heavy seclusion in which I shut myself up for
twolve years affer leaving college, when everybody moved
onward and left me behind. How atrange that it shonld
come now, when I may call myself famoun end prospercus!
~—when I am happy too.”

The allngion here 1a to a state of solituds which was
the young man’s positive choics at the time—or into
which he drifted at loast under the preesure of his
natural shynees and reserve. Ho was noi expansive,
he was not addicted to experiments and adventures of
intercourse, he was not, personally, in a word, what
is oalled sociahle. The general impreesion of this
silence-loving and shade-seeking side of his charaoter
is doubtless exaggerated, and, in so far as it pointa to
him as & gombre and ginigter figure, iz almost ludierously
at fault, He wag silent, diffident, more inclined to heai-
tate, to watch and wait and meditate, than to produoce
himself, and fonder, on almost any oecasion, of being
abeent than of being present. Thisquality betrays itself
in all his writings. Thereis in all of them something
oold and light and thin, something belonging to the
imagination alone, which indicates & man but liRle
disposed to multiply hia relations, his points of contact,
with wodiety. If wo read the gix volumes of Note-
Books with an aye to the evidence of this nmsoceinl mide



] EARLY MANHOOD. &

of hin life, we find it in sufficiant abundance. Bui we
find at the same time that thare waa nothing unamiable
or invidious in his shyness, and above all thai there
was nothing preponderantly gloomy. The qualities
to which the Note-Poocks most testify are, on the
whole, his sarenity and amenity of mind. They reveal
these charaoteristics indeed in an almost phenomenal
dogree. The seremity, the aimplicity, seem in certain
portions almost child-like; of brilliant gaiety, of high
spirits, there is little; but the placidity and evenness
of temper, the cheerful and ocontented view of ike
things he notes, never belie themselves. I know not
what elee he may bave written in this copious record,
and what passages of gloom and melancholy may have
been suppreased ; but as his Diariea stand, they offer in
a remarkahle degree the reflection of a mind whose
dovelopment was not in the direction of sadness. A
very clover ¥renoh critic, whose fancy is often more
lively than his observation is deep, M. Emile Montégut,
writing in the Revue des Deua Mondes, in the year 1860,
invents for our anthor the appeliation of * Un Romancdiar
Peggimiste,” Superficially speaking, pechaps, the title is
a happy one ; but only superficially. Pessimism consista
in having morbid and bitter views and theories about
haoman pature ; not in indulging in shedowy fancies
and conoeits. There is nothing whatever to show that
Hawthorne had any auch doetrines or oonvictions;
certainly, the note of depression, of despair, of the
diepogition {0 undervalup the human race, is never
sounded in his Diaries. These volumes contain ths
record of very few oconvictioms or theories of any kind ;
they move with curicus ovenness, with & charming,
graceful flow, on a level which lies above that of & man's
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philosophy. ‘They adhere with such persistence to this
upper level that they prompt the reader to helieve that
Hawthorne had no appreciable philesophy at all—no
general views that were in the least uncomfartable.
They ere the exhibition of an unperplexed intellect. I
said just nmow that the development of Hawthorne's
mind was not towards sadness; snd I ghould be in-
dlined to go still further, and say that his mind proper—
his mind in so far as it was a repository of opinions and
artioles of faith—had no development that it is of especial
importanee to look into. "What had a development was
his imagination—that delieate and penetrating imagina-
tion which was always at play, always entertaining
iteelf, always engaged in & game of hide and meek in
the region in which it seemed to him that the game
could best be played—among the chadows and sub-
structions, the dark-based pillars and supports, of our
moral nature. Beneath this movement and ripple of
his imagination—as free and gpontaneous as that of the
goa. murface—Ilay directly his personal affections, These
were solid and strong, but, according to my impression,
they had the place very much to themaelvea.

His innocent reserve, then, and his axaggerated, but
by no meang eyniesl, relish for solitude, imposed them-
gelves upon him, in a great measure, with a persistency
which helped to make the tims a tolerably arid one—go
arid & one indeed that we have seen that in the light of
later heppineas he proncunced it a blank., Butin truth,
if theso were dull years, it was not all Hawthorne's
fanlt. His situation was intrinsically poor—poor with
a poverty that one almost hesitates to look into. ‘When
wa think of what the conditions of intellectual lifs, of
teate, must have been in & emall New England town
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fifty years ago; and when we think of a young man of
beautifn]l genius, with & love of literature and romance,
of the picturesqne, of style snd form and cclour, trying
to make a career for himself in the midat of them, com-
passion for the young man becomes our dominant genti-
ment, and we see the [arge dry village picture in perhaps
almogt tco hard a light. It meems to me then that it
was possibly o blessing for Hawthorne that he was not
expansive and inquisitive, that he lived much to himself
end asked but little of his mifies. If be had been
exacting and ambitious, if his appetite had bheen large
and his knowledge various, be wonld probably have
found the bounds of Balem intolerably narrow, But
hia culinre had been of a simple sort—there was lifitle
of any other sort to be obtained In Ameriea in those
days, and though he was doubtless haunted by visions
of more enggestive opportunities, we may safely assume
that he was not to his own perception the object of
compession that he appears to a oritic who judges him
after half & century’s civilization hes filtered into the
twilight of that earlier time. If New England was
socially s very gmall place in those days, Halam was a
still smaller one; and if the American tone at large
was intensely provincial, that of New England was
not greatly helped by having the best of it. The state
of things wus extremely natural, and there couid be
now no greater mistake than to spesk of it with a
redundancy of ircny. American life had begum to con-
stitnte iteelf from the foundations; it had begun to be,
simply ; it was at an immensnrable distance from having
begun to enjoy. I imagine there was no appreciable
group of people in New England st that time proposing
to iteelf to enjoy life; this was not an undertaking for
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which any provision had been made, or to which any
enconragement was offered. Hawthorne must have
vaguely entertained some such design upon deatiny ;
but ke must have felt that his sucoess would hava to
depend wholly wpon his own ingenuity. I say he must
have proposed to himself to enjoy, simply becauss he
proposed to be an artist, and because this enters inevit-
ably into the artist's scheme. There are a thousand
ways of enjoying life, and that of the artist is ome of
the most innocent. But for all that, it connects itself
with theides of pleasure. He proposes to give pleasure,
and to give it he must first get it. Where he geta it
will depend npon circumstances, and circumstances were
not encouraging to Hawthorne.

He was poor, he was golitary, and he undertook to
devote himself to literature in a community in which
tha interest in literature was as yet of the smallest. It
is not too much to say that even to the present day it
is a considerable disecomfort in the United States mot
to be ¥ in business.” The young man who aitempts to
Isunch himself in & career that does not belong to the
so-called practical order ; the young man who has nef,
in & word, an office in the business-quarter of the
town, with his name painted on the deor, hag but a
limited place in the social system, finds no particular
bough to perch upon. He is not looked at askance, he
is not regarded as an idler ; literature and the arts have
always been held ip extreme honour in the American
world, and thoss who practise them are received on
engier terma than in other countries. Xf the tone of the
American world is in eome rerpects provindal, it is in
none more go than in {his maitter of the examggersted
homage renderad to anthorship. Tho gentleman or the
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lady who has written o book is in many cireles the
object of an admiration too indiscriminating to operate
a5 an emponragement to geod writing. There is mno
reason to suppose that this waa less the case fifty years
ago; but fifty years ago, greatly more than now, the
literary man must have lacked the comfort and inepira-
tion of belonging to a clasa. The best things come, as
& general thing, from the talents that are members of a
group ; every man works better when he has companions
working in the same lins, and yielding the stimulus of
suggestion, comparison, emulstion. Great things of
course have boen done by solitary workers; but they
have usuelly been done with double the pains they
would have oost if they had bean predoced in more
genial ciroumstances. The solitary worker loses the
profit of example and discnssion; he is apt to make
awkward experiments; he is in the nature of the case
mare or less of an empiric. The empiric may, as I eay,
be treated by the world as an experf ; but the draw-
backd and dispomforte of empiriciem remain to him,
and are in fact increased by the muspicion that is min-
gled with his gratitude, of a want in the public taste of
a pense of the proportions of things. Poor Hawthorne,
beginning to write subtle short tales ai Salem, was
empirical enough; he was one of, ab most, some dozen
Americans who had taken up literature as a profession.
The profession in the United Btatee is still very young,
and of diminutive stature; but in the year 1830 ita
hoad ocould hardly heve been seen above gromnd. It
strikes the observer of to-day that Hawthorne showed
great courage in entering a field in which the honours
and emoluments were so scanty as the profits of anthor-
ship must have been at that time. I have said thatin
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the United Btates at present authorship is a pedestal,
and litersture is the fashion; but Hawthorne's history
is & proof that it was posaible, fifty years ago, to write
8 great many little masterpieces without boecoming
known, Hoe begins the preface to the Turice-Told Tules
by remarking that he was “* for many years the obscurest
man of letters in America.” When onos this work
obtained recognition, the recognition left little to be
desired. Hawthorne never, I believe, made large suma
of money by his writings, and the early profita of these
charming sketches could not have been oconsiderable ;
for many of them, indeed, as they appeared in journals
and magazines, he had never been paid at all; but
the honcur, when omoe it dawned—and it dawned
tolerably early in the author's career—was never there-
after wanting. Hawthorne's countrymen are solidly
proud of him, and the tone of Mr. Lathrop’s Study is
in iteelf gufficient evidence of the manner in which an
American story-teller may in some oases look to hawe
his enlogy

Hawthorne's early attempt to support himself by his
pen appesrs to have been deliberate; we hear nothing
of those experiments in ocounting-houses or lawyers’
offices, of which a permanent invoeation to the Mnse i
often the inconsequent sequel, He began to write, and
to try and dispose of hix writings; and he remained at
Salem apparently only becauge his family, his mother
and bis two sisters, lived there. His mother had a
houge, of which during the twelve years that elapesd
until 1838, he appears to have been an jnmate, Mr.
Lathrop learned from his gurviving mister that after
publishing Fonshaws he produced s group of short
stories entitled Seven Tales of my Native Land, and that
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thia lady retained a very favonrable recollection of the
work, which her brother had given her to read, But
it never saw the light ; his attempta to get it published
were unsucceasful, and at Jast, in & fit of irritation and
despair, the young author burned:the manuseript.

There is probably something antobiographie in the
striking little tale of The Devil in Manusoript, * They
have been offered to seventeen publishers,” says the
hero of that aketch in regard to a pile of his cwn
Inoubrations,

#Ji would make you stare to read their answems. . , .,
One man publishes nothing but school-books; anocther hax
five novels already wnder examination; ... . snother gen-
tleman in just giving up business, on purpose, I verily believe,
to aveid poblishing my book. Tn short, of ell the seventsen
booknellers, only one has vouchsafed even to read my tales;
and he—s literary dabbler himsalf, I ahould jndge-—huthe
impertinence to crdticise them, proposing what hoe calls vaat
improvements, and conoluding, after s general sentence of
oondemnation, with the definitive sssurance that he will not
be concerned on any terma. . . . . But there does seem to be
one righteous man among those seventecn unrighteous ones,
and he tells me, fairly, that no American publisher will
meddle with an American work —seldom if by s known
writer, and never if by a new one-—unlees at the writer's
ﬁ.lk.”

But thongh the Seven Talss were not printed, Haw-
thorne prooseded to write others that were; the two
oollections of the Twice-Told Tales, and the Snow Jmage,
ate gathered from s series of oontributions to the local
journals and the annuals of that day. To make these
threo volumes, he picked out the things he thought the
beet. “Boms very small part,” he says of what re.
mains, “might yet be rummaged out (but it wonld not
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be worth the trouble}, among the dingy pages of fifteen
or twenty-years-old periodieals, or within the shabby
morocco covers of faded Sowomirs.” These three volumes
represent no large amount of literary labour for solong
a period, and the anthor admita that there is little to
show “for the thought and indusiry of that portion of
his life.” Ha atiributes the pancity of his productions
to & * total lack of sympathy st the age when his mind
would natorally have been most effervesoemt.,” < He
had no incitement to literary effort in s reasomable
prospect of reputation or profit; nothing but the
ploasure itself of composition, an enjoyment not st all
amigs in its way, and perhaps essential to the merit of
the work in hand, bubt which in the long ron will
hardly keep the chill out of a writer's heart, or the
numbness out of his fingers.,” These words ococar in
the preface attached in 1851 to the second edition of the
Twice-Told Toles ; 3 propos of which 1 may say that there
is always s charm in Hawihorne's prefaces which makes
one grateful for a pretext to quote from them, At this
time 7'%e Scarlet Letier had just made his fame, and the
short tales ware certain of a large welcome; but the
account be gives of the failure of the earlier edition to
produce a ecnmation (it had been published in two
volumes, at four years apart), may appear to contradiot
my amsertion that, thongh he was not recognised imme-
distely, he was recognised betimes. In 1850, when
The Soariet Letier appeared, Hawthorne was forty-six
years old, and this may certainly seem a long-delsyed
popularity. On the other hand, it must be remembered
that he had not appealed to the world with any great
eneryy. The Tiwice-Told Tales, charming e they are,
do not constitute a very wmassive literary pedestal, Ax
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soon a8 the anthor, resoriing to severer measures, put
farth The Soarlei Lettor, the public ear was touched and
charmed, and after that it was beld to the end. « Wall
it might have been |” the reader will exclaim. *“But
what s grievons pity that the dulneas of this same
organ should have operated so long s a deterrent, and
by making Hawthorne wait till he waa nearly ffty to
publish his first novel, have abbreviated by a0 much his
productive career!’’ The truth is, he cannoct have
been in any very high degree ambitious; he was not an
abundant producer, and there was manifestly a strain
of generous indolemoce in his composition. There wan
s loveable want of cagorness about him, Let the en-
oouragement offered bave been what it might, he hed
waited till he was lapaing from middle-life to strike his
first noticeable blow ; and during the Isst ten years of
his career he put forth but two complete works, and
tho fragment of & third,

It is very true, however, that during this early
period he seems to have been very glad to do whatever
came to his hand, Certain of hi tales found their way
into one of the smunuals of the time, s publication
endowed with the brilliant title of Zhs Boston Token
and Atlantic Soweendr. The editor of this graceful
repository was B. G. Qoodrich, & gentleman who, I
suppose, may be called oneof the pioneers of American
periodical literatore. He is better known to the world
as Mr, Peter Parley, a name under which he produced
s multitade of popular school-books, story-bocks, and
other attempts to vulgarise human knowledge end adapt
it to the infant mind, This enterprising purveyor of
literary warea appears, incangruously enough, to have
been Hawthorne's earliest protector, if protection is

D 2
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the proper word for the treatment that the young
in 1838 to go to Boston to adit a periodical in which he
wae intereated, Ths American Magazine of Usgful and
Entertaining Knowledgs, T have never seen the work
in question, but Hawthorne's biographer gives a sorry
aocount of ik, It was managed by the so-called Bewick
Oompany, which *took its name from Thomas Bewick,
the English restorer of the art of wood engraving, and
the magasine waato do his memory honour by his admir-
able illustrations, Buot in fact it never did any ome
honour, nor brought any ome profit. It was & penny
popular affair, containing condensed information about
innumerable pubjects, no fietion, and little poelry.
The woodents were of the crudest and most frightful
gort. It passed through the hands of several editora
and several publishers, Hawthorne was engsged at =
salary of five hundred dollars a year; but it appears
that he gob next to nothing, and did not stay in the
poeition long.” Hawthorne wrote from Boston in the
winter of 1836: #I came here trusting to Goodrich's
positive promise to pay me forty-five dollars as soon as
I arrived ; and he has kept promising from one day to
snother, till I do not see that he meens to pay at all.
I bave now broke off all intercourse with him, and
nover think of going near him. . ... I don't feel
at all obliged to him about the editorship, for he is a
stockholder and director in the Bewick Company . . . .
and I defy them te get another to do for s thowsand
dollars, what T do for five hundred. ”—* I make nothing,”
he says in another lsiter, “'of writing & history or
biography before dibner.” Goodrich proposed to him
to write & Universal History for the use of achools,
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offering him & hundred dollars for his share in the work,
Hawthorne aocepted the offer and took & hand—I know
not how Iarge & one—in the job. His biographer has
beon able to identifly a singla phrase as onr anthor's.
He is speaking of George IV : *“ Even when he was
quite & young man this King cared as mneh about dress
as any young coxoamb., He bad a great deal of taste
in such matters, and it is & pity that he was a King, for
he might oiherwise have made an excellent tailor.”
The Universal IHistory bad a great vogue and pamsed
throngh hundreds of editions; bot it does not appear
that Hawthorne ever received more than his hundred
dollars, The writer of these pages vividly remembers
making ita soquaintance at an early stage of his sduca-
tion—a very fat, estnmpy-looking book, bound in boards
oovered with green paper, and having in the text very
small woodouts, of the moet primitive sart. He
associates it to this day with the names of Hescstris
and Bemiramis whepever he encounters them, there
having been, he supposea, some account of the conquests
of these potentates that would impress itaelf wpon the
imagination of & child. At the end of four months,
Hawthorne had received but twenty dollars—four
pounds—for his editorship of the American Magarine.
There © something pitifal in this episode, end some-
thing really touching in the sight of a delicate and
superior genius obliged to ocomcern himself with such
paltry undertakings. The simple fact was that for a
man attempting at that tims in Ameriea to live by his
pen, there were no larger openings ; and to live at all
Hawthorne had, as the phrase is, to make himself emall.
This cost him les, moreover, than it would bave cost
a more copious and streruons genius, for his modesty
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was evidently extreme, and I doubt whether he had any
very ardent oonscionsness of rare talent. He went basck
to Salem, and from this tranqumil stamdpoint, in the
apring of 1837, he watohed the flret volume of his Twics-
Zold Tales comp into the world, He had by this time
been living some ten yoars of his manhood in Salem,
and an American commentator may be excused for feel-
ing the desireto constract, from the very scanty material
that offers iteelf, & slight picture of his life thers. I
have quoted his own allusions to ita dulness and blank-
vead, but I confess that theee observations serve rather
to quicken than o depress my curiosity. A biograpber
has of neceesity a relish for detail ; his business is to
multiply pointe of charascterisation. Mr. Lathrop tells
us that our anthor * bad little communmication with even
the members of his family. Frequently his meals were
brought and left at his locked docr, and it was not often
that the four inmates of the old Herbert Btreet mansion
met in family circle, He never read hig atories aloud
to his mother and gisters. . . It was the custom in this
household for the several members io remain very much
by thamselvea ; the three ladies were perhaps nearly as
riggrous recluses as himself, and, speaking of the isola-
tion which reigned among them, Hawthorne once said,
' We do not even l/ive at our house !' ” It is added that
he was not in the habit of going to church. This innot s
lively piotuve, nor i that other sketch of his daily habits
much more exhilarating, in which Mr. Lathrop affirms
that though the statement that for several years ““ he
never saw the sun* is entirely an error, yet it is
troe that he shirred little abroad all day and *seldom
ohose to walk in the town except at night” In the
dusky bhours he took walks of many miles along the
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ooast, or clse wandered ahouk the aleeping streets of
Balom. Theee were his pastimos, and these were ap-
parently his most intimate oocasions of ocontsot with
life. Lifo, on such oocoasions, was not very exmberant,
ag any one will reflect who has been aoquainted with
the physiognomy of & small New England town after
nina o'clock in the evening, Hawthwrne, however, was
an inveterate cbeerver of amall things, and he foond a
field for fancy among the most trivial accidents, There
could be no better example of this happy faculty than the
little paper entitled “ Night Bketohes,” included among
the Z'wice-Told Tales. This smnall dissertation is about
nothing at all, and to call attention to it is almost to
overrate its importamcs. This fast is equally true,
indeed, of a great many of its companions, which give
even the most appreciative oritic a singular fecling of
bis own indiscretion—almost of his own crnelty. They
are po light, so alight, eo tenderly trivial, that simply
to mention them is to put tham in a false position. The
suthor's claim for them is barely audible, even to the
moet acute listener, They are things to take or o
leave—to enjoy, but not to talk sbout. Not to rend
them wonid be to do them an injustice (to read them s
essentially to relish them), but to bring the machinery
of criticiam to bear upon them would be to do them s
atill greater wrong. I must remember, however, that
to carry this principle too far would be to endanger the
general validity of the preeent little work—a consum-
mation which it can only be my desire to avert, There-
fore it is that I think it permissible to remark that
in Hawthorme, the whole class of little descriptive
effusions direoted upon common things, to which theee
just-mentioned Night Sketches belong, have a grester
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charm than there is any warrant for in their substanos.
The charm is made up of the spontansity, the persomal
quality, of the fancy that plays through them, its
mingled simplicity and subtlety, ita purity and its
bonAonvie. The Night Sketches are simply the light,
familiar record of a walk under an umbrella, at the end
of & long, dull, rainy day, through the sloppy, ill-paved
streets of a oomntry town, where the rare gaslamps
twinkle in the large pnddles, and the blue jars in the
druggist’s window shine through the vulgar drimle,
One wonld my that the inspiretion of such & thome
counld have had no grest force, and such doubiless was
the oase; but out of the Salem puddles, nevertheless,
springs, flowerlike, a charming and natural piece of

prose.

I have mid that Hawthorne was an observer of
emall things, and indeed he sppears to have thought
nothing too trivial to be suggestive. His Note Books
give us the measure of his perception of pommon and
casual things, snd of his habit of oconveriing them
into memorands. These Note-Books, by the way—thia
seems an good & place as any other to eay it—are
& vory singular series of volumes; I doubt whether
there is anything exsctly oorresponding to them in
the wholo body of literature. They were published—
in six volumes, issued at intervals—some years after
Hawthorne's death, and no person sttempting to write
an acoount of the romancer oould afford to regret that
they shonld have been given to the world. There is
s point of view from which this may be regretied;
but the attitede of the biographer is to desire as many
dooussents as possible. I am thankful, then, as a
biographer, for the Note-Books, but I am obliged to
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vonfeas that, though I have just re-read them eavefully,
Y am still at & loss to perceive how they cams to be
written-~what was Hawthorne's parposs in earrying on
for s0 many years this minute and often trivial chroniele,
For a person desiring information about him st any
oout, it is waluable; it sheds a vivid light upon his
character, his habita, the nature of his mind. But we
find curselves wondering what was ita valne to Haw-
thorne himself, It is in & very pariial degrse a register
of impressions, and in a still smaller sense a record of
emotions, Outward objects play much the larger part
in it ; opinions, eonvietions, ideas pure and simple, are
almost absent. He rarely takes his Note-Book into hia
oonfidence or commits to its pages any reflections that
might be adapted for publicity ; the aimplest way to
describe the tone of these extremely objective journals
in to say that they read like a series of very plessant,
though rather dollish and decidedly formal, letters,
addressod to himself by & man who, having suspicions
that they might be opened in the poet, should have
datermined to inrert nothing compromiging, They con-
tain much that is too futile for things intended for pub-
licity ; whereas, on the other hand, as s receptacle of
private impreszions and opiniona, they are curioualy cold
snd empty. They widen, aa I have said, our glimpeo of
Hawthorne's mind (I do not say that they elevate our
estimate of it), bul they do so by what they fail to con-
tain, as wuch as by what we find in them. Qur businees
for the moment, however, ia not with the light that they
throw upon his intellect, but with the information they
offier about his habits and his social circumstances,

I kmow not at what age he began to keep a diary;
the first entries in the American volumes are of the
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summer of 1835, There in a phrase in the preface to
his novel of Trangformation, which must have lingered
in the minds of many Americans who have trisd to
write povels and to lay the scene of them in the
western world, “No author, without a trial, ean
conceive of the diffioulty of writing » romance about
a country where there is no shadow, no antiquity, no
mystery, no picturesque and gloomy wrong, nor any-
thing but a commonplace prosperity, in broad snd
simple daylight, as is happily the case with my dear
mative land.” The perusal of Hawthorne's American
Note-Booka operates as a practical commentary upon this
somewhat ominous text. It does so at least to my own
mind ; it would be too much perhaps to ssy that the
elfect would be the same for the usual English reader.
An Ameriean reads between the lines—he completes the
suggostions—he constructs & picture. I think I am not
guilty of any gross injustice in saying that the pictare
he oonstructa from Hawthorne's Amerioan disries,
though by no means without charms of its own, is
not, on the whele, an interesting one. It is character-
ised by an extraordinary blankness—a curious palensas
of colour and paucity of detail. Hawthorne, as I have
said, has & large and healthy appetite for detail, and one
is therefore the more struck with the lightness of the diet
to which his observation was condemned. For myself,
a4 I tarn the pages of hia journals, T seem to sce the
image of the crude and simple society in which be lived,
I use these epithets, of course, not invidiously, but de-
seriptively ; if one deaire to enter as clossly as possible
into Hawthorne's situation, ane must_endeavour to re-

his circumstances. 'We are struck with the
large number of elements that were absent from them,
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and the coldnesa, the thinness, the blankness, to repeat
my epithet, precent themselvea 8o vividly that our fore-
most feeling is that; of compassion for s rowancer looking
for subjecta in such a feld. It takes so many things, as
Hawthorne must have felt later in life, when he made
the sequaintance of the denser, richer, warmer Enropean
spectacle—it tukes such an accumulation of history and
custom, such & complexity of manners and types, to form
a fund of suggestion for » novelist. If Hawthorne had
been & young Englishman, or a young Frenchman of the
sameo degree of genins, the same cast of mind, the same
habits, his conssiovsness of the world arcund him would
have been a veory different affair; however obscure, how-
over rescrved, his own personal life, his sense of the life
of his fellow-mortals would have been almost infinitaly
more various, The negative side of the spectacle om
which Hawthorne looked out, in hia contemplative
saunterings and reveries, might, indeed, with a little
ingemuity, ba made almoat lndicrous ; one might enume-
rate the iteme of high civilization, as it existe in other
countries, which are absent from the texture of Ameri-
ean life, until it should become a wonder to know what
wag left, NoState,in the Enropean senso of the word, and
indeed barely a specific national name. No sovereign, no
court, no personal loyalty, no aristoeracy, no oburch, no
clergy, oo army, no diplomatic service, no couniry gentle-
men, no palaces, no castles, nor manars, nor old country-
houses, nor parsonages, nor thatched cottages nor ivied
ruins; no cathedrals, mor abbeys, nor little Norman
churches ; no great Universities nor publie schools--no
Oxford. nor Eton, nor Harrow ; no literature, no novels,
U0 museuma, no pictures, no political society, no sporting
clags—no Epsom nor Ascot! Bome such kst as that
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might be deawn up of the abaent things in Amerioan life
—-eppecially in the American life of forty years ago, the
offect of which, npon an English or & French imagi-
pation, would probably as a general thing be appalling.
The natural remark, in the almost lurid light of such sn
indictment, would be that if these things are left out,
evorything is loft ont. The American known that; a good
deal remains; what it is that remaing— that is his
socret, his joke, a3 one may say. It wonld be aruel, in
thiz terrible denndation, to deny him the consolation of
his national gift, that ¢ Ametioan homour” of which
of late years we have heard so much.

But in helping na t¢ measure what remsins, our
author’s Diarios, a5 I have already intimated, would give
comfort rather to persons who might have taken the
alarm from the brief sketch I have just attempted of
what I have called the negative side of the Amerioan
social sitoation, than {o those reminding themselves of
ite fine compeneaiions. Hawthorne's entries are to a
great degree acocounta of walks in the country, drives
in stage-ooaches, people he met in taverng, The minute-
ness of the things thet attrach his attention and that he
deems worthy of heing commemorated is frequently
extreme, and from thin fact we get the impression of
a general vacamoy in the field of vision, “Sunday
evening, going by the jail, the setting sun kindled up
the windows most cheerfully ; as if there were a bright,
comfortable light within ite darksomse stome wall.” “I
went yesterdsy with Mongiour B——— o pick rasp-
berries. He fall through an old log-bridge,\thrown over
8 hollow; looking back, only his head and shoulders
appeared through the rotten logs and among the
bushes.—A shower coming on, the repid running of &
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lLittle barefooted boy, coming up unheard, and dashing
swiftly paet as, and showing us the soles of his naked
feot na Lo ran adown the path and up the opposite side.”
In snother place he devotes a page to a desaription of a
dog whom he saw running round after its tail; in still
ancther be remarks, in & paragraph by itself—* The
aromatio odor of peat-smoke, in the spunny sautumnal
air i very pleagant.” The reader says to himself that
when & man turned thirty gives a place in his mind—
and his inketand—to such trifles an thesa, it ia hecanse
nothing else of superior importance demands admigsion,
Everything in the Notes mdleatesanmple,demomho
thinly-composed society ; there is no evidence of the
writer finding himgelf in any variety or intimacy of
relations with any one or with anything. Weo find &
good deal of warrant for believing that if we add thai
statement of Mr. Lathrop’s about his meals being lefy
at the door of his room, to rural rambles of which an
impression of the temporary phases of the local apple-
arop were the usual, and an encounter with an organ-
grinder, or an ecoentrio dog, the rarer, outcome, we
construot a rough imsge of our author's daily life
during the seversl years that preceded his marriage.
He appears to have read a good deal, and that he must
have been familinr with the sources of good English we
goe from his charming, expressive, slightly self-conscious,
oultivated, but not too cultivated, style. Yet neither in
these early volumes of his Note-Books, nor in the later,
ie there any mention of his reading. There are mno
literary judgments or impressions—there is almoet no
allugion to works or to authora. The allugions to in-
dividuals of any kind are indeed much less numerous
than one might have expected ; there ia little peychology,
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little description of manners, We are toid by
Mr. Lathrop that there existed at Balem during the
early part of Hawthorne's life “a sirong circle of
wealthy families,” which *maintained rigorouely the
distinotions of olass,” and whoee “ entertainments were
splendid, their manners magnificent.” This ia & rather
piotorial way of mying that there were a number of
people in the place—the commercial and professional
aristocracy, as it were—who lived in high comfort and
respectahility, and who, in their small provincial way,
doubtlieas had pretensions to be exclusive. Into this
delsctable company Mr. Lathrop intimates that hia hero
was free to penetrate. It is easy to believe if, and it
would be diffienlt to perceive why the privilege should
have been deniod t0 a young man of genius and cultare,
who was very good-looking (Hawthorne must have been
in these days, judging by his appoarance later in life, a
sirikingly handsome fellow}, and whose Amarican pedi-
gree was virtually as long ae the longest they could
show. But in fact Hawthorne appears to have ignared
the good wmociety of his native place almoet com-
pletely ; no echo of ite convermtion is to be found in
his tales or his journals. Such an echo would poesibly
not have been especially melodious, and if we regret the
shyness and stiffness, the reserve, the timidity, the sus-
picion, or whatever it was, that kept him from knowing
what there was to be kmown, it is not becanse we have
any very definite assurance that his gains would have
beon great.  Biill, since & beautifal writer was

up in Balem, it is & pity that he shonld not have given
himself & chanoe 10 commemcrate some of the types that
flonrished in the richest scil of the place. Like almost
all people who possess in a strong degree the story-
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telling faocalty, Hawthorne had & democratis strain in
his composition and s relish for the commoner stuff of
human nature. Thoroughly American in all ways, ha
was in none racre 8o than in the vagnenees of his sense
of social distinetions and his readiness to forget them if
& moral or intelloctual sensation were o be gained by it.
He liked to fraternise with plain people, to take them
on their own terms, and put himself if possible into their
ghoss. His Note-Books, and oven hig tales, are full of
evidenos of this easy and natural feeling about all his
unconventional fellow-mortals—this imaginative interest
and contemplative cariosity—and it sometimes takes the
moet charming and graceful forme. Commingled as it
is with his own subtlety and delicagy, his complete
exemption from vnlgarity, it is one of the pointa in his
character which his reader comes most to sppreciate—
that reader I mean for whom he is not as for some fow,
& dusky and malarions genios.

But even if be had had, personally, as many preten-
gions as ho had few, he must in the nature of thinga
have been more or leas of a consenting democrat, for
democracy was the very key-stone of the simple social
structure in which he played his part. The air of his
journalse and his tales alike are full of the genuine
democratic feeling. This feeling has by no means passed
out of New England kife; it still flouriches in perfoetion
in the great stock of the people, especially in rural
communities ; but it is probable that at the present
hour & writer of Hawthorne's general fastidiousness
would not expresss it quite so artlessly. “A shrewd
gentlewoman, who kept a tavern in the town,” he says,
in Chippings with a Chisel, ** was anxiona to obtain two
or three gravestones for the decemsed members of her
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family, and to pay for thees solemn commodities by
taking the sculptor to board.” This image of &
gentlowoman keeping & tavern and looking out for
boarders, seems, from the polnt of view to which I
allade, not at all incongruons, It will be observed that
the lady in question was shrewd ; it was probable that
she was substentially eduoated, and of reputable life,
and it in certain that sho was energetio, These qualities
wonld maks it nateral to Hawthorne o speak of her aa
» gentlewoman ; the natural tendencyin societies where
the sense of equulity prevails, being to take for granted
the high level rather than ths low, Perhaps the most
striking example of the democratic sentiment in all our
author's tales, bowever, is the figure of Unele Venner,
in The Houss of the Seven (Fables, TUncle Venner ina
poor old man in & brimless hat and patched trousers,
who picks up a precarions subaistence by rendering, for
& compensation, in the honses and gardens of the good
people of Balem, those services that are know in New
Eogland as “chores,” He carries parcels, splite fire-
wood, digs potatoes, collecta refuse for the maintenance of -
his pigs, and looks forward with philosophic equanimity
to the time wken he shall end his days in the almshouse,
But in spite of the very modest place that he oooupies in
the social seale, he i mocived on a footing of familiarity
in the household of the far-descemded Misa Pyncheon ;
and when this ancient lady and her companions take the
air in the garden of & summer evening, he stepa into the
eatimable cirole and mingles the smoke of his pipe with
their refined conversation. This obviously is rather
imaginative—Uncle Venner is & creation with a pur-
pose. Ho is an original, & natural moralist, a philoso-
pher; snd Hawthorne, who knew perfectly what he
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was about in introducing him—Hawthorne always
knew perfectly what he was abont—wished to give in
his person an example of humorous resignation snd of
a lifa reduced to the gimplest and homeliest elements, ns
opposed to the fantastio pretensions of the antiquated
hercine of the story. He wished to sirike a certain
exclusively human and personal note. He knew that
for this purpose he was taking & licence; bt the point
is that he felt he was not indulging in any extravagant
violation of reality. Giving in a letter, about 1830, an
scoount of e little journey be was meking in Connecti-
cat, he says, of the end of a sevenieen miles stage,
that *in the evening, bowever, I went to s Bible.clags
with a very polite and agreesble gentlemsn, whom I
afterwards discovered to be a strolling tailor of very
questionable habits.”

Hewithorne appears on varions oceasions to hawe
absented himself from Salem, and to have wandered
somewhat through the New England States. But the
only one of these episodes of which there ia a oon-
siderable account in the Note-Books is o visit that he
peid in the summer of 1837 to his old college mate,
Horatio Bridge, who was living upon his father's pro-
perty in Maine, in company with an eccentric young
Frenchman, a teacher of his native tongue, who was
locking for pupils among the northern forests. I have
gaid that there was less peychology in Hawthorne's
Journals than might have been locked for; but there
ia nevertheless a certain amount of it, and nowhere
more than in a number of peges relating to this remark-
able “Monsieur 8.” (Hawthorne, intimate as he appar-
ently became with him, always calls him * Monsieur,"
just as throughout all his Disries he invariably speaks
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of all hizg friends, even the moet familinr, as “Mr."”
He oonfers the prefix upon the unconventional Thoreen,
hig fellow-woodsman at Concord, and upon the emanci-
pated brethren at Brook Farm,) These pages are com-
pletely cocupied with Monsienr 8., who was evidently
a man of chavaster, with the full complement of his
national vivacity. There is an elaborate effort to
analyse the poor young Frenchman's disposition, some-
thing conscientious and painstaking, respectfnl, explisit,
almoat salemn, These passages are very curious as &
reminder of the absenoce of the off-hand element in the
manner in which many Americans, end many New
Englanders espocially, make up their minds about
people whom they meet. This, in turn, is a reminder
of something that may be called the importance of the
individual in the American world; which iz a result
of the newness and youthfolress of society mnd of
tha abzence of keen compstition, The individual counts
for more, an it were, and, thanks to the absence of a
variety of social types and of settled heads under which
be may be easily and conveniently pigeon-holed, he ia to
a certain extent » wonder and a mystery. An English-
man, & Frenchman—a Frenchman above all—jmdpes
quickly, easily, from his own gocial standpoint, and
makes an end of it. He has not that rather chilly
and isolated sense of moral responsibility which is apt
to visit a New Epglander in such processes; and he
has the advantage that his standards are fixed by the
goneral consent of the society in which he lives. A
Frenchman, in this respect, is particnlarly happy and
comfortable, happy and comfortable to a degree which I
think is hardly to be over-estimated; his standarda
being the most definite in the world, the most easily and
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prompily appealed to, and the most identieal with whet
heppena to ba the practice of the French genius itself.
The Englishman is not quite so wall off, but he is betier
off than his poor interrogative and tentative epusin
beyond the eees. He i bleased with a healthy mistrnst
of analysis, and hair-splitting ia the occupation he most
despiges, There ia always a little of the Dr, Johngon
in him, and Dr, Johnson would have hadwol'ully little
patienoe with that tendemcy to weigh moonbheame which
in Hawthorne was almost %8 much & quality of race as
of geniua; albait that Hawthorne bas paid to Boswell's
hero (in the chapter on * Lichfield and Uttoxeter,”
in his volume on England), a tribute of the finegt appre-
ciation. American intellectual standards are vague,
and Hawthorne's countryman are apt to hold the scales
with » rather nneertain hand and & pomewhat agitated
conacience,

x3



CHAPTER IIT,

EARLY WERITINGS.

THE second volume of the Twice-Told Falss was pub-
lished in 1845, in Boston ; and at thia time a good many
of the stories which were afterwarda ocollected inta the
Aloases from an Old Manse had already appeared, chiefly
in Ths Democratic Review, n sufficiently flourishing pe-
riodical of that period. In mentioning these things
I anticipate; but I touch upon the year 1845 in order
to speak of the two collections of Twice-Told Tales at
onee. During the same year Hawthorne edited an
interesting volume, the Journals of an African Cruiser,
by hia friend Bridge, who had gone into the Navy and
seen gomething of distant waters, His biographer
mentions that even then Hawthorne's name was thought
to bespeak attention for a book, and he insists on this
fact in contradiction to the idea that his productions
had hitherto been as little noticed as his ewn declars-
tion that bhe remained “for s good many years the
obscurest man of letters in America,” might laad one,
and has led many people, to suppoes “In this diemal
chamber Fiux was won,”” he writes in Balem in 1838,
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And we find in the Note-Books {1840), this singularly
beantiful and touching pessage : —

‘“ Heore I gif in my old sccnatomed chamber, where I usod
to eit in days gome by. ..., Here I have written many
tales—many that have been burned to ashes, many that have
doubtlesg deserved the seme fate. This claims to be called a
haunted chamber, for thousands wpon thoueands of visions
have appeared io me in it; eand some few of them have
become viaible to the world. If ever I should have a
biographer, he cught to make great mention of this chgmber
in my memoire, because so much of my lonely youth was
wagted here, and here my mind and cheracter were formed ;
and here I have been glad and hopeful, and here I Linve been
despondent. And here I sat a2 long, long time, waiting
patiently for the world to know me, anl sometimes wondering
why it did not know me svoner, or whether it would ever
know me at all—at logst till I were in my grave. And some-
timea it seems to me ag if I were already in the grave, with
oaly life encugh to be chilled and benumbed. But oftener 1
was happy—at least ae happy as I then knew Liow to be, or
wes aware of the poseibility of being. By and by the world
found me cut in my lonely chamber and called me forth—not
indeod with & loud roar of ascclamation, but rather with a
still small voice—eand forth I went, but found nothing in the
world I thought preferable to my eolitude till now. .. . .
And now I begin to understand why I was imprisoned so
many yeard in this lomely chamber, and why I could never
break through the viewless bolis and bara; for if I had
sooner made my escape into the world, I should have grown
bard and rough, and been covered with earthly duet, and my
heart might huve become callous by ruds encountsrs with the
multitude. . ., . . But living in solitude till the fulness of
time was come, I still kept the dew of my youth and the
freshness of my heart, . . . . I used to think that I could
imagine all passions, all foelings, and states of the heart and
mind; but how little did I know] . . . . Indeed, we are but
shadows; we are not endowed with real life, and all that
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asems most real aboat us is but the thinmest substance of &
dream—till the heart be touched. That touch creates us—
then we begin to be—thereby we are beings of reality and
inheritora of eternity.”

There iu something exquisite in the soft philosophy
of this little retrospect, and it helps us to appreaiate it
to know that the writer had at this time just becomse
engaged 1o be married to a charming and aoccomplished
person, with whom his union, which tock place two
years later, was complete and full of happiness. But I
quote it more partioularly for the evidence it affords
that, already in 1840, Hawthorne could speak of the
world finding him out and ealling him forth, as of an
ovent tolerably well in the past. He had sent the first
of the Twice-Told series to hig old college friend, Long-
fellow, who had already laid, sclidly, the foundation of
his great poetic reputation, and at the time of his send-
ing it had written him a letter from which it will be
to our purposs to quote a fow lines :—

¥ You tell me you have met with troubles end changes, I
know not what these may have been ; but I can assare you
that trouble ie the next beet thing to enjoyment, and that
thero ia no fate in the world so horrible as to have no share
jn sither its joye or sorrows. For the last ten years I have
not lived, but only dreamed of living. It may be true that
there may have heen some unsnbstantial pleasures here in the
shade, which I might have misged in the sunshine, but yon
cannot conceive how nutterly devoid of satisfaction all my
retroaperts are. I have laid np no tressure of pleasant
remembrancen againat old age ; but there is some comfort in
thinking that future years may be mora varied, and therefore
more tolerable, than the paat. You give me more credit than
I deserve in mupposing that I beve led a studious life. I have
indeed turned over a good many books, but in w0 deanitory a
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way that it cannot be called sindy, nor hae it left ma the froits
of study. . . . . I bave another great difficulty in the lack of
materials ; for I have seen so little of the world that I have
nothing but thin air to concoct my stories of, and it is nok
eagy to give a life-like semblance to such shadowy sinff.
Bometimea, through a peephole, I have canght & glimpee of
the rest world, and the two or three articles in which I have
portrayed these glimpeee please me better than the others,”

It is more perticulariy for the make of the concluding
lines that I have quoted this pasaage; for evidently no
it of Hawthorne at this period is at all exact
which fails to insist upon the constent struggle which
muget have gone on between hin shyness and his desire
to know something of life; between what may be called
his eveasive and his inquisitive tendencies. I suppoee it
is no injostics to Hawthorne to say tbat on the whole
his shyness always prevailed ; and yed, obviously, the
stroggle was constantly there. He eays of his Tioice-
Told Tales, in the preface, *They are not the talk of &
secluded man with his own mind and heart (had it been
&0 they could hardly have failed to be more deeply and
permanently valuable,) bet his attempts, and very im-
perfectly sucoessful ones, to open an intercourse with
the world.” We are speaking here of emall things, it
must be remembered-—of little attempta, little sketches,
n little world. But everything is relative, and this
smallness of scale must not render less apparent the
intereating character of Hawthorne's efforts. As for
the Tarice-Told Talss themselves, they are an old story
now ; every one knows them a little, and those who
admire them particularly have read them s great many
times, The writer of thia skstoh belongs to the labber
class, and he has been trying to forget his familiarity
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with them, and ask himeelf what impression they would
have made upon him at the time they appeared, in the
firat bloom of their freshness, and before the particular
Hawthorne-quality, as it may be called, had hecome an
eatablished, & recognised and valued, fact. Certainly,
Iam inclined to think, if one had emcountered these
delioate, dusky flowers in the blossomleas gardem of
American journalism, one would have plucked them
with & very tender hand ; one would have felt that here
was something essentially fresh and new; here, in no
extraordinary force or abundanse, but in & degree die-
tinetly appreciable, was an ariginal element in litorature,
‘When I thiok of it, I almost envy Hawtharne's earliest
readers; the sensation of opening upon T%e Greaé Car-
bunols, The Seven Vagabonds, or The Thregfold Destiny in
an American annual of forty years ago, must have been
highly agreeable.

Among these ehorter thinga (it is better to speak
of tho whole collsction, including the Swow JImage,
and the Mossss from an Old Manse at onoe) thare
are three eorts of tales, each one of which has an
original stamp. There are, to begin with, the stories of
fantasy and allegory—those among which the three
I have just mentioned would be numbered, and which
on the whole, are the most original. This is the group
to which szuch little masterpioces as Malvin's Burial,
Rappacini’s Daughter, and Young Goodman Brown
also belong—these two laat perhaps repreamnng
the highest paint that Hawthorne reached in thia
direction, Then there are the little tales of New Eng-
land history, which are scarcely less admirable, and of
whish Tis Grey Champion, The Maypols of Merry Mount,
and the four beautiful Legends ¢f the Provincs Ilouss, as
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they are called, are the most succesaful specimens,
Lastly come the alender sketohos of sctual scenea and
of the objects and manners ebout him, by means of
which, more particalarly, he endeavoured “to open an
interoourse with the world,” and which, in epite of their
slenderness, have an infinite graoe and charm. Among
these things 4 Rill from the Town Pump, The Village
Uncls, Ths ToliGatherer's Day, the Chippings with a
Chisel, may most naturally be mentioned. As we turn
over these volumes we foel that the pieces that epring
moat direetly from hia fancy, constitute, as I have said
(putting his four novels aside), his most substantial
dlaim to our attention, It would be a mistake to insist
too much upon them ; Hawthorne was himself the first
o recognise that, *These fitful eketches,” he eays in
the preface to the Mosses from an Old Alanss, * with so
little of external life abont them, yet claiming no pro-
fundity of purpose—so reserved even while they some-
timea seem 80 frank—often but half in earnest, and
never, even when most 80, expreseing eatisfactorily the
thoughts which they profesa to image—such trifles, I
truly feel, afford no solid basia fora literary reputation.”
This is very becomingly uttered ; but it may be said,
portly in answer to it, and partly in confirmation, that
the valuable element in these thinga was not what
Hawthorne put into them consciously, but what passed
into them withont his being able to measure it—the
clement of simple genivs, the guality of imagination,
This is the real charm of Hawthorne's writing—this
purity and spontaneity and naturalness of fancy. For
the rest, it is interesting to see how it borrowed a par-
ticular colour from the other faculties that lsy near it
—how the imagination, in this capital son of the old
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Puritens, reflscted the hue of the more purely moral
part, of the dusky, overahadowed conscience. 'The oon-
science, by no fault of its own, in every genuine ofishoot
of thai sombre lineage, lay nnder the ehadow of the
sense of sin. This darkening clond was no essential
part of the nature of the individual ; it stood fixed in
the genersal moral heaven under which he grew up and
looked at life. It projected from above, from outside,
& black patch over his spirit, and it was for him to do
what he could with the black pateh. There were all
gorta of possible ways of dealing with it ; they depended
upon the personal temperament. Home natures wounld
let it lie a4 it feli, and contrive to be tolerably comfort-
able beneath it. Others would groan and sweat and
suffer ; but the dusky blight would remain, and their
lives wonld be lives of misery. Here and there an
individual, irritated beyond endurance, wonld throw it
off in anger, plunging probably intoc what would be
deemed deeper abysses of depravity. Hawthorne's way
waa the best, for he conirived, by an exquisite process,
best known to himself, to tranemuts thia heavy moral
burden into the very substance of the imagination,
o make it evaporate in the light and charming fumses of
artistio production. PBuat Hawthorne, of cowrss, was
exceptionally fortunate ; he had his geniue to help him,
Nothing is more curious and interesting than this almost
exclusively imporfed character of the semmse of min in
Hawthorna's mind ; it seems to exist there merely for
an artistio or literary purposs. He had ample cog-
nizance of the Puritan conscience; it was his natural
heritage ; it was reproduced in him; looking into his
soul, he found it there. But his relation to it wns
only, e one may say, intellectnal ; it was not moral and
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theclogical. He played with it and used it as a pig-
ment ; he treated it, as the metaphysicians say, objeo-
tively. He was not digcomposed, disturbed, haunted
by it, in the manner of its ususl and regular victims,
who had not the little postern door of fanoy to alip
through, to the other side of the wall. It was, indeed,
to hin imaginative vigion, the great fact of man's
natore; the light element that had besn mingled with
his own ocomposition always clung fo this rugged
prominence of moral responsibility, like the mist that
hovers about the mountain. It was & neceasary condi-
tion for & man of Hawthorne’s atock that if his imagi-
nation should take licence to amuse itself, it ehovld at
least select this grim precinct of the Puritan morality
for its play-ground. Hoe apeaks of the datk disapproval
with which his old ancestors, in the case of their coming
to life, would see him irifling himself away as a story-
teller. But how far more derkly would they have
frowned could they have understeod that he had econ-
vorted the very principle of their own being into one of
his toys |

It will be peen that I am far from being struck with
the justios of that view of the author of the Twice-Told
Tales, which is so happily expresged by the French
aritic to whom I alluded at an earlier stage of this
omsay, To speak of Hawthorne, as M. Emile Montégnt
does, a8 & romancisr pessimisis, seems to me very much
beside the mark, He is no more a peasimist than an
optimist, though he is certainly not much of either. He
does not pretend to condlude, or to have a philosophy
of human nature; indeed, I should even say that at bot-
tom he does not take human nature as hard as he may
seemn to do, “ Hin bittarness,” says M. Monégat, “is
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withont abatement, and his bad opinion of man is with-
out compensation, . . . . His little tales have the sir of
confesgions which the soul makes to itself ; they are
so many little slaps which the author applies to our
face.” This, it seems to me, is to exaggerate almost
immeagurably the reach of Hawthorne's relish of
gloomy subjects. 'What pleased him in such subjects
wad their pictureaquensss, their rich duskiness of colour,
their chiaroscuro; but they were not the expression
of & hopeless, or even of & predominantly melancholy,
fooling about the human soul. Buch at least is my own
impression. He is to & oonsidersble degree ironical-—
this is part of his charm—part even, one may say, of
hia brightness ; but he is neither bitter nor oynical—he
is rarely even what I ghould ecall tragical. There have
cortainly been story-tellars of a gayer and lighter spirit ;
there have been observers more humorous, more hilarious
—though on the whole Hawthorne's obszervation bes a
amile in it oftener than may at first appear; but there
has rarely been an observer more serens, less agitated
by what he sees and less dirpoeed to call things deeply
into question. As I have already intimated, his Note-
Books are full of this simple and almost childlike serenity.
That dusky pre-oconpation with the misery of human
life and the wickedness of the human heast which such
a critic as M. Emile Montégut talks about, is totally
absent from them ; and if we may suppose a person to have
read these Diariea before looking into the tales, we may
be sure that such a reader would be greatly surprised to
hear the anthor deseribed aa a disappointed, disdsinfal
genima, * This marked love of cases of consnience,"
says M. Monbtégut, * this iaciturn, scornful cest of
mind, this habit of seeing sin everywhere and hell



1.} EARLY WRITINGS. 81

always gaping open, this dusky gaze bent always upon
a damned world and a nature draped in mourning,
these lonely conversations of the imaginetion with the
oonacience, this pitiless analysis resnlting from a per-
petual examination of one’a self, and from the tortures
of a heart cloged before men and open tg God—all
these elementa of the Puritan character have passed
into Mr. Hawthorne, or to epeak more justly, have
fltored into him, through a long succession of genera-
tions.” This in a very pretty and very vivid acoount of
Hawthorne, superficinlly eonsidered ; and it is just such
a visw of the caze as would commend itse!f most easily
and most; naturally to & hasty critio. Tt is all true in-
deed, with a differenco; Hawthorne was all that M.
Montégut says, minus the convietion, The old Poritan
moral gemee, the oonsciousnesa of sin and hell, of the
fearful nature of our responsibilities and the savage
obaracter of cur Taskmaster—these things had been
lodged in the mind of s man of Fancy, whose fancy
had streightway begun to take liberties and play tricks
with them—to judge them (Heaven forgive him 1) from
the postic and msthetio point of view, the point of view
of entertainment and ireny, This absence of eonvie-
tion makes the diffarence ; but the differencs is great.
Hawthorne was a man of faney, and I suppose that
in gpeaking of him it is inevitable that we ghonld feel
onrselves confronted with the familiar problem of the
diffarence between the fanoy and the imagination. Of
the larger and more patent faculty he certainly pos-
sesged & liberal share; no one can read The Houm of
the Seven Gables without feeling it to be a deeply Fmagi-
native work. But I am often struck, especiaily in the
shorter tales, of which I am now chiefly spesking, with
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s kind of small ingenmity, & taste for oonceits and
analogios, which bears more particularly what is called
the fanciful gtamp, The finer of the shorter tales are
redolent: of a rich imagination,

# Had Goodman Brown fallen aslesp in the foreat and only
dremmed a wild dream of witob-meeting? Be it Bo, if you
will ; bat, alas, it was a dream of evil omen for young
Goodman Brown! & stern, a sad, & darkly meditative, a dis-
trustful, if not a desperate, man, did be become from the
night of that fearful dream. On the Babbath-day, when the
congregetion were singing a holy psalm, he could not listen,
because an gnthem of ein roshed loudly wpon his ear and
drowned all the blessed sirain, When the minister spoke
from the pulpit, with power and fervid eloguence, and with
his hard on the open Bible of the sscred truth of cur religion,
snd of paint-like lives and triumphant doaths, and of future
bliss or misery unaiterabls, then did@ Goodman Brown grow
pale, dreading leat the roof ehould thunder down upon the
gray blasphemer snd his hearers, Often, awaking suddenly
ot midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith; and at
morning or eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer,
he seowled and muitered to himself, and gezed sternly at his
wifs, and turned away. And when he hed lived long, and
wee borne to his grave & hoary corpss, followed by Fasith, an
aged woman, and children, and grandehildren, s goodly pro-
cession, besides neighbours not a fow, they carved no hopeful
verse upon his tombetone, for his dying hour was gloom.”

There is imagination in that, and in many another
pessage that I might quote; bul sa a general thing I
shonld charaoterise the more metaphysical of our authoe's
short gtories as gracefnl and felicitous conceits, They
eeem o0 me to be qualified in this manner by the very
fact that they belong to the province of allegory. Haw-
thorng, in his metaphysical moods, is nothing if not
allegorieal, and allegory, to my sense, is quite one of the
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lighter exercises of the imagination. Many exoallent
judges, I know, have a grest stomach for it; they
delight in symbols and correspondences, in sesing a story
told aa if it were another and a very different story, I
frankly oonfors that I have aa a general thing but little
enjoyment of it and that it hes never geemed to me to
b, as it were, & first-rate literary form. Tt has produced
asguredly some first-rate works ; and Hawthorne in his
younger yoara had been a great reader and devotee of
Bunysn and Spenser, the greet masters of allegory.
But it is apt to apoil two good things—a story and a
moral, & meaning and & form ; and the taste for it ia
responsible for a large part of the forcible-feeble writing
that has been inflisted upon the world. 'The only cases
in which it is endurmble is when it is extremaly spon-
taneous, when the analogy presents itsell with eager
promptitude. 'When it shows signe of having been
groped and fumbled for, the needful illusion is of
course absent and the failure complete. Then the
machinery alone is visible, and the end to which it
operates becomes a matter of indifference, There was
but little litarary oriticism in the United Staies at the
time Hawthorne's earlier works were published ; but
among the reviewers Edgar Poe perbeps held the
scales the highest, He at any rate rattled them
Ioudest, and pretended, more than any one else, to
conduet the weighing-process on gciemtific principles.
Very remarkable was this process of Edgar Poe's, and
very extraordinary were hiy principles; but he had the
advantage of being a man of genins, and his intelligence
was frequently great. His oollection of critical sketches
of the American writers flourishing in what M. Taine
would eall his milisu and moment, is very curions and
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interesting reading, end it has one quality which ought
to keep it from ever being completely forgotten. It is
probably the most complete and exguisite specimen of
provinoialiom ever prepared for the edifieation of mem.
Poo’s judgments are pretentious, spitefnl, vulgar; but
they contsin & great deal of sense and diserimination
a3 well, and here and there, gomelimes at frequent
intervala, we find » phrase of happy insight imbedded
in & patch of the moat fatuous pedantry. He wrote s
chapter upon Hawthorns, and spoke of him on the whole
very kindly ; and his estimate is of sufficient value to
make it noticeable that he should express lively disap-
proval of the large part allotted to allegory in bis tales
—in defence of which, he says, * howsver, or for what-
ever object employed, there is scarcely one respectable
word to be said. . . . . The deepest emotion,” he goes
on, “aroused within ns by the happiest allegory as
allegory, is a very, very imperfoctly satisfied sense of
the writer's ingenuity in overcoming a diffioulty we
ghould have preferred hiz nobt having atlempted to
overcoms. . . . . One thing is clear, that if allegory
over establishes a fact, it is by dint of overtmrning a
fiotion ;** and Poe has furthermore the conrage to re-
merk thet the Pidgrim's Progrsss is a “ ludicrously over
rated book.” Certainly, s a general thing, we are
struck with the ingenuity and felicity of Hawthorne's
analogies and correspondences ; the idea appears to have
made itself at home in them easily. Nothing could be
bettor in this respect than T%e Snow-Fmage (s little
masterpiece), or The Great Carbuncle, or Dostor Heideg-
gor's Experiment, or Rappavini's Daughtsr. But in suck
things as The Birth-Mark and TTe Bosors-Serpent, wa are
struck with something stiff and mechsniesl, slightly
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as if the kernel had not assimilated its
envelope. But these are matters of kight impreesion,
and there would be a want of taot in pretending to
disoriminate too closely among things which all, in one
way or another, have a charm, The charm- the great
charm—ia that they are glimpses of a great fleld, of
the whole deep mystery of man's soul and conscience,
Theyare moral,and their intarest is moral ; theydeal with
something more than the mere accidents and convention-
alities, the surface cccurrences of life, The fine thing
in Hawthorne is that he cared for the deepar peychelogy,
and that, in his way, he tried to become familiar with it.
This natural, yet fanciful familiarity with it, this air,
on the anthor'as part, of being a confirmed kabitué of a
region of mysteries aud subtleties, constitutes the origi-
nality of bis tales And then they have the further
merit of seeming, for what they ave, to spring up so
freely and lightly. The author has all the ease, in-
deod, of & regular dweller in the moral, psychological
realm ; he goes to and fro in it, as & man who knows his
way. Hia tread in & light and modest one, but he keeps
the key in his pockat.

Hip little historical stories all seem to me admirable ;
they are so good that you may re-read them many times.
They are not numerous, and they mre very short; but
they are full of & vivid and delightfal sense of the New
England pest; they have, moreover, the distinction,
little tales of & dozen and fifteon pages as thay are, of
being the only succeseful attempts at historical fiotion
that have been made in the United States. Hawthorna
was at home in the early New England history ; he had
thumbed its records and he had breathed its air, in what-
ever odd receptacles this somewhat pungent compound

r
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still lurked. He waa fond of it,and he was proud of
it, as any New Englander must be, measuring the peri
of that handfal of balf-starved fanatics who formed his
earliest precursors, in laying the foundations of a mighty
empire. Hungry for the pisturesque as he always was, aud
not finding any very ocopious provision of it around him,
he turned back into the two preceding centuries, with
the earnest determination that the primitive annals of
Mazeachusetts should at least appear picturesque, His
fanoy, which wns always alive, played a little with the
somewhat meagre and angular facte of the colonial peried
snd forthwith converted a great many of them into im-
presaive logends and pictures. 'There is a little infusion
of colour, a little vagneness about certain details, but it
is very graocefully and discreetly done, and realities are
kept in view gufficiently to make ue feel that if we are
reading romance, it is romance that rather supplementa
than contradicts history. The early annals of New
England were not fertile in legend, but Hawthorne laid
his hands npon everything that wounld serve his purpose,
and in two or three oases his version of the story has a
great deal of beanty. The Grey Champion is a sketch of
lean than eight pages, but the little figures stand upin
the tale ns etoutly, at the least, as if they were propped
up on half a dozen chapters by a dryer annalist, and the
whole thing has the merit of those eabinet pietures in
whioh the artist haes been able to make his persons leck
the size of life. Hawtharne, to say it again, was not in
the least & realist—he was not to my mind enough of
one ; but there is no genuine lover of the good city of
Boston but will feel grateful to him for hiy sourage in
attempting to recount the * traditions  of Washington
Btreet, the main thoroughfare of the Puritan ocapital.
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The four Legends of ths Province Houss are certain
shadowy stories which he professes to have gathered in
an ancient tavern lurking behind the modern ehop-fronts
of this part of the city. The Province House disap-
peared some years ago, but while it stood it was pointed
to as the resldence of the Royal Governors of Massa-
chueotts before the Bevolation. I have ne recollection
of it, but it cannot have been, sven from Hawihorne's
account of it, which js ag pictorial es he ventures to
make it, & very impoaing pisce of antiquity. The
writer's charming touch, however, throws a rich brown
tone over ita rathar ghallow venerableness; and we aro
beguniled into belioving, for instance, at the close of
Hows's Masquerads (a atory of a strange occurremce at an
entertainment given by 8ir 'William Howe, the last of
the Roysl Governors, during the siege of Boston by
Washington), that ¢ superstition, among olher legends
of this mansion, repeats the wondrous tale that on the
anniversary night of Britain’s discomfiture the ghests of
the ancient governors of Massachusetts still glide through
the Province House, And last of all comes o figurs
shrouded in a military cloak, tossing his clenched bands
into the air and stamping his iron-shod bocts upon the
freestone steps, with a semblance of feverish despadir,
but without the sound of a foot-tramp.” Hawthorne
hadl, s regards the two earlier centnries of New England
life, that faculty which is ealled now-a-days the historic
gonsciousness. He never sought to exhibit it on a Iarge
soale ; ho exhibited it indeed on a scale 80 minate that
we must not linger too much upon it. His vision of the
past was filled with definite images—images none the
less definite that they were concerned with events sa
shadowy es this dramatic passing away of the last of
v 2
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King George's representatives in his long loyal but
finally slienated eolony.

I have spid that Hawthorne had become engaged in
about his thirty-fifth year; but he was not married
until 1842. Before this event toock place he passed
through two episodes which (putting his falling in love
aside) were much the most important things that had
yet happened to him. They interrupted the painful
monotony of his life, and brought the affairs of men
within his personal experience, One of theee was more-
over in itself a coricus and interesting chapter of ob-
gervation, and it fruotified, in Hawthorne’s memory,
in one of hie best productions, How urgently he needed
at this time to be drawn within the eircle of gocial acci-
dents, a little anecdote related by Mr, Tathrop in connec-
tion with his first acquaintance with the young lady he
was to marry, may serve as an example. This young
lady became known to him through her sister, who had
firnt; approached him ms an admirer of the Tieice-Told
Tales (a5 to the muthorship of which she had been so
much in the dark as to have attributed it firef, con-
jecturally, to one of the two Miss Hathornes) ; and the
two Miss Peabodys, desiring to see more of the charming
writer, caused him to be invited to a species of conver-
sazions at the house of one of their friends, at.which
they themselves took care to be punctuel. Saveral other
ladies, however, were as punctual as they, and Hawthorne
presently arriving, and seeing & bevy of admirers where
he had expected bmt three or four, fell into a stete of
agitation, which is vividly deseribed by his biographer,
Ho ““gtood perfectly motionless, but with the lock- of a
sylvan ereature on the point of fleeing away . . . . He
was siricken with dismay ; bis feoe Jost coloyr and took
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on & warm paleness . . . . his agitation was very great;
be stood by a table and, taking up some emall object
that lay upon it, he found his hand trembling so that he
was obliged to lay it down.” It was desirable, certainly,
that something should cocur to break the spell of a diffi-
dence that might justly be ealled morbid,  There fs
another little sentence dropped by Mr. Lathrop in rels-
tion to this period of Hawthorne's life, whioh appears to
me worth quoting, though I am by no means sure that
it will seem so to the reader. It has & very simple aud
innocent air, but to a person not without an impression
of the early days of * culture” in New England, it will
be pregnant with histaric meaning. The elder Miss
Peabody, who afterwards was Hawthorne’s sister-in-
law and who aoquired Iater in life a very honourable
American fame a3 s woman of benevolence, of learning,
and of literary acoomplishment, had invited the Misa
Hathornes to eome to her house for the evening, and
to bring with them their brother, whom she wished to
thank for his beantiful tales. * Entirely to her sur-
prise,” says Mr. Lathrop, completing thereby his picture
of the attitude of this remarkable family toward society
—*entirely to her surprise they came. She her:elf
opened the door, and there, before her, between his
sisters, stood s splendidly handsome youth, tall and
strong, with no appearance whatever of timidity, but
inatead, an almoet fierce determination making his face
stern, This waa his resource for emrrying off the ex-
treme inward tremor which he really felt. His hostess
brought out Flaxman's designa for Dante, just received
from Professor Y¥elton, of Harvard, and the parly
made an evening’s entertaipment out of them.” This
1ast pentenco is the one T allude to ; and were it not for
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fear of appearing too fanciful I should may that these
few words were, to the initiated mind, an mmeonscious
expresgion of the lonely frigidity which characterized
most attempta at social recrestion in the New England
world some forty years ago. There was at that time &
great desire for culture, a great interest in kmowledge,
in art, in wethetios, together with a very scanty sapply
of the materials for snch pursuita, 8mall things were
made to do large service; and there is something
even touching in the solemnity of ocomsideration that
woa bestowed by the emancipated New England con-
science upon litle wandering books and prints, little
echoes and rumoura of observation and experiemce.
There fiouriched at that time in Boston a very remark-
able and interesting woman, of whom we ghall have
more to eay, Miss Margaret Fuller by name. This Iady
was the apostle of culiure, of intellectnal curiosity, and
in the peculiarly interesting acoount of her life, published
in 1852 by Emerson and two other of her friends, thers
are pagos of her letters and diaries which narrate her
visita to the Boston Atheneum and the emotions aronsed
in her mind by turning over portfolios of engravinge.
These emotions were ardent and passionate — oould
hardly have been more #c had she been prostrate with
contemplation in the Bistine Chapel or in ome of the
chambers of the Pitti Palace. The only avalogy I man
recall to this earnestnees of interest in great works of
srt at & distance from them, is furnished by the great
Goethe's elaborate study of plaster-casts and peweil-
drawings at Welmar. 1 mention Margaret Fuller
here becaunse a glimpse of her state of mind—her
vivacity of desire and poverty of knowledge—helps to
deofine the gitustion, The sit :tion lives for & moment
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in those fow words of Mr. Iathrop's. The initiated
mind, as I have ventured to call it, has & vision of a
little unadorned parlour, with the snow-drifta of a Mas-
sachusetts winter piled up about its windows, and a
group of sensitive and serious people, modest votaries
of opportunity, fixing their eyes npon s bookful of
Flaxman's attenuated outlines.

At the beginning of the year 1839 he received, throngh
political intereet, an appointment as weigher and ganger
in the Boston Cnstom-house, Mr, Van Buren then occu-
pied the Presidency, and it appears that the Democratio
party, whose successful candidate he had been, rather
took oredit for the patromsge it had bestowed mpom
Literary men, Hawthorne was a Democrat, and sppa-
rently a zealous one; even in later years, after the
‘Whige had vivified their principles by the adoption of
the Republican platform, and by taking up an honest
attitnde on the question of slavery, his political faith
never wavered. His Democratic sympathies were emi-
nently natarsl, and there would have been an incongruity
in his belonging to the other party. He was not only
by conviction, but personally and by association, s
Democrat. 'When in later years he found bimself in
contact+with European civilisation, he appears to have
beoome conscious of a good deal of latent redicalism in
his disposition ; he was oppressed with the burden of
antiquity in Europe, and he found bimself sighing for
lightness and freshness and facility of change. But
these things are relative to the point of m,mdm
his own country Hawthorne oast his lot with the party
of conservatism, the party opposed to change and
freshiness. The people who found something musty and
mouldy in hig literary productions would have regarded
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$his quite as a matier of course ; but we are not obliged
to uwse invidious epithets in desoribing his political
preferences. The mentiment that attached him to the
Demooracy was s subtle and honourable ope, and the
suthor of an atterspt to sketch a portrait of him,
should be the last to complain of this adjustment of hia
gympathies. Tt falls munech more emoothly into his
reader’s coneoption of him than any other would do;
and if he had had the perveraity to bs s Republican, I
am afraid our ingennity wonld have been considerably
taxed in devising » proper explanation of the circum-
stance. At any rate, the Demoorats gave him a small
post in the Boston Custom-house, to which an annual
salary of 81,300 was attached, and Hawthorne appears
at first to have joyously welcomed the gift. The duties
of the office were not very congrucus to the genius of &
man of fancy; but it kad the advantage that it broke
the spell of his cursed solitude, as he called it, drow
him away from Balem, and threw him, comparstively
spoaking, into the world. The first volume of the
American Note-Books containe some extracts from
lotters written during his tenure of this modest office,
which indicate sufficiently that his occnpations cannot
have been intrinsioally gratifying, .

“I have been measuring coal all day,” he writes, during
the winter of 1840, ‘“*on bosrd of & black Litle British
schooner, in & dismal dock at the north end of the city.
Moat of the time 1 paced the deck to keep myself werm ;
for the wind (north-esst, I believe) blew up through the dook
an if it had bean the pipe of a pair of bellows. The vessel
lying deep between two wharves, there was no more delight-
ful prospect, on the right hand and on the left, than the posts
and timbers, half immersed in the waier and covered with
Joe, which the rising and falling of succemsive tides had
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left upon them, so that they looked like immense icicles,
Across the water, however, not more then hef s mile off,
appoared the Banker's Hill Monament, and what interested
me considersbly more, & church-steepls, with the dial of a
clock wpon it, whereby 1 was enabled to messore the marel
of the weary hours. Sometimes T descended into the dirty
Little cabin of the schoomer, and warmed myself by a red-hot
#tove, among biecnit-burrels, pots and kettles, nea-cheats, and
innumerable lumber of all sorts—my olfnctories meanwhile
being groatly refreshed with the odour of a pipe, which the
oaptain, or some one of his arew, was smoking. But st last
oame the suneet, with delicate cloads, and & purple light upon
the islenda ; and I blegsed it, because il waa the signal of my
rolesss.”

A worse man than Hawtherne would have measured
ooal guite as well, and of all the dismal tasks to which
an unremunerated imagination has ever had to accom-
modate itself, I reraember mone more sordid than the
business depioted in the foregoing lines. 1 pray,” he
writes some weeks later, ¢ that in one year more I may
find some way of escaping from this unblest Custom-
house ; for it is a very grievous thraldom. I do detest
all cffices ; all, at least, that are held on a political
tenure, and I went nothing to do with politiciaus.
Their hearts wither away and die out of their bodies.
Their consciences are turned to indin-rubber, or to some
gubstance as black es that and which will stretch as
much, One thing, if no more, I have gained by my
Custom-house experience—to know a politiclan. It i
a knowledge which no previous thought or power of
sympethy oould have tanght me; becanse the animal,
or the mschine rather, is not in nature.”” A fow days
later he goes on in the ssme ptrain :—

] do not think it ia the doom laid upon me of murdering
s0 many of the brighteet howrs of the day at the Cusiom-

N W AF
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house thet makes such hevoe with my wita, for here I am
again frying to write worthily . . . . yet with a senes agif
1l the noblest part of man had been left out of my composi-
tiom, or had decayed out of it since my natare was given to
my own keeping. .. .. Neover comes any bird of Paradise
into that dismal region. A sali or even a ccalship is ten
million times preferable ; for there the sky is above me, and
the fresh broeze sround me, and my thoughta having hardly
anything to do with my oocupsation, are as free as air.
Nevertheless . . . . it is only once in a whils that the image
and desire of a better and happierlifo makes me foel the iron
of my chain ; for after all & human spirit may find no insuffi-
cienay of food for it, even in the Custom-house. And with
sach materials a8 these I do think and feel and learn thinga
that are worth knowing, and which I shoold not know unless
I had learned them there; so that the present position of
my life shall not ba quite Ieff cut of the sum of my real
existencs, . . . . It is good for me, on many accounts, that
my life has hed this pessage in it. I know much more than
I did a year ago. I have a stronger asnee of power to act as
a man among men. 1 have gaimed worldly wisdom, and
wisdom also that is not altogether of this world, And when
I quit this earthy career where I am now buried, nothing
will oling to me that cught to be left behind. Men will not
perceive, I trust, by my look or the tenor of my thoughts
snd feelings, thet I have been & Cugtom-house o v

He eays, writing ghortly afterwards, that “when I
shall be free again, T will enjoy all thingy with the
fresh gimplicity of a child of five years ald I shall
grow young agsin, made all over anew, I will go forth
and stand in & summer shower, and all the worldly dust
that has collected on me shall be whshed away at once,
and my heart will be like & bank of fresh flowers for
the weary to rest upon.”

This foreenst of his destiny was sufficiently exact. A
year Iater, in April 1841, he went to take up his abode
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in the socialistio community of Brock Farm. Here he
found himself among fialds and fowers and other natural
prodncta—as well as among many products that conld
not very justly be celled natnral. He was exposed to
summer showers in plenty; and his personal assosis-
tions were as different as posaible from those he had
encountered in ficcal ciroles, He made acquaintance
with Transcendentalism and the Transcendentaliata.



CHAPTER IV,
BROOK FARM AND OONOORD,

Taz history of the little industrial and intellectual
aggociation which formed itaslf at this time in ome of
the subarbs of Boston has not, to my knowledge, heen
written ; though it is assuredly e ourious and interest-
ing chapter in the domestic annals of New England.
It would of course be easy to overrate the importance of
this ingenious attempt of a few speculative persons to
improve the outlook of mankind. Tha experiment ecame
and went very rapidly and quietly, leaving very few
traoes behind it. It became simply & charming perscnal
remin‘gcence for the small number of amiable enthu-
siasts wio had had a hand in it. There were degrees
of enthusdasm, and I suppose there were degrees of
amiability ; but a certain generous brightness of hope
and froshneas of convietion pervaded the whole under-
taking and rendered it, morally spesking, important to
an extent of .which any heed that the world in general
omgawtoiﬁisminmﬁantmm Of course it
wonld be & t miztaks to represent the episode of
Brook Farm dirertly related to the manmnors and
morala of the Wew England world in general—and in

especial to those of the prosperous, opulent, comfortable
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paxt of it. The thing was the experiment of & coterie
—it was vmunual, unfashionable, unguocesaful It was,
a8 would then have been said, an amusement of the
Transcendentaligts—a harmless effusion of Radicalism.
The Transcendentaliets were not, after all, very numer-
ous; and the Radicals wore by no means of the vivid
tinge of those of cur own day. I have said that the
Brook Farm community left no traces behind it that
the world in general can appreciate; I should rather
eay that the only trace js a short mnovel, of which the
principal merits reside in ite qualities of difference from
the affair itself. The Blithedale Romance is the main
regult of Brook Farm ; but 7% Blithadale Romance was
very properly never recogmised by the Brock Farmers
as an acourate portrait of their little cclony.
Nevertheless, in a society as to which the more
frequent complaint is that it is monctonouns, that it
Iacks variety of incident and of type, the episode, our
own business with which is simply that it waa the oause
of Hawthorne's writing an admirable $ale, might be
weloomed a8 & picturesque varistion. At the pame time,
if we do not exaggerate ite proportions, it may seem
to oontain & fond of illustration as to that phase of
human life with which cur anthor’s cwn history mingled
iteelf, The moat graceful account of the origin of
Brook Farm is probably to be found in thepe words
of one of the biographers of Margaret Fuller: “In
Boaton and its vicinity, several friends, for whose cha-
racter Margaret felt the highest honour, were earnestly
oonaidering the possibility of making such industrial,
social, snd educational arrangements as would simplify
economiss, combine leisure for study with healthfnl
and honeat toil, avert unjust collisions of caste, equalise
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refinsments, awaken generous affections, diffuse courtesy,
and swesten and sanctify life as a whole.”" The reader
will parceive that this was a libarel acheme, and that
il the experiment failed, the greater waa the pity. The
writer goes on to say that a gentleman, who after-
wards distinguighed himself in literature (he had begun
by being & clergyman), *convinced by his experience
in & fajthful minietry that the need was urgent for
& thorough application of the professed principles of
Fraternity to actual rvelations, was about ataking his
all of fortune, reputation, and influence, in an attempt
to organize & joint-stock company at Brook Farm." As
Margaret Fuller passes for having suggested to Haw-
thorne the Sgure of Zenobia in The Blithedals Romance,
and as she ig probably, with one exception, the person
connected with the affair who, after Hawthorne, offered
most of what is oalled & personality to the world, I may
venture to quote s few more passages from her Memoirs
—-& curious, in some points of view almost a grotesque,
and yet, on the whole, a8 I have said, an extremaly
interesting book. It was astrange history and e strange
destiny, that of this brilliant, reatless, and unhappy
woman—this ardent New Englander, this impassioned
Yankee, who occupied so large a place in the thoaghts,
the lives, the affections, of an intelligent and apprecia-
tive soclety, and yet left behind her nothing but the
memory of a memory. Her function, her reputation,
were singular, and not altogether remssuring : she was
a talker, she was ths talker, she was the genius of talk,
She had & magnificent, though by no means an unmiti-
gated, egolism; and in some of her ntterances it is
difficult to say whether pride or humility prevails—as
for instance when she writes that she foels ¥ that there
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is plenty of room in the Universe for my faults, and as
if X oould not spend time in thinking of them when so
many things interest me more.” She has left the same
sort of reputation as a great actress. Home of her
writing has extreme beauty, almost all of it has a real
interest, but her value, her activity, her sway (I am
not sure that one can say her charm), were personal and
practical. Bhe went to Europe, expanded to new desiies
and interests, and, very poor herself, married an im-
poverished Italian nobleman. Then, with her husband
and child, she embarked to return to her own ecuntry,
and was lost at sea in a terrible storm, within sight of
ita coasts, Her tragical death combined with many
of the elements of her life to convert her memory into
a sort of legend, so that the people who had known her
well, grew at last to be envied by later comers, Haw-
thorne does not appear to have been intimate with her;
on the contrary, I find such an entry aa this in the
American Note Books in 1841 : “ I wae invited to dine
at Mr, Banoroft's yesterday, with Miss Margaret Fuller ;
but Providence had given me some business to do; for
which I was very thankful|" It is true that, later,
the lady is the subject of ome or two allusions of &
gentler cast, One of them indeed is so pretty as to be
worth quoting :—

“ After leaving the book at Mr. Emerson's, I returned
through the woods, and, entering Bleepy Hollow, I perceived
4 lady reclining near the path which bends nlong its-verge. 1t
was Marguret harself, She had been there the whole after-
poor, meditating or reading, for she had & book in her band
with some strange title which I did not understand and have
forgotten. She said that nobody had broken her solitude,
and was jugt giving utterance to a theory that no inhabitant
of Concord ever vimiied Sleepy Hollow, when we saw &



80 HAWTHORNE, [omar,
group of psople entering the sacred precincts. Most of them
followed s psth which Ied them wway from ua; but an old
men passed near us, snd smiled to see Margaret reclining on
the ground and me standing by her mida. He made some
remark apon the beaniy of the aftermoon, end withdrew
himself into the shedow of the wood. Then we talked about
automn, and about the pleasures of being lost in the woods,
and about the crows, whose voices Marguret had heerd ; and
sbont the experiences of eerly childhood, whoss influence
remains upon the charsoter after the recollection of them has
possed away; and abont the sight of mountains from a
distance, and the view from their summits ; and ebout other
matters of high and low philosophy.”

It is safe to assume that Hawthorne could not em
the whole have had w high relish for the very positive
personality of this accomplished and ergumentative
woman, in whose intellect high noon seemed ever to
Teign, as twilight did in his own. Hbe must have been
struck with the glare of her understanding, snd,
mentally speaking, have scowled and blinked a good
deal in conversation with her. But it is tolerahly manj-
fest, nevertheless, that she was, in his imagination, the
starting-point of the fignre of Zenobia ; and Zenobia is,
to my sense, his only very definite attempt at the
repreeentation of & character. The portrait is full of
alteration and embellishment; but it heas a greater
reality, a greater abundance of detail, than any of his
other figures, and the reality was s memory of the Iady
whom he had encountered in the Roxbury pestoral or
among the wood-walks of Concord, with strange books
in ber hand and eloquent discourse on her lips. ZThe
Blithedale Romancs was written jnst after her
death, when the reverberation of her talk would loss
mach of ite harehness. In fact, however, very much
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the same qualities that made Hawthorne a Democrat
in politics—hia contemplative turn and absence of a
keen perception of abuses, hia taste for old ideals, and
loitering paces, and mnffled tones—would operate to
keop him out of active sympathy with a woman of the
so-called progressive type. 'We may be sure that in
women his taste was consarvative.

It seoms odd, as hia biographer says, * that the least
gregarious of men should have been drawn into 2
eocialistie oommunity ;' bzt although it is apparent
that Hawthorne went to Brook Farm withont any
great Trmnecendental fervonr. yet he had various good
reagons for casting his lot in this would-be happy
family. He was as yet unable to marry, but he natur-
ally wished to do so as speedily as possible, and there
was a prospect that Brook Farm wounld prove an econo-
mieal residence. And then it is only fair to belisva that
Hawthorne was interested in the experiment, and that
though he wne not a Transcendentalist, an Aboliticnist,
or a Fouarierite, as his companions wers in some dagres
or other likely to be, he was willing, as a generous and
unoccupied young man, to lend & hand in any reason-
able scheme for helping people to live together on
better terms than the common. The Brook Farm
schems was, as such things go, & reasonable one ; it was
devised and carried out by shrewd and sober-minded
New Englanders, who were careful to place sconomy
first and idealism afterwards, and who ware not afflicted
with a (fallic passion for completeness of theory. There
were no formulas, dootrines, dogmas; there wad no
interference whatever with private life or individual
habits, and not the faintest adumbration of & re-
arrangement of that g@iffoult business known as the

a
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relations of the sexes. Tho relations of the sexes
were neither more nor less than what they usually are
in American lifs, excellent ; and in such particulars the
scheme wes thoroughly conservative and irreproachable.
Tts main characteristic was that each individual eon-
corned in it should do a part of the work necessary for
koeping the whole machine going. He could choose hia
waork and he could live as he liked ; it was hoped, but it
wae by no means demanded, that he would make him-
solf agreeable, like & gentleman invited to a dinner-
party. Allowing, however, for everything that was a
concession to worldly traditions and to the laxity of
man’s nature, there must have been in the enterprise a
good deal of e certain freshnees and purity of spirit,
of a certain noble credulity and faith in the per-
fectibility of man, which it would have been easier to
find in Boston in the year 1840, than in London five-
and-thirty years Iater. If that was the era of Trans-
cendentalizm, Transcendentalistm ocould only have
sprouted in the soil peculiar to the general locality of
which I speak—the soil of the old New England
morality, gently raked and refreshad by an imporied
culture. The Transcemdentalists read a great deal of
French and German, made themselves intimate with
George Band and QGoethe, and many other writers;
but the strong and deep New England conscience
socompanied them on all their intellectual exoursions,
and there never was a so-called “movement ” that em-
bodied itself, on the whole, in fewer eccentricities of
conduct, or that borrowed & smaller licence in private
deportment. Henry Thoreau, & delightful writer, went
to liva in the woods ; but Henry Thoreau wag essentially
& sylvan personage and would not have been, however
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the fashiom of his time might have twrned, a man about
town. The brothers and sisters at Brook Farm ploughed
the fields and milked the cows; but I think that an
observer from ancther clime and society would havo
been much more struck with their spirit of conformity
than with their déréglemants. Their ardour was a
moral ardour, and the lightest breath of scandal never
rested upon them, or mpon any phase of Transcen-
dentalism.,

A biographer of Hawthorne might well regrot that his
hero had not been more mixed up with the reforming
and free-thinking class, so that he might fmd a pretext
for writing & chapter upon the state of Boston society
forty yoars ago. A needful warrant for such regret
should be, properly, that the biographer’s own personal
reminisconces should stretech back to that perind and
to the persons who animated it. This would be a
gusrantee of fulnees of kmowledge and, presumably, of
kindness of tone. It is difficult to see, indeed, how the
generation of which Hawthorne hes given us, in Blithe-
dale, 8, fow portraits, should not at this time of day be
spoken of very tenderly and sympathetically. If irony
enter into the allusion, it should be of the lightest and
gentlest. Certainly, for a brief and imperfect chronicler
of theee things, a writer just touching them ashe pasees,
and who has not the advantage of having been a con-
temporary, there is only one possible tone. The compiler
of thege pages, though his recollections date ouly from a
Iater period, has s memory of a certain number of persons
who had been intimately connected, as Hawthorne was
not, with the agitations of that interesting time. Bome-
thing of ita intarest adhered to them still—something of
itsmclungtotheirgurmmh;thmmm;mthing

a



84 HAWTHORNE, [crAr.

about them which seemed to say that when they were
young and enthusinstie, they had been initiated into
moral myeteties, they had played at a wonderful game.
Their usual mark (it is true Y can think of exceptions)
wasg that they seemed excellently good. They appeared
unstained by the world, unfamiliar with worldly desires
and standerds, and with those various forma of hwpan
depravity which flourish in seme high phases of civilisa-
tion ; inclined to simplo and democratic ways, destitute
of pretensions and affectations, of jealousies, of cyni-
eism, of snobbishness, This little epoch of fermen-
tation hag three or four drawbacks for the eritic—
drawbacks, however, that may be overlooked by a
person for whom it has en interest of association, It
bare, inteliectually, the stamp of provincialiem ; it was
a beginning without a fruition, a dawn without & noon ;
and it produced, with a mingle exception, no great
talents. It produced & grent deal of writing, but
(always putting Hawthorne aside, as a contemporary
but not & sharer} only one writer in whom the world at
large has interested itself, The zituation was summed
up and transfiguved in the admirable and exquisit
Emerson. He expressed all that it contained, and a
good deal more, doubtless, besidea; he was the man
of genins of the moment ; he was the Transcendentalist
par sxcellence. Emerson expreased, before all things,
a5 wns extremely natural at the hour and in the place,
the value and importance of the individaal, the duty of
making the most of one's self, of living by one’s own
personal light and carrying out one's awn disposition,
Heo reflected with béautiful irony upon the exquisite
impudence of thoso institutions which claim to have
appropristed the trath, and te dole it out in propor
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tionate morsels, in exchange for » subseription. He
talked about the beanty and dignity of life, and about
every one who is born into the world being born to the
whole, having an interest and = stake in the whole.
He enid “all that is clearly due to-day ie not to le,”
and & great many other things which it would be still
easier to present in a ridiculous light. He insisted upon
sincerity and independencs and spontaneity, upon scting
in harmony with one's nature, and not conferming and
compromising for the sake of being more comfortable,
Ho urged that » man should await hig eall, hia finding
the thing to do whick he should really believe in doing,
and not be urged by the world’s opinion to do simply
the world’s work. “If no call should come for years,
for cemturies, then I lmow that the want of the Universe
is the attestation of faith by my abstinence. . . . If
I cannot work, at least T need not lie.”” The doctrine
of the pupremacy of the individual to himself, of hia
originality and, as regarde hizs own character, wnigus
quality, must have had a great charm for people living
in a society in which introspection, thanke to the want
of other entertainmemt, played almost the part of =
social resonrce.

In the United States, in those daye, there were no
great things to look out at (save forests and rivers);
life was not in the least spectacular; society was not
brilliant ; the country waa given up to a great material
proaperity, & homely Jourgsois activity, a diffusion of
primary education and the common luxuries. Thers
was therefore, among the cultivated classea, much relish
for the utterances of a writer who would help one to
takenpmtrmsqnemwofone’smtmalposnbﬂﬂa&,
and to find in the landseape of the soul all sorts of fina
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sumrise and moonlight effects, * Meantims, while the
doors of the temple stand open, night and day, before
every man, snd the oracles of this truth cease never,
it is guarded by one stern condition; this, namely—it
is an intuition. It cannot be received at second hand.
Truly speaking, it is not instruction bub provoestion
that I can recaive from another aoul.” To make one’s
self g0 mnoh more interesting wounld help to make life
interesting, and life was probably, to many of this
aspiring congregation, a dream of freedom end fortitude.
There were fanlty parts in the Emarsonian philosophy ;
but the general tone was magnificent ; and I can easily
believe that, coming when it did and where it did, it
shauld have been drunk in by a great many fine moral
appstites with a sense of intoxieation. (ne envies, even,
T will not eay the illusions, of that keenly semtient
period, bat the convictions and intereets—the moral
pession, One certainly envies the privilege of having
heard the finest of Emerson’s orations poured forth in
their early newness. They were the most poetical, the
mogt beautiful productions of the .Ameriean mind, and
they were thoroughly Joeal and national. They had a
musi¢c and a magic, and when one remembers the re-
markable charm of the epeaker, the beantiful modulation
of hie utterance, one regrets in especial that ope might
not have been present on & certain occasion which made
a gomeation, an era—the delivery of an address to the
Divinity Bohool of Harvard University, on & summer
evening in 1838. In the light, fresh American air, un-
thickened and undarkened by customs and institutions
established, thess things, as the phrase ia, told,

*Hawthorne appears, like hin own Miles Coverdale,
10 have arrived at Brook ¥arm in the midst of one of
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those April snéw-storms which, during the New Eng-
land mpring, cccesionally diversify the inaction of the
vernal process. Miles Coverdale, in Z%s Blithedale
Romance, is evidently as much Hawthorne an he is eny
one elee in particular. He is indeed not very markedly
any one, unlees it be the spectator, the obearver; his
chief identity lies in his suzecess in looking at things
objectively and spinning wneommunicated fancies about
them. This indeed was the part that Hawthorne
played socially in the little community at 'Weet Rox-
burg. His biogeapher describes him na eitting « silently,
hour after honr, in the broad old-fashioned hall of the
house, where he could listen almost unseen to the chat
and merriment of the young people, himself almost
always holding & book before him, but seldom
turning the leaves.” He put his hand to the plough
and eupported himse and the community, as they
were all supposed to do, by his labour; but he con-
tributed little to the hum of wvoices. Bome of his
companions, eithar then or afterwards, took, I believe,
rather & groesome view of his want of artienlate enthn-
sinam, and accuged him of coming to the place as a sort
of intellectual vampire, for purely peychological pur-
poses. He sat in a corner, they declared, and watched
the inmates when they were off their guazd, analysing
their characters, and dissocting the amiable ardour, the
roagnanimouns illosions, which he was too eold-blooded
to share. In so far as this account of Hawthorne's
sttitude was a complaint, it was a singularly childish
one. If he was at Brook Farm without being of it,
this is & very fortunate circumstance from the point
of view of posterity, who would have preserved but a
slonder memory of the affair if our suthor's fine novel
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had not kept the topic open. The complaint is indeed
almost so ungrateful a one ns to make us regret that
the author’s fellow-communiats eame off 8o sasily, They
certainly would not have done so if the aunthor of
Blithedals had been more of a gatirist. Certainly, if
Hawthorne was an observer, he was a very harmless
one ; and when one thinks of the queer specimens of the
reforming genus with which he must have been sur-
rounded, one almost wishes that, for our entertainment,
he had given his old companions something to complain
of in earnest. Thero ik no satire whatever in the
Romance; the quality is almost eonspienous by its
absence. Of portraits there are only two; there is no
gketohing of cdd figures—no reproduction of strange
types of radicalism; the human background is left
vague, Hawthorne was not s satirist, and if at Brook
Farm he was, according to his habit, a good deal of a
mild sceptic, his scepticism was exercised much more in
the interest of fancy than in that of reality.

There must have been somsething pleasantly buoolic
and pastoral in the habits of the place during the fine
New England summer; but we have no retrospective
envy of the denizens of Brook Farm in that other season
which, as Hawthorne somewhere says, leavea in those
regions, *go large a blank—s0 melancholy a deathspot
—in lives so brief that they cught to be all pummer
time,” “Of & summer night, when the moon wae full,”
says Mr. Lathrop, “they lit no lamps, but eat grouped
in the light and shadow, while sundry of the younger
men sang old ballads, or joined Tom Moore’s songs to
operatic airs. On other nights there wonld be an
original essay or poem read aloud, or else a play of
Bhakspears, with the paris distributed %o different
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mombers; and these amuserents failing, some inte-
resting discussion waa likely to take their placs. Ooca-
sionally, in the dramatic season, large delegations from
the farm would drive into Boston, in carriages and
waggons, 1o the opera or the play. Bometimes, too, the
yonng women sang ef they washed the dirhes in the
Hive ; and the youthful yecmen of the sociéty came
in and helpad them with their work. The men wore
blouses of a checked or plaided stuff, belted at the
waist, with & broad ocollar folding down aboub the
throat, and rough straw hats; the women, ususlly,
gimple calico gowns and hats. All this sounds de-
Lightfully Arcadian and innocent, and it is certain that
there was something peculiar to the clime and raes in
some of the features of such a life; in the free, frank,
and stainless companionship of young men and maidens,
jn the mixture of mannal labour and intellectual flights
«~dich-washing and mathetics, wood-chopping and phile-
sophy. ‘Wordsworth's ¢ plain living and high thinking *
were made actual, Some passages in Margaret Fullar's
journals throw plenty of light on this. (It must he
premiced that che was at Brook Farm as an ooceasional
visitor ; net as & labourer in the Hive.)

% All Satarday I was off in the woode. In the evening we
had a geners! conversation, opensd by me, npon Education, in
its largest uense, and on what we can do for ourselves and
others, I took my uenal ground :—The aim is perfaction;
patience the rosd. Our lives should be considered as a
tendency, an approximation only. . ... Mr. B. spoke ad-
mirably on the natore of loyalty. The people showsd a good
deal of the sans-ciloits tendency in their mmners, throwing
themselves on the Hoer, yawning, and going out when they had
heard enough. Yet sa the majority differ with me, to begin
with—that being the reason this embject wus chosen—they
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showed on the whole more interest and defersmoe than I
hed expocted. A»s I am sccustomed to daference, however,
and need it for the boldness and animation which my pert
requires, I did not speek with as much force as ueual. . . , .
Sunday.—A gloricns day; the woods full of perfume; I was
out all the morning, In the afternoon Mrs R apd I had &
talk, I said my position would be too uncertain here, as I
oould not work. —— said * they wonld all like fo work for
a person of genjue’ .... “Yes' I told her; ‘but where
would be my reposs when they were always to be judging
whether 1 was worth it or not? . . , . Eack day you must
prove yourself anew.'. . . . We talked of the principles of
the commanity, I said I had not a right to come, becauss all
the confidence I hod in it was as an ezperiment worth trying,
ond that it was part of the great wave of inspired thought,
e .+ We had valusble discussion on these points, All
Monday moming in the woods sagain, Afternoon, out with
the drawing party; I felt the evils of the want of conven-
tional refinement, in the impudence with which one of the
girls treated me. She has gincs thought of it with regret, I
notice ; and by every day’s observation of me will see thet
ehe ought not to have done it. In the evening s husking in
the barn , . . . & most picturesque scene . . . .. I stayed and
helped about half an hour, and then took s long walk beneath
the stars. Wednesdsy . . . . In the evening a conversation
on Impulse . , .. I defended nature, an I always do ;—the
gpirit ascending throngh, not superseding, nature, But in the
scale of Bense, Intellect, Bpirit, I advocated the claims of
Intellect, because those present wers rether disposed to post-
pons them, On the nature of Beauty we had good talk
—- seemed in & much more reverent humour than the other
night, and emjoyed the large plans of the universe which
were unrolled . . . . Satnrday.—Well, good-bye, Brook Farm,
I know more about this place than I did when I came ; but the
only wey to be qualified for a judge of mch sn experiment
would be to become an active, though unimpassioned, ssso-
ciate in trying it. . . . . The girl who was so rnde to me
stood waiting, with a timid air, to bid me good bye.”
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The young girl in question cannot have been Haw-
thorne’s charming Priscilla; nor yet another young
lady, of & most humble epirit, who communicated to
Margaret's biographers her recollections of this remark-
able woman's visits to Brook Farm ; coneluding with the
assurance that *“after s while she seemed to lose sight
of my more prominent and disagreeable peculisrities,
and treated me with affectionste regard.”

Hawthorne's farewsll to the place appears ic have
been accompanied with zome reflections of a cast pimilar
to those indicated by Miss Fuller; in o far at least as
we may attribute to Hawthorne himself some of the
observations that ke fathers mpon Miles Coverdale.
His biographer justly quotes two or thres sentemces
from The Blithedals Romance, aa striking the note of the
author’s feeling about the place, *No sagacions man,"
says Uoverdale, * will long retain his sagacity if he live
exclusively among reformers and progressive people,
without pericdically returning to the settled system of
things, to correct limself by a new cbaervation from
that old standpeint.” .And he remarks elsswhere that
“ it strock me es rather odd that one of the firet ques-
tions raised, after our eeparation from the greedy,
struggling, self-secking world, should relate to the
possibility of getting the advantage over the outside
barbarians in their own fisld of labour, But to tell the
truth, I very soon became semsible that, ss regarded
society at large, we stood in a position of new hostility
rather than new brotherbood.” He was doubtless
oppreeged by the “ suliry heat of society,” as he calls it
in one of the jottings in the Note-Books. * 'What wonld
& man do # he were compelled to live always in the
suliry heat of society, and could never bathe himeelf in
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cool solitude 1 His biographer relates that one of the
other Brook Farmers, wandering afield one summer's
day, discovered Hawthorne stretched at his length upon
a grasay hill-side, with his hat pulled over hia face, and
every appearance, in his attitude, of the desire to escape
dotection. On his asking him whether he had any
particolar reason for this shyness of posture— * Too
much of a party up thers! ” Hawtborne contented him-
self with replying, with a nod in the direction of the
Hive. He had nevertheless for » time looked for-
ward to remaining indefinitely in the cammunity; he
meant to marry ag soon 28 posaible and bring his wife
there to live. Boms sixty pages of the second volume
of the American Note-Beoks are occupied with extracts
from his letiers to his future wife and from his journal
(which appears however at this time to have been
only intermittent), consisting almost exclusively of
descriptions of the simple scemery of the meighbour-
hood, and of the state of the woods and fields and
weather. Hawthorne’s fondness for all the ecommon
things of nature was deep and constant, and there is
always something charming in his verbal touch, ag we
may call it, when he talks to himself aboub them.
“Oh,” he breaks out, of an October afternoon, “the
beanty of grassy slopes, and the hollow ways of paths
winding between hills, and the intervals between the
road and wood-lots, where Bummer lingers and gits
down, strewing dandelions of gold and blue asters as
her parting gifts and memorials!” He was but: s single
summer 8t Brook Farm ; the rest of his residence had
the winter-quality.

Bat if he returned to solitude, it was hencaforth to be
as the French aay, a solifude ddeur. He was married in
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July 1842, and betock himself immediately to the ancient
village of Concord, near Buston, where he oocupied the
so-called Manse which has given the title to one of his
collectione of tales, and ypon which this work, in turn,
has conferred & permanent distinetion, I use the epi-
thets “ancdent’ and ‘“ near’ in the foregoing sentence,
ascording to the American measurement of time and
distance. Comcord is gome twenty milea from Boston,
and even to-day, upwards of forty years after the date
of Hawthorne’s removal thither, it is a very fresh and
well-preserved locking town. It had already s local
higtory when, a hundred years age, the larger eurrent
of human affaira flowed for a moment around it.
Conoord has the honour of being the first spat in
which blood wns ghed in the war of the Ravolution ;
here occurred the first exchange of musket-shots
between the King's troops and the American insur-
gents. Here, as Emerson says in the litile hymn
which he contributed iz 1836 to the dedication of &
emall monument commeraorating this circumstance—
#Here onco the embattled farmers stood,
And fired the shot heard round the world.”

The battle was a small one, ahd the farmers were not
destined individually to emerge from obscurity; bunt
the memory of thease things has kept the reputation of
Uoncord green, and it has been watered, moreaver, so to
speak, by the Lfe-long presemce there of ome of the
most honoured of American men of letters—the poet
‘from whom I just quoted two lines, Concord is indeed
in iteelf decidedly verdant, and is an excellent specimen
of a New England village of the riper sort. At the tima
of Hawthorne's first going there it mugt have beem an
even bstier specimen than to-day,—more homogeneone,
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more indigemous, more absclutely demoerstic, Forty
yeers ago the tide of forefgn immigration had scarcely
bagun to break upon the rural strongholds of the
Now England race; it had at most begun tc eplash
them with the salt Hibernian spray. It is very possble,
however, that at this period there was not an Irishman
in Concord ; the place would heve beer a village com-
munity operating in excellent conditions. Buoch o
village community was not the Ieast honourable item
in the sum of New England civiliration, Iis spreading
olms and plain white houres, ita generous snmmers and
ponderous winters, its immediate background of pro-
miscuous field and forest, would have been part of the
composition. For the rest, there were ihe selectmen
and the town-meetings, the town-schools and tho self-
governing spirit, the rigid morality, the friendly and
familiar manners, the perfect competence of the little
society to manage ite affnirg iteelf, In the delightful
introduction to the Aosses, Hawthorne has given an
account of his dwelling, of his simple ovcupations and
recreations, and of some of the characteristies of the
place. The Manse is & large, square wooden houss, to
the surface of which—even in the dry New Englannd air,
so unfriendly to mosses and lichens and weather-stains,
and the other elements of a picturesque complexion—
& hundred and fifty years of exposure have imparted
o kind of tone, stending just above the slow-flowing
Concord river, and approached by a short avenuno of
overarching trees. It had been the dwelling-place of
generations of Preshyterian ministers, ancestors of the
celebrated Emerson, who had himeelf gpent his early
manhood and written some of his most beauntiful eecays
there, “He used,” s Hawthorne says, *to watch the
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Asgyrian dawn, and Paphian sunset and moonrise, from
the summit of onr eastern hill.” From itsclezical cocu-
pants the place had inherited s mild mmstiness of
theologieal association—a vague reverberation of old
Calvinistio permons, which served to deepen its extra-
mundane and somnolent quality. The three years that
Hawthorne peased here were, I should suppdse, among
the happiest of hislife. The future was indeed not in
any special manner assured; but the preeent was
suffiviently genial. In the American Note-Books there
is & charming passage (too long to quote) desoriptive of
the entertainment the new couple found in renovating
and re-furnishing the old parsonage, which, at the time
of their going into it, was given up to ghosts and cob-
webs. Of the little drawing-room, which had been
mosh completely reclaimed, bo writes that *the shade
of onr departed host will pever haunt it ; for its aspect
has been as completely changed as the scenery of a
theatre. Probably the ghost gave one peep imto it,
uttered a groan, and vanished for ever.” ‘This de-
parted host was a certain Doctor Ripley, & venerablo
scholar, who left behind him & reputation of learning
and eanctity which was reproduced in one of the ladies
of his family, long the most distinguished woman in the
little Coneord circle. Dostor Ripley’s predecessor had
been, I believe, the last of the lina of the Emerson
ministers—an old gentlezan who, in the earlier years of
his pastorate, etood at tha window of his etudy (the same
in which Hawthorne handled a more irresponsible quill)
watching, with his hands under his long coat-tails, the
progress of Coneord fight. Tt is not by any means related,
however, I should add, that ha waited for the conclusion
to make up his mind which was the righteous cause,
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Hawthorne had s little society (ss much, we may
infer, ad he desired), and it was excellent in guality.
But the peges in the Note-Books which relats to his life
at the Manse, and the intrcduction to the Mosses, make
mare of his relations with vogetable nature, and of his
enstomary contemplation of the incidents of wood-path
and way-side, than of the human elements of the scene;
though theee also are gracefully touched nmpon. Thees
pages treat largely of the plonsures of a kitchen-garden,
of the beauniy of summer-squashes, and of the mysteries
of apple raising. With the wholesome arams of apples
{as {s indeed almost necesearily the case in any realistio
record of New England rural life} they are eepecially
pervaded ; and with many other homely and demestic
emanations ; all of which derive a sweetness from the
medium of our author’s aolloquial styls, Hawthorne
wag gilent with hig lips: but he talked with hic pen.
The tone of his writing is often that of charming talk—
ingenious, fanciful, slow-flowing, with all the lighimees
of goesip, and none of ite vulgarity. In the preface to
the tales written at the Mansa he talks of many things,
and just touches upon gome of the members of his eircle
—aespecially upon that odd genius, his fellow-villager,
Henry Thorean, I eaid a little way back that the New
England Transceudental movement had suffered in the
estimation of the world at large from not having
(putting Emerson sside) produced any superior talents,
But any reference to it would be ungenerous which
ghould omit to pay a tribute in passing to the author of
Walden. Whatever question there may be of his talent,
there can be none, I think, of his genins, It was &
tlim and crooked one; but it was eminently personal,
Ho was imperfoct, unfinished, inartistic; he was worse
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than provincial—he was parochial ; it is only at his best
that he in readable. But at his best he has an extreme
natwral cherm, and he mnst always be mentioned after
those Americans -— Emerson, Hawthorne, Longfellow,
Lowell, Motley—who have writien originally, He was
Emerson’s independent moral man made fleah—living
for the ages, and not for Baturday and Bunday; for
the Universe, and not for Conoord In fact, however,
Thoreau lived for Concord very effectually, and by his
remarkable geniug for the observation of the phenomena
of woods and streams, of plants and trees, and beasts
and fishes, and for flinging a kind of spiritual interest
over thess things, he did more than he perhaps in-
tended toward consolidating the fame of his accidental
human scjourn. He was as shy and ungregarious as
Hawthorne ; but he and the latter appear to have been
sociably disposed towards each other, and there are
some charming touches in the preface to the Mosses in
regard to the hours they spent in boating together on
the large, quiet Concord river. Thorean was » grest
voyager, in & canoce which he had conetrusted himself,
and which he eventually made over to Hawthorne, and
a8 oxport in the nse of the paddle as the Red men who
had once haunted the same silent stream. The most
frequent of Hawthorne's companions on these excureions
appears, however, 1o have been a local celebrity—as wall
as Thorean a high Transcendentalist—Mr_ Ellery Chan-
ning, whom I may mention, xince he is mentioned very
explicitly in the preface to the Mosses, and also because
no account of the little Concord world would ba com-
plete which should omit him, He was the son of the
distinguished Unitarian moraelist, snd, I believe, the
intimate friend of Thoreasu, whom he resembled in
"
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baving produced litersry compositions more eeteemod
3y dhe fow thun by dbv meny, He and Hawthorne
weare both fishermen, and the iwo used v »ev toem-
selves afloat in the summer aftarnooms, ¢ Sirange and
happy times were thoss,” exclaims the more distin-
guished of the two writers, “when we oast mside all
irksome forms and strait-laced habitndes, and delivered
onrgelves up to the free air, to live like the Indiana or
any less conventional rass, during one bright semi-
oircle of the mm. Rowing our hoat againgt the current,
between wide meadows, we turned aside imto the Assa-
beth. A more lovely stream than this, for a mile above
ita junction with the Concord, has never flowed on
earth - nowhere indeed except to lave the interior
regions of a poot's imagination. . . . . It comes Sowing
softly through the midmoat privacy and deepest heart
of a wood which whispers it to be quiet; while the
stream whispers back again from ite sedgy borders, aa
if river and wood were hushing cme another to sleep.
Yes; the river cleeps along its courss and dreams of
the sky and ths olustering foliage. . . . . While
Hawthorne was looking at theso beautiful things, or,
for that matter, was writing them, he was well out; of
the way of a certain oclass of visitante whom he allndes
t0 in one of the closing passages of this long Xntrodus-
tion. * Never was a poor little country vi infested
with such a variety of queer, strangely-dressedi~oddly-
behaved morials, most of whom took upen themselves

to be important ngmhofthew:‘%rlﬁ'fﬂuﬁny,yetm
dmply bores of & very i charmoter.” *These
hobgobline of flesh and %d’"heu,'m.premdms

paragraph, “ were at thither by the wide-spread-
ing influence of » original thinker who had his
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earthly abode at the opposite extremity of cur village.
« + + +» People that had lighted on a new thought ora
thought they fancied new, came to Fmerson, as the
finder of a glittering gem bhastens to a lapidary, to
ascertuin its quality and wvalue,” And Hawthorne
enumerates some of the categoriee of pilgrima to the
shrine of the myatic connsellor, who as a general thing
wea probably far from abounding in their own eense
{when this sense wea perverted), but gave them a due
measure of plain practical advice, The whole passage
ia interesting, and it soggests that little Concord had
not been ill-treated by the fates—with “a great original
thinker " at one end of the village, an exquisite teller
of tales at the other, and the rows of New England
olma between, It contains moreover an admirable
sentence about Hawthorne's pilgrim-haunted neighbonr,
with whom, “being happy,”’ as he eays, and feeling
therefora ““ag if thers were no question to be put,” he
was not in metaphysical communion, “It waa good
neverthelees to meet him in the wood-paths, or aome-
times in our avenve, with that pure intellectual gleam
diffused about his presemce, like the garment of a
shining one; and he so quiet, so simple, sv without
pretengion, encountering each man alive aa if expecting
t0 reccive more than he could impart |” One may with-
out indisoretion rigk the surmise that Hawthorne's percep-
tion of the *ghining "’ element in his distingnished friend
was more intense than his friend’s appreciation of what-
ever luminous property might reside within the zome-
what dusky envelope of our hero's identity as a eollector
of “mosees.” Emerson, as s sort of spiritual sun-wor-
shipper, could bave attached but s moderste value to
Hawthorne's eat-like faculty of seeing in the dark.,
B3



100 HAWTHORNE. [oBar.

ot Ag to the daily course of oar lifs,” the latter writes
in the spring of 1843, “I have written with preiiy
commendable diligence, averaging from two to four
hours & day; and the result is seen in warious maga-
sines. I might have written more if it had seemed
worth while, but I was content to earn only 50 much
gold ss might suffice for our immediate wants, having
prospect of official station and emolument which wounld
do away with the neceasity of writing for bread. These
prospecta have not yet had their fulflment ; and we are
well content to wait, for an office would inevitably
remove us from oar present happy home—at least from
an outward home; for there iz an ipner one that will
accompany us wherever we go. Meantime, the mage-
zina people do not pay their debta; so that we taste
some of the inconveniences of poverty. It is an annoy-
ance, not a trouble.” And he goes on to give some
aocount of his ugnal habits, (The passage is from his
Journal, and the acconnt is given to himself, aa it wers,
with that odd, unfamiliar explicitness which marksa the
tone of this record throughout.) * Every day I trudge
through snow and alosh fo the village, look into the
post-office, and epend an hour at the reading-room ; and
then return home, genemlly without having spoken &
word to any human being. . . . . In the way of exer-
cise I saw and split wood, and physieally I was never
in & better condition than now.” He adds a mention
of an absence he had lately made. *I went alome to
8alem, where I resumed all my bachelor Eabits for
nearly a fortnight, leading the sams life in which ten
yeara of my youth flitted away like a dream. But how
much changed was I! At last I had got hold of a
reality which never could be taken from me, It was
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good thuy to got apart from my happiness for the sake
of contemplating it.”
Thesa compogitions, which were 80 unpunotually paid
or, appeared in the Democrasic Review, a periodical
pubhahedanuhmgtm,mdhnmg ag gur author's
biographer says, ¢ congiderable pretensions to a national
character.” It is to be regretted that the practice of
keeping ite creditors waiting should, on the pars of the
magrzing in question, have been thought compatible
with theee pretensions, The foregoing lines are a de-
scription of a very monotoncus but & very contented
life, and Mr, lathrop justly remarks upon the dis-
sonance of tone of the tales Hawthorne produced under
these happy circumstances, It is indeed not a little
of an anomaly. The episode of the Manse wos one
of the most agreeable he had known, and yet the
beat of the Mosses (though not the greater number of
them) sre mingularly dismal compasitions. They are
redolent of M, Montéigut’s peesimism, ¢ The reality
of sin, the pervasiveneas of evil,” says Mr. Lathrop,
“had been but alightly ingisted upon in the earlier
tales : in this series the idea burste up like a long-
buried fire, with earth-shaking strength, and the pits
of hell seem yawning beneath us.” This iy very trus
(sllowing for Mr. Lathrop's rather too emphatic way
of putting it}; but the anomaly is, I think, on the
whole, only superficial. Qur writer's imagination, a8
has been abundantly concedsd, was a gloomy one; the
old Puritan sense of sin, of penalties to be paid, of the
darkness and wickedneas of life, had, as I have already
suggested, passed into it. It had not passed into the
parts of Hawthorne's nature correeponding to thoes
oocupied by the same horrible vision of things in his
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ancegtors ; but it had still been determined to claim
this Iater comer as its own, and sinee his heart and his
happiness were to escape, it inaisted on setting ita
mark upon his gening—upon his moat beantiful organ,
his admirable fancy. It may be said that when his
fancy was ptrongest snd keemesi, when it was most
itself, then the dark Puritan tinge showed in it most
richly; and there cannot be a better proof that he was
not the men of a sombre parfi-pris whom M. Montégut
desoribes, thar the fact that these duskiest flowera of
bis invention sprang straigh from the sofit of his
happiest days. This surely indieates that there was
but little direct connection between the producte of his
fancy and the etate of his affections. 'When he was
lighteat at heart, he was most creative, and when he
was most creative, the moral picturesgueness of the old
secret of mankind in gemeral and of the Puritans in
particular, moet appealed to him-~the secret that we
are really not by any means so good as a well-regulated
society requires us to appear. It is not too much %o
say, oven, that the very econdition of produotion of
some of these unamisble tales would be that they
ghould be superficial, and, ws it were, insincere. The
magnificent little romence of Young Goodman Brown,
for inetance, evidently means nothing as regards Haw-
thorne's own state of mind, his oonvietion of human
depravity and kis comsequent melancholy; for the
simple reason that if it meant anything, it would
mesn too much. Mr. Lathrop speaks of it as &
“terrible and lurid parable ;" but this, 1t seems to
me, is just what it ia not. It is not a parable, but
s picture, which is a very different thing. "What does
M. Montégut make, obs would ask, from the point
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of view of Hawthorne's pessimiom, of the singularly
objective and unprecccapied tone of the Introduction
to the Old Manss, In which the suthor spesks from
himself, and in which the cry of metaphysical despair
is not even faintly sounded 1

'We have seen that when he went into the village he
ofien came home without having apoken a word to &
human being, There is a touching entry mades a little
later, bearing upon his mild taciturnity. “A cloudy
veil atretches scross the abyss of my nature, I have,
however, no love of secrecy and darkness, Y am glad
to think that God sees through my hesrt, and if any
angel has power to penetrate into it, he is weloome to
know everything that ia there. Yes, and s0 may any
mortal who is capable of full sympathy, and therefore
worthy to come into my depths. But he must find his
own way there; I ean neithor guide nor enlighten him,"”
It must be acknowledged, however, that if he was not
able to open the gate of conversation, it was sometimes
because he was disposed to slide the bolt himself. I
had & purposs,” he writes, shortly before the entry last
gmoted, vif ciroumstances would permit, of pessing the
whole term of my wife's absence withont speaking a
word to any humar being.” He beguiled these in-
communicative periods by studying German, in Tieck
and Biirger, without apparently making much progress ;
aleo in reading Frenoh, in Voltaire and Rabelais. “Just
now,” he writes, one Ootober noon, “I heard a sharp
tapping at the window of my study, and, looking up
from my book (s volume of Rabelais), bebold, the head
of a little bird, who seemed to demand admittance.”
Tt was a quist life, of courss, in which these diminutive
incidents scemed noteworthy; and what is moteworthy
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hore to the observer of Hawthorne's contempletive
simplieity, is the fazt that thovgh he finds a good deal
to say about the little bird (he devotes several lines
more to it) he makes no remark upon Rabelais. He
had cther visitors than little birds, however, and their
demands were also not Rabelaisian, Thorean ocomes
to see bim, and they talk “upon the spiritnal advan-
tages of change of place, and upen the Dial, and opon
My, Alcotd, and other kindred or concatenated subjecta”
Mr. Aloott was an arch-transoendentalist, living in
Concord, and the Dial was a periodical to which the
illominated spirits of Boston and its neighbourhood
used to contribute. Amnother visitor comes and talks
“of Margaret Fuller, who, he says, has risem per-
ooptibly into a higher state since their last meeting.”
There i probably a great deal of Concord five and-
thirty years ago in that little sentence!



CHAPTER V.
THE THREEE AMERJCAN NOVELS,

TaE progpect of official station and emolument which
Hawthorne mentions in one of those paragraphs from
his Journals which I have juat quoted, as having
offered itself and then passed away, was at last, in the
event, confirmed by his receiving from the administra-
tion of President Polk the gift of & place in the Castom-
house of him native town. The office was s modest one,
and “official stetion ” may perhaps appear a magnilo-
quent formuls for the functions sketched in the ad-
mirable Introduction to The Scarlet Letier. Hawthorne's
duties weze thoze of Surveyor of the port of Salem, and
they had a ealary attached, which was the impoitant
part; a3 hia biographer tells us that he had 1eceived
almost nothing for the contributions to the Democratic
Review. He bade furewell to his exparsonsge and
went back to Balem in 1848, and the immediate effect of
his ameliorated fortune was to make him stop writing.
None of his Journals of the period from his going to
Balem to 1850 have been published; from which I
infer that he even ceased to journalise. 7%e Soariet
Loiter was not written tili 1849. In the delightfal
prologua to that work, entitled 7%e Custom Aouss, be
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embodies some of the impreesions gathered during theas
yoars of comparative leigure (I say of leisure becanse he
does not intimate in this sketch of his coonpationg that
his duties were onercus). He intimates, however, that
they were not interesting, and that it was a very
good thing for him, mentally and morally, when his
term of service expired—or rather when he was removed
from office by the operation of that wonderful “rotatory”
system which his countrymen had invented for the ad-
ministration of their affsivs, This eketch of the Custom-
houee is, a8 simple writing, one of the moet perfect of
Hawtharne's compositions, and one of the most gracefully
and humorously autobiographic. It would be interest-
ing to examine it in detail, but I prefer to use my space
for making some remarks upon the work which was the
ultimate result of this period of Hawthorne's residence
in his native town ; and I ghall, for convenience’ aaks,
say directly afterwards what I lmve to eay about the two
companions of The Scarlet Lettor—The Houss of the Seven
Gablee and The Blithedals Romanos, I quoted somse pas-
sages from the prologue to the first of these novels in
the early pages of thineesny. There is another passage,
however, which bears particularly upon this phase of
Hawthorne’s career, and which is so happily expressed
a4 to make it a pleasure to transeribe it—the passage in
which he says that * for myself, during the whole of my
Custom-honse experience, moonlight and sunshine, and
the glow of the fire-light, were just alike in my regard,
and neither of them was of one whit more avail than
the twinkle of & tallow candle. An entire class of
susceptibilitiea, and a gift connected with them—of
no great richuess or value, but the best I had—was
gone from me.” He goos on to say that he belisves that
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he might have done something if he conld have made up
his mind to convert the very subastance of the sommon-
place that sorrounded him into matter of literature.

#I might, for instence, have contented mymelf with
writing ont the narratives of a veteran shipmaster, one of the
inspectors, whom T shouold be most wngrateful not to mention ;
since scarcely & day passed that he did not stir me to laughter
and admiration by his marvellous gift as & story-tellar, . . . .
Or I might readily have found a more serious task. It was s
folly, with the materiality of this daily life pressing so
intrusively apon me, to ettempt to fling myself back inte
another age ; or to inxint on creating a semblance of a world
out of airy matter. . ... The wiser effort wonld have bean,
to diffuse thought and imsegination through the opaque sub-
stance of to-day, and thus make it a bright transparency
+ « » » to seek resolutely the true and indestructible walue
that lsy hidden in the petty and wearisome incidents and
ordinary characters with which I was now conversant. The
fault was mine. The page of lifs that was epread out before
me was dull and commonplags, only because I had not
fathomad ita deeper import. A better beok than I shell ever
write was there, . . . . These perceptions came too late,
. = + « I had ceased to ba & writer of tolerably poor tales and
essnys, and had become a tolerably good Surveyor of the
Customs. That wes all. But, nevertheless, it ia anyihing
but agreesable to be haunted by a sugpicion that one's intellect
is dwindling away, or axhaling, without your consciousuces,
like ether ont of phisl; eo that at every glance you find a
smasller and less volatile residuom.”

As, however, it was with what was left of his intellect
after three yoars' evaporation, that Hawthorne wrote
The Soarist Letter, there is little reason to complain of
the injury he suffered in his Surveyorship.

His publisher, Mr, Fields, in a volume entitlad
Yestsrdays with Authors, has related the circomstances in
which Hawthorne's masterpiece came inlo the world,
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“In the winter of 1849, after he had been ejected from
the Cnetom-houss, I went down to Salew to see him
and inquire after his health, for we heard he had been
sufforing from illneas, He was then living in & modeat
wooden homee. . . . I fonnd him alone in & chamber
over the sitting-room of the dwelling, and as the day
was cold he was hovering near a stove. We foll into
talk about his future prospeots, and ke was, as I feared
I should find him, in a very desponding mood.” His
visitor urged him to bethink himself of publishing
something, and Hawthorne replied by calling his atten-
tion o the small popularity his published produstions
had yet noguired, and declaring that he had done
nothing and kad no spirit for doing anything. The
narrator of the incident wrged upon him the necessity
of & more hopeful view of bis situation, and proceeded
to take leave, He had not reached the strect, however,
when Hawthorne harried to overtake him, and, placing
a roll of MB, in his hand, bade him take it o Boston,
read it, and pronounce upon it. It iz elther very
good or very bad,” said the sathor; *“I don’t know
which.” “On my way back to Boston,” says Mr,
Fields, “1 read the germ of 2he Scariet Leiler ; before
I alopt that night I wrote him & note all sglow with
sdmiration of the marvellona story he had put into my
bands, and told him that I would come again to Salem
the next day and sxrange for its publication. I went onin
such an amazing state of excitement, when we met again
in the little houss, that he would not believe I was really
in earnest. He seemed to think I waa beside myself,
and lsughed sadly at my enthusissm™ Hawthorne,
however, went on with the boock and finished it, but it
appeared only a year later, Xis biographer quotes &
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pazsage from o letter which e wrote in February, 1850,
to his friend Homtlo Pridge. “I finished my book
only yesterday ; one end being in the press at Boston,
while the other was in my head here at Salem, so that,
a8 you see, my story is at least fourteen miles Iang. . .
My book, the publisher teils me, will not be out before
April. He speaks of it in tremendous terms of appro-
bation, so doee Mrs. Hawthorns, to whom I read the
conclugion last night. Tt broke her heart, aud sent her
to bed with a grievous headache—which I lock upon as
s trinmphant snocess. Judging from the effect apon her
snd the publisher, I may caleulate on what bowlers call
& ten-gtrike, But I don't meke sny such caleulation.”
And Mr, Lathrop ealls attention, in regard to this pas-
sage, to an allusion in the English Note-Books (Hep-
tember 14, 1855). * Hpeaking of Thackersy, I cannot
but wonder at his coolness in respect ito his own
pathos, and compere it to my emotions when I read the
lagt scene of TRe Searlet Letier to my wife, just after
writing it—tried to read it rather, for my voice swelled
and heaved aa if I were tossed up and down on an ccean
a8 it subsides after a storm. But I was in a very
nervous state then, having gone through a great diversity
of emotion while writing it, for many montha.”

The work bas the tone of the circnmstances in which
it was prodoced. If Hawthorna was in a sombre moed,
and if hie foture was painfully vague, 2%e Scarlet Leiter
conteine little enough of gaiety or of hopefnlness. It
in densely dark, with a single spot of vivid colour in it ;
and it will probahly long remain the most consistently
gloomy of English novels of the first order. But I just
now called it the snthor's masterpiece, and I imagine it
will continue to be, for other gencrations than ours, his
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most suhatantial title to fame. The subjest had pro-
bably lain & long time in his mind, as his sabjects were
apt to do; so that he appears completely to poesces it,
to know it and feel it. It is simpler and mors complets
than his other novels; it achieves more perfectly what
it attempts, and it has about it that charm, very hard to
express, which we find in an artist’s work the firsh ime
he hag touched his highest mark—a sort of straightness
and naturalness of execution, an unoonscionsness of his
publio, and freshness of interest in his theme. It wasa
great succeus, and he immediately found himself famous,
The writer of these lines, who was a child at the time,
remembers dimly the sensation the book produced, and
the little shudder with which people alluded to it, as if
& peculiar horror were mixed with ifs attwactions Ha
was too young to read it himself, but ita title, upon
which he fixed his eyea as the book lay upon the table,
had & mystericus charm. He had & vague belief indeed
that the *letter” in question was ons of the documenta
that come by the post, and it was a source of perpetual
wonderment to him that it ghould be of such an wo-
aconstomed hue. Of oourse it waa difficalt to explain to
a child the gignificance of poor Hester Prynne’s blood-
colonred 4. But the mystery was at last partly
dispelled by his being taken to ses a collection of pic-
tures {the annual exhibition of the National Aocademy),
where he encountered o represantation of a pale, hand-
some woman, in & quaint black dress and a white ooif,
holding between her knees an alfish-looking little girl,
fantastically dressed and orowned with flowers, Em-
hroidered on the woman’s breast wag a great crimson A,
over which the child’s fingers, as she glanced strangely
out of the picture, were malicionsly playing. I wes
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told that this was Hester Prynne and little Pear], and
that when I grew older I might read their interesting
history. Bub the pioture remained vividly imprinted
on my mind; I bhad been vaguely frightened and made
uneagy by it; end when, years afterwards, I firat
read the nowel, I seemed to myself to have read it
before, and to be familiar with its two strange hercines,
I mention this incident simply as an indication of the
degrea to which the suocoms of Ths Scarlet Letter had
made the book what is called an actuality. Hawthorne
himself was very modest about it ; he wrote to his pub-
lisher, when there was & question of his undertaking
another novel, that what had given the history of
Hoster Prynne its * vogue " was simply the introdactory
chapter. In faot, the publication of Ths Soarfel Leiter
wae in the United States a literary event of the first
importance. ‘The book was the finest piece of imagi-
native writing yet put forth in the country, There was
a vonscicusneas of this in the welonme that was given
it—a gatisfaction in the idea of America having pro-
duced a novel that belonged to literatnre, and to the
forefront of it. Something might at last bo sent to
Europe a4 exquisite in quality as anything that had
besn received, and the best of it was that the thing was
absolately American ; it belonged to the soil, to the air;
it came ont of the very heart of New England.

It is beadtifnl, admirable, extracrdinary ; it has in
the highest degres that merit which I have spoken of
s the mark of Hawthorne's best things—an indefinahle
purity and lightness of conception, & quality which in
& work of art affecta one in the same way aa the absence
of grogsness does in & human being. His fancy, as I
just now said, had evidently brooded over the subject
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for a long time; the situation to be represémted had
disclosed iteelf to him in ali ite phases. 'When I say in
all its phases, the sentence demands modifieation ; for
it is to be remembered that if Hawthorne Iaid his
hand upon the weall-worn theme, upon the familiar
combination of the wife, the lover, and the hugband,
it was after all but to ome period of the history
of these three persons that he attached himpelf. The
situation is the situation after the woman's fanlt has
been committed, and the current of expiation and re-
pentance has get in, In apite of the relation between
Hester Prynne and Arthur Dimmesdale, no story of
love was surely ever less of a ““love story.” To Haw-
thorne's imagination the fact that these two persons
had loved each other too well was of an interest com-
paratively valgar ; what appealed to him was the idea
of their morsl situation in the long years that were to
follow. Ths gtory indeed is in a seoondary degree that
of Heater Prynne ; she becomes, really, after the first
scene, an Acoessory figure; it is not upon her the d3-
sofiment depends. It ia upon her guilty lover that the
author projects most frequently the oold, thin rays of
his fitfully-moving lentern, which makes here and there
s little luminous circle, on the edge of which bovers
the livid and einigter Sgure of the injured and retri-
butive husband. The story goes on for the most part
between the lover and the husband—the tormented
young Puritan minister, who carries the secret of his
own lapse from pastoral purity locked up beneath an
exterior that commends iteslf to the reverence of his
flock, while he sees the softer partner of his guilt
standing in the foll glare of exposure and humbling
herself to the misery of atonement-~between this more
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wretched and pitiable culprit, to whom dishenour would
come 88 & comfort and the pillory as a relief, and the
older, keener, witer man, who, to obtain satisfaction
for the wrong he has suffered, devises the infernaliy
ingenious plan of conjoining himeelf with his wronger,
living with him, living apon him, and while he pretends
to minister to his hidden aflment and to sympathise
with his pein, revels in his unsuspected kmowledge
of thece things and stimulates them by malignent arts,
The attitude of Roger Chillingworth, and the means
he takes to compensate himself—thege are the highly
original elements in the situation that Hawthorns so
ingeniomsly freats. None of his works are so impreg-
oated with thet efter-semse of the old Puritan con-
adciousness of life to which allusion has so often been
made, If, a5 M. Mantégut aays, the qualities of his
ancestors filtered down through generstions into his
compoaition, The Scorlst Letter was, 28 it were, the
veasel that gathered up the last of the precicus drops,
And I ssy this not becsuso the story happens to be of
so-called historieal cast, to be told of the early days
of Maseachusetts and of people in steeple-crowned hate
and sad-coloured garmenta. The historieal colouring is
rather weak than otherwise ; there is little elaboration
of detail, of ths modern realiem of research; and the
author has made no great point of cansing his figures to
epeak the Englich of their period. Neverthelems, the
book is full of the moral presenco of the race that
invented Hester’s penance—diluted end complioated
with other things, but still perfectly recognisable,
Puritanism, in & word, is there, not only objectively,
a8 Hawtborne tried to place it there, but subjectively
aa well, Not, I menn, in his judgment of his charaocters,
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in any harshness of prejudice, or in the obtrusion of
moral lesaon ; but in the very quality of his own vision,
in the tome of the picture, in & certain coldness and
exclusiveness of treatment,

The faulta of the book are, to my sense, a want of
teality and an abuse of the fanciful element—of &
certain superficial symbolism. The people strike me
not aa characters, but as representatives, very pio-
turesquely arranged, of a single state of mind; and
the interest of the story lics, not in them, but in the
sitoation, whicb is insistently kept before us, with little
progresgion, though with a great desl, az I have said,
of a certain stable variation; and to which they, out of
their reality, contribute little that helps it to live and
move. I waa made to feel this want of reality, this
over-ingenuity, of Z%e Searlet Leiter, by chancing not
long eince upon & novel which was read fifty years ago
much more than to-day, but which is still worth
reading—the story of Adam Blair, by John (libson
Lockhart. This interesting and powerful little tale
has a great deal of analogy with Hawthorne’s novel
~—quite enough, at least, to mggest s oomparison be-
tween them; end the comparison is & very interesting
one to make, for it speedily leads us to larger con-
giderations than simple 1ecemblances and divergences
of plot.

Adam Blair, like Arthur Dimmesdals, is & Calvinistic
minister who becomes the lover of a married woman, is
overwhelmed with remorse at his misdeed, and makes
& public confession of it; then expiates it by resigning
his pastoral office and becoming a humble tiller of the
soil, ns his father had been. The two stories are of
about the same length, and each is the masterpiece
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(putting eside of course, as far as Lockhart is con-
cernad, the Life of Seott) of the author. They deal
alike with the mannera of a rigidly theological society,
and even in certain details they correspond. In each
of them, botween the guilty pair, there in a charming
little girl ; though I hasten to say that Barah Blair
(who is not the daughter of the hercine but the legiti-
mate offspring of the hero, & widower) ie far from being
aa brilliant and graceful an apparition as the admirable
little Pearl of The Scarlet Letter, The main difference
botween the two tales ia the fact that in the American
story the husband plays an all-important part, and in
the Boottish plays slmost none at all. Adam Blasr ia
the history of the passion, and T%e Searlei Letier the
history of ita sequel ; but neverthelees, if one has read
the two books at a short interval, it is imnposeible to
avoid confronting them. I confess that a large portion
of the interest of Adam Blair, to my mind, when once
I had perceived that it would repeat in s great measure
the situation of The Searfet Letter, lay in noting its
difference of tone, It threw into relief the passionless
quality of Hawthorne's novel, its element of cold and
ingenions fantasy, its elaborate imaginafive delicacy.
These things do not precisely constitute a weakness in
Tha Soarlet Letter ; indeed, in a certain way they con-
stitute a great strength; but the abeence of a coertain
something warm and straightforward, a trife more
groéaly human and vulgarly natural, which one finds in
Adam Blair, will always make Hawthorne's tale less
touching to a large number of even very intelligent
readers, than a love-story told with the robust, synthetio
pathos which served Lockhart so well. His novel is
not of the first rank (I ahould call it an exseilent
12
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secopd-rate ome), but it borrows a charm from the fact
that his vigorous, but not strongly imagirnative, mind
was impregnated with the reality of his subject. He
did not always sncoced in rendering this reelity; the
expression is pometimes awkward and poor. Buf the
reader fools that his vision was clear, and his feeling
about the matter very sirong and rich, Hawthorne's
imagination, on the other hand, plays with hia theme
8o invessantly, leads it such a danoe through the moon-
lighted air of his intelleet, that the thing cools off, as
it were, hardens and stiffens, and, prodncing effects
much more exquisite, leaves the reader with a sense of
having handled a splendid piece of eilversmith’s work.
Lockhart, by means much more vulgar, produces at
momentd s greater illusion, and satisfies our inevit~
able dedire for gomething, in the people in whom it is
sought to interest ns, that shall be of the same piteh
and the same continuity with curselves. Above all,
it is Interesting to see how the same subject sppearn
to two men of » thoroughly different cast of mind and
of a different raos. Lockhart was struck with the
warmth of the subject that offered itself to him, and
Hawthorne with its eoldness; the one with its glow,
ite sentimental interest—the other with its shadow,
its moral interest. Lockhart's story is as decent, aa
severely dreped, as The Scarlet Letier; but the auther
has & more vivid sense than appears to have imposed
iteelf mpon Hawthorne, of some of the incidents of the
situation he describes ; his tempted man and tempting
woman are more sctual and personal ; his hercine in
eapecial, though not in the least a delicate or a subtle
oconception, has a sort of credible, visible, palpable pro-
porty, » vulgar roundness and relief, which are lacking
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to the dim and chastened image of Hester Prymne.
But I am going too far; I am oompaering simplicity
with subtlety, the usual with the refined. Each man
wrote as his torn of mind impelled him, but each
expressed something more than himeelf Lockhart was
& dense, gubstantial Briton, with a taste for the ocon-
crete, and Hawthorne was a thin New Englander, with
& miasmatic conscience,

In The Searlst Letter there in & groat deal of sym-
bolism ; there is, I think, too mmnch. It is overdone at
times, and bheoomes mechanical ; it ceases to be im-
presgive, and grazes triviality. The idea of the mystic
A which the young minister finds imprinted npon his
breast and eating into his flesh, in sympathy with the
embroidered badge that Hester is condemned fo wear,
appears to me to be a case in point. This suggestion
should, I think, have been just made and dropped; to
insigt upen it and retwrn to it, is to exaggerste the
weak side of the subjeet, Hawthorne returns to it
congtantly, plays with it, and poems charmed by it;
until at last the reader feels tempted to deolare that his
enjoyment of it is puerile. In the admirable scene, so
superbly conceived and beantifully executed, in which
My, Dimmesdale, in the stillness of the night, im the
middle of the sleeping town, feels impelled to go and
stand upon the scaffold where his mistress had formerly
enacted her dreadful penance, and then, seeing Hester
pass along the street, from watching at a gick-bed, with
little Poarl at her side, calls them hoth to come and
stand there beside him—in this masterly episode the
effect is almoat spoiled by the introduction of cne of
theso superficial conceits, ‘What leads up to it is very
fine--so fine that I cammot do better than quote it
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a8 o gpecimen of one of the striking pages of the
book.

 But before Mr, Dimmesdale had done speaking, s light
glesmed far and wide over all the muffled eky. It was
doubtless caused by one of those meteors which the night-
watcher may so often observe burning out to waste in the
vacant regions of the atmosphere. 8o powerful was its
radiance that it thoroughly illuminated the dense medium
of clond, betwixt the eky and eerth, The great wault
brighiened, Jike the dome of an immenss lamp. It showed
the familiar scene of the street with the distinctnees of mid-
day, but also with the awfulness that is aiways imparted to
familiar objecta by an wnaccustomed light. The wooden
houses, with their jutting stories and guaint gable-peaks ; the
doorstepe and threshelds, with the eerly grass apringing up
about them; the garden-plots, black with freshly-turned
earth ; the wheel-track, little worn, snd, even in the market-
place, margined with green on either gide ;—all were visible,
but with a singularity of aspect thai seemed to give another
morel intarpretation to the things of this world than they had
ever borne before. And there stood the munister, with Lis
hand over his heart; and Hester Prynne, with the em-
broidered letter glinmering on her bosom ; and little Pearl,
herself a symbol, and the connecting-link between these
two. They stood in the noon of that strange and solemn
splendour, asif it were the light thet ie to reveal all secrets, and
the daybresk that shall unile all that belong to one another.”

That in imaginative, impreasive, poetic; but when,
almost immediately afterwards, the author goss om to
say that “the minister looking upward to the zenith,
boheld there the appearance of an immense letter—the
Jetter 4-—marked out in lines of dull red light,” we
fecl that he goes too far and is in danger of crossing
the line that separates the sublime from jts intimate
neighbour, We are tempted to say that this is not
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moral tragedy, bot physical comedy. In the same way,
too much is made of the intimation that Hester's badge
had a scorching property, and that if ome louched it
one wounld immediately withdmw one’s hand. Haw-
thorne is perpetually looking for images which shall
place themselves in picturesque correspondence with
the spiritual facts with which he is concerned, and of
oourse the search is of the very essence of poetry. But
in such  process discretion is everything, and when the
image becomes importunate it is in danger of seeming
to stand for nothing more serions than itself. When
Hester meets the minister by appointment in the forest,
and sifs talking with him while little Pearl wanders
away and plays by the edge of the brook, the child iw
represented as at lagt making her way over to the other
side of the woodland stream, and disporting herself
there in a manner which makes ber mother feel herself,
“in some indiatinet and tantalising manner, estranged
from Pearl; as if the child, in her lopely ramble
throogh the forest, had atrayed out of the aphere in
which ghe and her mother dwelt together, and was now
vainly seeking to return fo it.” And Hawthorne devotes
n chapter to this idea of the ohild’s having, by putting
the brook between Hester and herself, established =
kind of spivitual gulf, on the verge of which her little
fantastic person inncoently mocky at her mother's
sporo of bereavement. This conception belongs, one
would ray, quite to the lighter order of a story-teller's
devices, and the reader hardly goes with Hawthorne in
the Inrge development he gives to it. He bardly goes
with him either, I think, in his extreme predilection
for a gmall number of vague ideas which are repre-
sentel by sooh terme as “pphere™ and ' sympathien”
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Hawthorne makes too liberal » mee of these two sub-
stantives ; it is the solitery defect of his style; and it
oounta a8 o defect partly because the words in guestion
are a sort of specinlty with certain writers immeasar-
ably inferior to himself.

I had pot meant, however, to expatinte wpon his
defects, which are of the slenderest and most venial
kind, 7%s Scarlet Lstter has the beauty and harmony
of all oviginal and complete eonceptions, and ity weaker
spots, whatever they axe, are not of ita essemos; they
are mere light laws and inequalities of surface. One
can often return to it; it snpports familiarity and has
the inexhaustible charm and mystery of great works of
art. It is admirably written. Hawthorne afterwards
polished his style to a still higher degres, but in his
Iater produstions—it is almost always the case in a
writer'’s Ister productions—there is a teuch of mannerism.
In T%e Scarlsl Lettor there is a high degree of polish,
and at the same time a charming freshness ; his phrase
is less consoious of iteelf. His biographer very justly
calls attention to the fact that his style was excellent
from the beginning; that he appeared to bave passed
through no phase of learning how to write, but was in
possession of his means from the first of his handling
a pen, His early tales, perhaps, were not of a character
to sabject his faculty of expression to a very severe tast,
but & man who had not Hawthorne's matural sense of
language would certainly have contrived to write them
less well, Thie natural sense of langusge—this turn
for saying things lightly and yet touchingly, pie-
turesquely yet simply, and for infusing a gently
oolloguial tome into matter of the most unfamiliar
import, he had evidently cultivated with great sssiduity,
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I have spoken of the anomalous character of his Note-
Books—of hig going to euch pains often to make a
record of incidents which either were not worth re-
membering or could be easily remembered without its
aid. But it helps us to understand the Note-Books if
wo roagard them aa a literary exercise. They were
eompogiticns, as school boys may, in which the subject
was only the pretext, and the main point was to write
a certain amount of excellemt English, Hawthorne
must; at least have writien a great many of these things
for practice, and he must cften have said to himself that
it waa better practice to write about frifles, becanse it
was a greater tax upon one’s ekill to make them inter-
esting. And his theory was just, for he haa almost
always made his trifles interesting, In his Dovels his
art of saying things well is very positively tested, for
here he treata of those matters among which it is very
easy for a blundering writer to go wrong—the subtleties
and mysteries of life, the moral and spiritusl maze. In
such a passage as one I have marked for quotation from
The Scarlet Lotier there is the stamp of the genina of style.

 Hester Prynne, gozing steadfastly at the clergyman, felt
a dreary influence come over her, but wherefore or whence
she knew not, unless that e seemed so remote from her own
sphere and utterly beyond her reach. One glance of recog-
nition she hed imagined must needs pass between them, Bhe
thonght of the dim foreat with. ita little dell of solitude, and
love, and anguish, and the moesy tree-trunk, where, sitting
hand in hand, they had mingled their sad and passionate talk
with the melancholy marmur of the brook. How deeply had
they known each other then! And waa thia the man? She
hardly knew him now! He, moving proudly past, enveloped
as it were in the rich rausic, with the procession of majestic
and venereble fathers; he, so unattainable in hia worldly
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position, and still more eo in" thet far visia in his
unsympithising thoughts, through which she now beheld
him! Her spirit sank with the idea that all muat have been
a delusion, and that vividly as she had dreamed it, there
could be no real bond botwixt the clergyman snd herself.
And thus much of woman there was in Hester, that ehe
could scarcely forgive him—least of all now, when the heavy
footatep of their approaching fate might be heard, neerer,
nearer, nearer |-—for being able to withdeaw himself so com-
pletely from their mutual world, while she groped darkly,
snd stretched forth her co'd hands, and found him not!™

T%e House of the Seven Gables was written at Lenox,
smong the mountaing of Maasachusetts, a village neat-
ling, rather loosely, in ane of the Ioveliest corners of
New England, to which Hawthorne had betaken himself
after the success of Z%e Soarlst Letier became con-
spicuous, in the summer of 1850, and where he occupied
for two yeara an unocomfortable little red house which is
now pointed out to the inquiring stranger. The inguiring
stranger is now a frequent fignre at Lenox, for the
placo bas snffered the procees of liomisation. It has
become e prosperons watering place, or at least (as there
aTe no waters), as they eay in Ameriea, & summer-resort,
It is a brilliant and generous landseape, and thirty years
ago & man of faney, desiring to apply himself, might
have found both inapiration and tranguillity there.
Hawthorne found so muoh of both that he wrote more
during his two years of residence at Lenox than at any
period of his career. He began with The Houss of the
Seven Glables, which was finished in the early part of
1851, This is the longeat of his three American novels,
it is the most elaborate, and in the judgment of some
persons it i the finest. It ia & rich, delightfal, imagine-
tive work, larger and more various than its companions,
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and full of all sorts of deep intentions, of interwoven
threads of suggestion Bub it is not so rounded and
complete e The Soarisi Letior ; it haa always scamed to
me more like » prologue to a great novel than a great
novel ileelf, I think thin is partly owing to the fact
that the subject, the donnée, as the French say, of the
gtory, does not quite fill it out, and that we get at
the same time an impression of certain complicated
purposes on the aunthor’s part, which seem to reach
beyond it. I call it larger and more various than its
companions, and it has indeed & greater richness of tone
and density of detail. ‘The colour, so to speak, of T%e
House of the Seven Gables is admirable, But the story
haa a sort of expansive quality which mever wholly
fructifies, and as I lately laid it down, after reading it
for the third time, I had & sense of having interested
myself in & magnificent fragment, Vet the book has a
great fascination, and of all of those of its author’s pro-
ductions which I bave read over while wriling this
rketoh, it is perhaps the one that has gained most by
ro-parusal. If it be true of the others that the pure,
natural quality of the imaginative strain is their great
metit, thie is at least as true of Ths Houm of the Ssven
Gubles, the charm of which is in & peculiar degree of the
kind that we fail to redace to jts grounds—like that of
the sweotness of a piece of muaio, or the eoftness of fine
Heptember weather. It i vague, indefinable, ineffable ;
but it is the sort of thing we must alwaya point to in
justifieation of the high olaim that we make for Haw-
thorne. In this case of ecourss its vagneness is & draw-
back, for it is diffisnlt to point to ethereal beauties ; and
if the reader whom we have wished to inoculate with
our admiration inform us after looking a while that he



124 HAWTHORNE, [omaP,

perceives nothing in particular, we can only reply that,
in effect, the object iz a delicate ane.

The House of the Seven Qables comes nearer being a
picture of contemporary American life than either of
its companiona; but on this ground it would be a mis-
take to make a large claim for it. It cannot be too
often repeated that Hawthorne was not a realist. He
had @& high sense of reality—his Note-Books super-
abundantly testify to it ; and fond as he was of jotting
down the items that make it up, he never attempted fo
render exactly or closely the actusl facts of the pociety
that surrounded him, I have said—I began by saying
—that his pages were full of its spirit, and of a cerfain
reflected light that springs from it; but I was careful
to add that the reader must Iook for his local and
national quality between the lines of his writing and
in the sndirect testimony of hia tome, his accent, his
temper, of his very omissions and suppressionn The
Houss of the Seven Gables has, however, more literal
actuality than the cthers, and if it were not too fanciful
an aceount of it, I should say that it renders, to an
initiated reader, the impression of a summer afternoon
in an elm-shadowed New England town. It leaves
upon the mind & vague correspondence to some such

reminiscence, and in stixring up the association it
renders it delightful. The comparison ie to the hanour

of the New England town, which gains in it more than
it bestows. The ahadows of the elms, in T%e Houss ¢f
ths Seven Gables, are axceptionally dense and cool ; the
summer aftarnoon is peculiarly still and besutiful ;
the astmosphers has a deliciows warmth, and the long
daylight seems to pause and rest. But the mild pro-
vinefal quality is there, the mixture of shabbiness and
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freghnegs, the paucity of ingredients. ‘The end of an
old race-—this ia the situation that Hawthorne has
depisted, and he has been admirably inspired in the
choico of the figures in whom be seeka to interest ma.
They are all figures rather than characters—they are all
pictures rather than persons. But if their reality is
light and vagus, it is sufficient, and it is in-bharmony
with the low relief and dimness of outline of the objecta
that sarround them. They are all types, to the author’s
mind, of something genersl, of something that‘is bound
up with the history, at large, of families and individuals,
and each of them is the centre of & clustar of those in-
genions and meditative musings, rather melancholy,
a8 » goneral thing, than joyous, which melt into the
current and texture of the story and give it a kind
of moral richress. A grotesque old epinster, imple,
childich, penniless, very humble at heart, but rigidly
conscious of her pedigree; an amiable bachelor, of an
epicurean temperament and an enfeebled intellect, who
haa passed twenty years of his life in pensl confinement
for a crime of which he waa unjustly proncnnced guilty ;
& sweet-natured and bright-faced young girl from the
conntry, . poor relation of these two amcient decrepi-
tudes, with whose moral mustiness her modern freshness
and soundness are contrasted ; & young man still more
modern, holding the latest opinions, who has sought his
fortune up and down the world, and, though he has not
found it, takes a genial and enthusiastic view of the
foture : these, with two or three remsarkable accesscry
figures, are the persons concerned in the little drama.
The drama iz & small one, but as Hawthorne doea not
put it before us for its own superficial sake, for the
dry facts of the case, but for something in it which he
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holds to be gymbclio snd of laxge application, something
that points & moral and that it behoves us to remember,
the scenas in the rusty wooden house whoee gables give
its name to tha story, have something of the digmity
both of histery and of tragedy. Missa Hephzibah
Pyncheon, dragging ont e disappointed life in her
paternal dwelling, finds hexself cbliged in her old age
to open a little shop for the sale of pemny toys mnd
gingerbread. This is the central incident of the tale,
and, as Hawthorne relates it, it is an incident of the
mogl impresdive magnitude and most touching intereat.
Her dishonoured and vague-minded brother is released
from prison at the same moment, and returns to the
ancestral roof to deepen her perplexities. But, on the
other hand, to alleviate them, and to introduce a breath
of the sir of the outer world into this long unventilated
interior, the little country ocouszin also arrives, and
proves the good angel of the feebly distracted household.
All this episods is exquisite—admirably conocived, and
exceuted with a kind of humorous tenderness, an equal
senne of everything in it that is pictmesque, touching,
ridienlous, worthy of the highest praise. Hephzibah
Pyncheon, with her near-sighted scowl, her rusty jointa,
her antique turban, her map of a great territory to the
eastward which onght to have belonged to her family,
her vain terrors and seruples and resentments, the
inaptitude and repugnance of an amcient gentlewoman
to the vulgar little commerce which a cruel fale has
compelled her to engage in—Hephxibah Pyncheon is a
masterly pictmre. I repeat that she is a pieture, as her
companions are pictures; she is & charming pieco of
desoriptive writing, rather than a dramatic exhibition.
But she is described, like her companions too, so subtly
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and lovingly that we enter into her virginal old heart
and stand with her behind her abominable little connter.
Clifford Pyncheon is » gtill more remarkable conception,
though he ig perhaps not so vividly depicted. It was s
figure needing a mnch more sabtle touch, however, and
it wag of the easence of his character to be vague and
uncmphasised. Nothing cen be more charming than
the manner in which the soft, bright, active presence
of Phaba Pyncheon is indicated, or than the acoount of
ber relations with the poor dimly sentient kingman for
whom her light-handed sisterly offices, in the evening of
a melanchaly life, are a revelation of loat possibilities
of happiness,  In her aspect,” Hawthorne says of the
young girl, * there was a familiar gladness, and a hali-
ness that yon could play with, and yet 1everemee it ns
much as ever. She was like a prayer offered up in the
homeliest beauty of one’s mother-tongne. Fiesh was
Phabe, moreover, and airy, and sweet in her apparel ;
aa if nothing that she wore—npeither her gown, nor her
emall gtraw bonnet, nor her little kerchief, any more
than her gnowy stockings—had ever been put on before ;
or if worn, were all the fresher for it, and with a
frogrance as if they had lain among the rose-buds.”
Of the influence of her maidenly salubrity wpon poor
Clifford, Hawthorne gives the prettieat desoription, and
then, breaking off suddenly, renonnces the attempt in
langnage which, while pleading it¢ inadequacy, conveyas
an exquisite satisfaction to the reader. I quote the
passage for ihe sake of its extreme felicity, and of the
charming image with which it concludes.

“But we strive in vain to put the idea into words. No
adequais expiesgion of the beauty and profound pathos with
which it impresses us is attaipable, Thia being, mede only
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for happiness, and heretofors so miserably failing to be
happy—his tendencies so hideously thwarted that some un-
known time ago, the delicate springs of his character, never
morally or intellectually strong, had given way, and he was
now iwbecile—thin poor forlorn viyager from the Islands of
the Blest, in a frail bark, on & tempestnous see, had been
flung by the last mountain-wave of his shipwreck, inio a
quiet harhour, There, aa he lay more than half lifeless on the
strand, the fragrance of an earthly rose-bud had come to his
nostrils, and, as odours will, hed summoned np rewminiscences
or visions of all the living and breathing beauty amid which
he shounld have had his home, With his native susceptibility
of happy infinences, he inhales the slight ethereal rapture
into his soul, and expirea! ™

I have not mentioned the personage in The House of
the Ssven Gables upon whom Hawthorne evidently be-
stowed most peins, and whose portrait is the most
elaborate in the book; partly becanse he is, in spite
of the space he ccoupies, an aceessory figure, and partly
becanse, even more than the others, he is what I have
called. a picture rather than a cheracter. Judge Pyn-
cheon is an ironical portrait, very richly and broadly
executed, very ssgacionsly composed and rendered—the
portrait of a waperb, full-blown hypocrite, a large-based,
full-purtured Pharisee, bland, urbans, impressive, dif-
foxing about him & * gultry® warmth of benevolenoce,
as the author calls it agein and again, and basking in
the noontide of prosperity and the econsideration of
society ; but in reality hard, grosa, and ignoble, Judge
Pyncheon is an elaborate piece of description, made up
of a hundred admirable tonches, in which satire is
always winged with fancy, and fancy iz lioked with a
deep semse of reality. It is diffipalt to say whether
Hawthorne followed a medel in describing Judge
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Pyncheon ; but it is tolerably obvious that the picture is
an impression—a oopious impreasion—of an individoal.
It has evidently a definite starting-point in fact, and
the author is able to draw, freely and confidently, after
the imsge established in hizs mind, Holgrave, the
modern young man, who has been a Jack-of all-trades
and is at the period of the story a daguerreotypiat, ia
an attempt to render & kind of national type—that of
the young citizen of the United Btates whose fortune ia
=imply in hia lively intslligence, and who stands naked,
as it were, nubiased and unencumbered alike, in the
centre of the far-stietching level of American life.
Holgrave is intended as & contrast ; his lack of tradi-
tions, hin democratio stamp, his condenced experience,
are opposed to the desiccated prejudices and exhwusted
vitality of the race of which poor feebly scowling, rusty-
jointed Hephzibah is the most heioie representative.
It is perhaps a pity that Hawthorne should not have
proposed to himself to give the old Pyncheon-qualities
rome embodiment which would help them to balance
more fairly with the ela:tic properties of the young
daguerreotypist—should not have painted a lusty con-
servative to match his strenuous radical. Am it is, the
muetiness and mouldiness of the tenanta of the House
of the feven Gables crumble away rather teo easily.
Evidently, however, what Hawthorne designed to re-
present was not the struggle between an old society
and a new, for in this cage he wonld have given the old
one a better chance ; but simply, as I have said, the
ghrinkage and extinction of a family. This appealed
to his jmagination ; and the ides of long perpetuation
and survival always appears to have filled him witha
kind of horror and disapproval. Conservative, in a
E
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cortain degres, as he was himeelf, and fond of retro-
spect and quistude and the mellowing influences of
time, it is eingular how often one enmcounters in his
writings some expression of mistrust of old houses, old
institutions, long lines of descent. He was disposed
apparently to allow a very moderate measure in these
regpects, and he condemns the dwelling of the Pyn-
cheona to disappear from the facs of the earth becanse
it has been standing a couple of hundred years. In
this he was an American of Americans ; or rather he
‘wad more American than many of his countrymen, who,
thongh they are accustomed to work for the short ron
rather than the long, have often a lurking eateem for
things that show the marks of having lasted, I will
add that Holgrave is one of the few figures, among
those which Hawthorne created, with regard to which
the absonce of the realistic mode of treatment is felt as
& lozsa. Holgrave is not sharply enough characterised ;
he lacks foaturea ; he is not an individual, but a type.
Bgt my last word about this admirable novel must not
be a resiriotive one. It is & Iarge and generous pro-
duction, pervaded with that vague hum, that indefinable
echo, of the whole multitudinous life of man, which is
the real sign of & great work of fiction.

After the publication of Ve Houm of the Ssven
Gables, which brought him great hanour, and, I believs,
a tolerable ghare of a more ponderable substance, he
composed & ocuple of lit{le wolumes for children—
The Wonder-Book, and s emall collection of stories
entitled Tanglewood Tules. They are not among his
most sorious literary titles, but if I may trust my own
early impreasion of them, they are among the most charm-
ing literary services that have been rendered to children”
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in an age (and especially in a econntry) in which the
exactions of the infant mind have exerted much too
palpable an influence upon literature. Hawthorne's
stories are the old Greck myths, made more vivid to
the childigh imagination by an infosion of detaila which
both deepen and explain their marvels, I have been
careful not to read them over, for I should be very
sorry to risk disturbing in any degree a recollection of
thom that has been at rest since the appreciative period
of life to which they are addressed. They seem at that
period enchanting, and the ideal of happiness of many
American children i8 to lie wpon the earpet and lose
themselves in 2%s Wonder-Book. It is in ita pages that
they first make the aoquaintance of the heroes and
heroines of the antique mythology, and something
of the nursery fairy-tale quality of interest which
Hawthorne imparts to them alwsys remains,

I have gaid thet Lenox was & very preity place, and
that he was able to work there Hawthorne proved by
composing The Iouss of the Seven Gables with a good
deal of yapidity. But at the close of the year in which
this novel was published he wrote to a friend (Mr.
Fields, his publisher,) that “to tell you s secret I am
sick to dealk of Berkshire, and hate to think of gpending
another winter here. . . . . The air and climate do not
agres with my health at all, and for the first time since
I wna a boy I have felt languid and dispirited. . . . .
O that Providence would build me the merest little
shanty, and mark me out a rood or two of garden
ground, near the sea-coast!' He was at this time for a
while cut of health ; and it is proper to remember that
thongh the Massachugetts Berkshire, with its mountaing
and lakes waa charming during the ardent American

x2
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summer, there was a reverss to the medal, consisting
of December snows prolonged into April and May.
Providence failed to provide him with a cottage by the
sea; but he betook himegelf for the winter of 1852 to
the little town of 'West Newion, near Boston, where he
brought into the world T%e Blithedale Romance.

This work, as I have paid, would not have heen
written if Hawthorne had not spent a year at Brook
Farm, and though it is in no sense of the word an
nccount of tho manners or the inmntes of that estab-
Yishment, it will preserve the memory of the ingenious
community at West Roxbury for a generation un-
conscious of other reminders, I hardly know what to
sy about it save thet it i8 very charming; this vagne,
unanalytio epithet is the firgt that comes to one's pen
in treating of Hawthorne's novels, for their extreme
amenity of form invariably suggesta it ; bat if on the
one hand it claims to ba uttered, on the other it frankly
confesres ite inconclusiveness. Perhaps, however, in
this coce, it fills oot the measure of appreciation
more completely than in others, for The Dlithedals
Romancs is the lightest, the brightest, the liveliest,
of this company of unhumorcus fistions,

The atory ia told from a more joyous point of view—
from o point of view comparatively humorons—and a
number of objects and incidents touched with the light
of the profans world—the valgur, meny-colonred world
of actuality, as distinguished from the cvepuscular
realm of the writer's own reverics—are minglod with ita
course, The book indeed ia a mixture of elements,
and it leaven in the memory an impression analogons to
that of an April day—an alternation of brightness and
shadow, of broken sun-patohes and eprinkling clonds.
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Its dénofiment is tragical—there iz indeed nothing s
trgical in all Hawthorne, unless it be the murder of
Miriam’s persecotor by Donatello, in Trang/ormation,
a8 the suicide of Zenobia; and yet on the whole the
effect of the novel is to make one think more agreeably
of life, The standpoint of the marrator haa the advan-
tage of being & concrste one ; he is no longer, e in the
preceding talee, a disembodied spirit, imprisoned in the
haunted chamber of hiz own contemplations, but a
particular man, with a certain hwnan grossnees.

Of Miles Coverdale I bave already spoken, and of its
being natursl to agsnme that in so far ag we may mea-
gure this lightly indicated identity of his, it bas a great
deal in common with that of his creator. Coverdalo
is a picture of the oontemplative, observant, anslytic
nature, nursing its fancies, and yet, thanks to an
element of strong good sense, not bringing them up to
be spoiled children ; having little at stake in life, at any
given moment, and yet indulging, in imagination, in a
good many adventures ; a portrait of s man, in a word,
whose pnssions are slender, whose imagination is active,
and whose happinegs lies, mot in doing, but in per-
ceiving—half a poet, half a critic, and all a apectator.
He is contrasted, excellently, with the figure of
Hollingsworth, the heavily treading Reformer, whose
attude with regard to the world is that of the hammer
to the anvil, and who has no patience with his friend's
indifferences and nentralities, Coverdale iz & gentle
soeptic, a mild cynic ; he would agree that life is a Jittle
worth living—or worth Hving a little; but would
remark that, unfortunately, to live little enough, we
have 10 live & great deal. He confesses to a want of
earnestness, but in reality he is evidently an excellont
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fellow, o whom one might Iook, not for any personal
performance on & great acale, but for a good deal of
generosity of detail. * As Hollingsworth once told me,
I lack a purpose,” he writes, at the close of his story.
#“ How strange! He was ruined, morally, by an over-
plus of the same ingredient the want of which, I
occagionally suspeet, has rendered my own life all an
emptiness. I by no means wish to die. Yet were
there any oause in this whole chaos of human struggle,
worth a sane man’s dying for, and which my death
would benefit, then —provided, however, the effort did
not involve an unressonable amount of trouble—
methinks I might be bold to offer up my life. If
Kossuth, for example, would pitch the battle-field of
Hungarian rights within an easy ride of my abode, and
choose & mild sunny morning, after breakfast, for the
conflict, Miles Coverdale would gladly be his man, for
one brave rush upon the levelled bayonets. Further
than that I should be loth to pledge myself,”

The finest thing in 7%e Blithdals Romance is the cha-
racter of Zencbia, which I have said elsewhere strikes
me as the nearest approach that Hawthorme has made
to the complete creation of a person. Hhe is more
concrete than Hester or Miriam, or Hilda or Phwebe;
she i a more definite image, produced by a greater
multiplicity of touches. 1t is idle to inguire too closely
whether Hawthorne had Margaret Fuller in hig mind
in constructing the figure of this brilliant specimen of
the strong-minded class and endowing her with the
genius of conversation ; or, on the assumption that such
was the case, to compare the image at all strictly with
the model. ‘There is no strictness in the representation
by novelista of persons who have struck them in life,
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and thers can in the natore of things be none. From
the moment; the imegination takes a hand in the game,
the inevitable tendency i to divergence, to following
what may be called new scenta. The original gives
bints, but the writer does what he likes with them, and
imports new elements into the picture. If there is this
amounnt of reason for referring the wayward bercine of
Blithedale to Hawthorne’s impreagion of the most dis-
tinguished woman of her day in Boston, that Margsaret
Fuller was the only literary lady of eminence whom
there iz any sign of his having known, that she was
proud, passionats, and eloguent, that she was much
connected with the little world of Transcendentalism
out of which the experiment of Brook Farm sprung,
and that ghe had a miserable end and a watery grave—
if these are faots to be noted on one side, I say; on the
other, the beauntiful and samptuous Zenobia, with her
rich and picturesque temperament and physical aspacts,
offers many pointe of divergence from the plain and
gtrenuous invalid who represented feminine oulture in
the suburbs of the New England metropolis. This pic-
turesquencss of Zenobia is very happily indieated and
maintained ; she is s woman, in sll the forcs of the
term, and there is something very vivid and powerful in
her large expreesion of womanly gifta and wealmesses,
Hellingsworth is, I think, lesa soccessful, though there
in much reality in the conception of the type to which
he belongs—the strong willed, narrow-hearted apostle of
a special form of redemption for society. There is
nothing better in all Hawthorme than the scene
between him snd Coverdals, when the two men are
at work together in the field (piling stones on a dyke),
and he gives it to his companion to chooso whether he
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will be with him or against him, Xtis a pity, perhaps,
to have represented him as having begun life as a
blacksmith, for one grudges him the advantage of so
logical & reason for his roughness and hardness,

® Hollingsworth scercoly said a word, unless when re-
peatodly end pertinaciounly addressed, Then indeed Lo
would glare upon us from the thick sbrubbery of his medita-
tions, like a tiger out of a junglo, wunke the briefest reply
possible, and betake himealf back into the pelitude of hia
heart and mind , . . . His heart, I imagine, was never reglly
interestod in our socialist scheme, but was for ever busy with
lis strange, and ag most people thought, hmpracticable plan
for the reformalion of eiiininale {hrough an appeal to their
bigher ingtinets, Much as I liked Hollingsworth, it coat me
many & groan to tolerate Lim on this point. He ouglst tv
have connnenced his investigation of the subject by com-
witting some huge sin in his pruper person, and examining
the coudition of his higher inglincts aftorwards,”

The moet touching element in the novel is the his-
tory of the grasp that this berbarous fanulic has laid
upon the fastidious and high-tempered Zenobia, who,
disliking him and shrinking from him at a hundred
points, is drawn into the gulf of his omnivorous egotism.
The portion of the story that strikes me as least felioi-
tous is that which deals with Priscilla and with her
mysiotious relation to Zenobia—with her mesmerie
gifta, her clairvoyanoce, her identity with the Veiled
Lady, her divided subjection to Hollingsworth and
‘Weatervelt, and her numerons other graceful but fan-
tastioc properties —her Bibylline atéributes, as the
author ocalls them, Hawthorne is rather too fond of
Bibyliine attributes-—a taste of the same order as his
digposition, to which I have already allnded, to talk
abont spheres and sympathies. As the setion advances,
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in T%he DBlithdale ILomance, we get too much out of
1enlity, and cense to feel beneath our feet the fium
ground of an appeal to our own vision of the world, our
observation. I should have liked to tee the story con-
eprn itgelf more with the little community in which its
ea1lier geenes are laid, and avail itself of so excellent an
opportunity for desoribing unhackneyed apecimens of
hunan natore. I have alieady apoken of the absence of
satire in the movel, of ite not aiming in the least at
satire, and of its offering no grounds for complaint as
an invidious picture. Indeed the brethren of Brook
Farm ehould bave held themselves slighted rather than
misrepresented, and have regrebted that the admirable
geniua who for a while was numbeied among them
should have treated their institution mainly as a perch
for starting upon an imaginative flight. But when all
is said about & certain want of substance and cohesion
in the latter portions of The Blithedals Homancs, the
book is atill & delightful and besutiful ome. Zenobia
and Hollingsworth live in the memory, and even Pris-
cilla and Coverdale, who linger there less importunately,
have o great deal that toushes us and thal we believe
in, I maid just now that Priscilla was infelicitous ; but
iramediately afterwards I open the volume at a page
in which the author deacribes some of the out-of-door
amusements at Blithedale, and speaks of a foot-race
across the grass, in which some of the slim young givls
of the eociety joined. ¢ Priscilla’s peculiar charm in &
foot-race was the weakness and irregularity with which
she ran. Growing up without exercite, except to her
poor little fingers, she had never yet acquired the per-
fect use of her legs. Betting buoyantly forth therefore,
a8 if no rival less swift than Atalanta could compele
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with her, ghe ran falteringly, and cften {umbled on the
grass, Buch an incident—thongh it seems too alight to
think of—waa a thing to laugh at, but which brought
the water into one’s eyes, and lingered in the memory
after far greater joys and sorrows were wept out of it,
as antiquated trash. Priscilla's life, as T beheld it, was
full of triflea that affocted me in just this way.” That
sooms to me exquisite, and the book is full of touchea
a8 deep and delicate.

Aftor writing if, Hawthorne went back to live in
COoneord, where he had bought s small houge in which,
apparently, he expected to spend a large portion of bis
fature. This was in faot the dwelling in which he
passed that part of the rest of his days that he spent
in his own country. He established himself there
before going to Europe, in 1853, and he returned to the
‘Wayside, as he called his honse, on coming back to
the United Statez seven years later. Though he actuaily
ocoupied the place no long time, he had made it hia
property, and it was more his own home then any
of his numerous provisional abodes. I may therefore
quote a little acoount of the honse which he wrote to a
distinguished friend, Mr. George Curtis,

% As for my old honse, you will onderstand it better after
spending & day or two in it DBefore Mr, Aleott took it in
hand, it wag o mean-locking affair, with two pesked gables;
no suggestiveness about it, and no venerableness, although
from the atyle of its constroction it seems to have survived
beyond ite first century. He added a porch in front, and
central peak, and & piazza at each end, end painted it n rusty
olive lige, and invested the whole with a modest picturesgue-
ness ; sll which improvements, together with it eituation at
the foot of a wooded hill, meke it & plece that one notices
and remembera for a few moments after parsing. Mr. Alcott
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expended a good deal of taste and some money (to no great
purpose) in forming the hillkde behind the house into
terraces, and building wrbours and summer-houses of rough
stems and branches and irees, on a system of his own. They
must heve been very pretty in their day, and are so still,
although much decayed, and ghattered more and more by
overy breeze that blowe. The hillside is covered chiefly with
locust trees, which come Into luxuriant blossom in the month
of June, and look and pmell very sweetly, intermixad with a
fow young elms, and white pines and infant oaks — the
whole forming rather & thicket than s wood, Nevertheless,
there is eome very good shade to be found there. I spend
delectable hours there in the hottest part of the day, stretched
out &t my lazy length, with & book in my hend, or some
unwritten book in my thonghis. There is almost alwayse a
breeze stirring along the sides or brow of the hill. From the
hill-top there is & good view along the extensive level sur-
faces snd gentle hilly ouilinen, covered with wood, ihat
characterise the ecenery of Concord, . . .. I know nothing
of the history of the honse except Thoreau's telling me that
it was inhebited, n generation or two mgo, by & man wha
Delieved he should never die. I believe, however, Le is deand ;
at least, I hope so; else he may probably reappear and
dispute my title o his residence.”

As Mr. Lathrop points out, this allusion fo a man
who believed he shonld never dis is “ the first intimation
of the story of Septémius Felton” The scensry of that
romance, be esdds, *‘was evidently taken from the
Wayside and ite hill” Ssptémius Felton is in fact &
young man who, at the time of the war of the Reveln-
tion, lives in the village of Concord, on the Boston road,
at the bass of & woody hill which rises abruptly
behind his homse, and of which the level smmmit
supplies him with a promenade continually mentioned
in the oourse of the tale. Hawthorne used to exercise
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himself npon this picturesqne eminence, and, as he
oonceived the brooding Beptimiug to have done befare
him, to betake himself thither when hes found the
limits of his dwelling t0o nparrow, But he had an
advantage which his imaginary hero lacked ; he erected
& tower aa an adjunct to the honse, and it was n jocular
tradition among his neighbours, in allzsion to his atbri-
butive tendency to evade rather than hasten the coming
guest, that he used to ascend this structure and scan the
road for provocations to retreat,

In po fur, howover, as Hawthorne suffered the
penalties of celebrity at the handas of intrusive fellow-
citizens, he was soon to escape from this honourable
incommodity. On the 4th of March, 1853, his old
college-mate and intimate friend, Franklin Pierce, waa
installod as President of the United Btates. He had beer
the candidate of the Demooratic party, and all good
Democrats, accordingly, in confarmity to the beautiful
and rational xystem under which the affairs of the
great Republic were carried on, begun tc open their
windowa to the golden gunshine of Presidential
patronage. When General Pierce was put forward by
the Democrats, Hawthorne felt a perfectly loyal and
natural desiie that his good friend should be exalted to
5o brilliant & position, and he did what waa in him fo
farther the good camss, by writing & little book about
its hero. His I4fs of Franklin DPierce belongs to that
class of literature which is known as the * campaign
biography,” and which oousiste of an attempt, more or
lesa sucocessful, to persuade the many-headed monster
of universal suffrage that the gentleman on whoee he-
half it is addressed is a paragon of wizdom and virtume,
Of Hawthorne's little book there is nothing partionlar
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to say, save that it is In very good fnste, that he is a
very fairly ingenious advocste, and that if he claimed
for the future President qualities which rather faded in
the bright light of a high office, this defect of proportion
was easential to his undertaking. He dwelt chiefly npon
Geaneral Piereo's exploita in the war with Mexico (before
that, his record, as they ssy in Amerion, had been
mainly that of a succeesful country lawyer), snd
exercised hiz descriptive powers so far as was possible in
describing the advance of the United States troops from
Yera Cruz to the city of the Montezumas, The mouth-
pieces of the Whig party spared him, I believe, no repro-
bation for * prostituting ” his exquisite genius; but I
fail to ses anything reprehensible in Hawthorne’s lend-
ing his old friend the aseistance of his graceful quill.
He wished him to be President—he held afterwards
that he filled the office with admirable dignity and
wigdom—and as the only thing heconld do was to write,
he fell to work and wrote for him. Hawthorne was
a good lover and a very sufficient partisan, and I suspect
that if Franklin Pierce had been made even less of the
stuff of » statesman, he would still have found in the
force of old associations an injunetion to bail him as a
ruler, Our hero wes an American of the earlier ond
simpler type—the type of which it is doubtless premature
to sny that it has wholly passed away, but of which it
may at Jeast be said that the circumstances that pro-
duced it have been greatly modified. The generation to
which he belonged, that generation which grew up with
the century, witnessed during s period of fifty years the
immense, uninterrupted material development of the
young Republic ; and when one thinks of the scale on
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which it took place, of the prosperity that walked in its
fruin and waited on ite ocourss, of the hopes it fostered
and the blessings it conferred, of the hroad morning
gmnshine, in & word, in which it all went forward, there
goems to be little room for wurprise that it ghould have
implanted a kind of superstitions faith in the grandeur
of the oountry, its duration, ita immunity from the
usual troubles of esrthly empires. This faith was a
eimple and uneritioal one, enlivened with an element of
gonial optimiam, in the light of which it appeared that
the great American state wae not as other human insti-
tutions are, that a specinl Providenos watohed over it,
that it would go on joyously for ever, and that a country
whose vast and blooming bosom offered a refoge to the
strngglera and seekers of all the reat of the world, must
come off easily, in the battle of the sges. From this
conception of the American future the semse of ite
having problems to sclve was blissfully absent; there
were no diffionlties in the programme, no looming com-
plications, no rocks abead. The indefinite multiplication
of the population, and its enjoyment of the benefits of
a common-gehool education and of unusual facilities for
making an income—this was the form in which, on the
whole, the future most vividly presented itself, and in
which the greatness of the country waa to be reecognised
of men, There was indeed a faint shadow in the picture
—the shadow projected by the * peculiar institution
of the Bouthern Btates; but it wea far from sufficient
to darken the roay vision of most good Americans, and
above ali, of most good Democrats. Hawthorne alludes
to it in a passage of his life of Pierce, which I will
quote mot only as a hint of the trouble that was in
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store for a cheerful race of men, but as an example of
his own eaay-going political attitude,

Tt wad while in the lower house of Congress that Franklin
Pierce took that stand on the Slavery question from which he
hae never since pwerved by a hair's breadth, He fuily recog-
nised by his votes and hin voice, the rights pledged to the
South by the Constitution. This, et the period when Le
declared hinself, was en easy thing to do. But when it
became more difficult, when the firet imperceptible murmur of
agitation had grown almost to & convulsion, bis course was
gtill the same. Nor did he ever shun the obloguy that
pometimes threatened to pursus the Northern man who
dered to love that great and sacred reslity~—hia whole united
country—better than the mistiness of a philanthropie
theory.”

Thig last invidicus allusion is to the disposition, not
infrequent at the North, but by po means general, o
set a decisive limit to further legislation In favour of the
cherighed idiosynerasy of the other haif of the country.
Hawthorne takes the license of a sympathetic biographer
in speaking of his hero's having incurred obloquy by
his comservative attitude on the guestion of Blavery,
The only olass in the American world that suffered in
the gmallest degree, at this time, from social perreca-
tion, was the little band of Northern Abolitionists,
who were as unfashionable as they were indiscreet—
whioh is saying much, Like most of his fellow-country-
men, Hawthorne had no idea that the respectable
ingtitution which he oontemplated in impressive
contrast to humanitarian * mistiness,” was presently to
oost the 'nation four long years of bloodshed and
misery, and a social revolution as complete as any the
world has seen, When this event occurred, he was
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therefore proportionately horrified and depressed by it :
it cot from beneath his feet the familiar ground
which had long felt so firm, substituting a heaving and
quaking medinm in which his rpirit found no rest. Buch
was the bewildersd sensation of that earlier and simpler
generation of which I have spoken ; their illusions were
rudely dispelled, and they eaw the best of all possible
republica given over to fratrioidal carnage. Thie affair
had no place in their schems, and nothing was left for
them but to hang their heads and close their eyes. The
subsidenes of that great convulsion has left & different
tone from the tone it found, and one may say that the
Civil War marks an era in the history of the American
mind, It introduced into the national conmcionsness a
cortain sense of proportion and relatiom, of the world
being a more ocomplieated place than it had hitherto
seemed, the future more treacherous, smecess more
difficnlt. At the rate at which things sre going, it is
obvious that good Americans will be more numerous
than ever; but the good American,in days to come,
will be a more eritical person than his complacent and
confident grandfather. He has eaten of the tree of
knowledge. He will not, I think, be a sceptic, and still
Jous, of courss, & oynie; but he will be, without
digeredit to his well-kmown capacity for action, an
observer. He will remember that the ways of the
Lord are inserutable, and that this is a world in which
everything happens; and eventualities, ns the late
Emperor of the French nsed to say, will not find
him intellectually unprepared. The good American
of which Hawthorne was 80 admimble a specimen
was not critieal, and it was perhaps for this reason
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that Franklin Pierco seemed to him a very proper
President.

The least that General Pierce cculd do in exchange
for eo liberal a confilence was to offer his old friend
one of the numerous places in his gift. Hawthorne
had & great desire to go abroad and see something of the
warld, so that a consulate seemed the proper thing, He
never gtirred in the matter himself, but his friends
strongly urged that something should be dome; and
when he accepted the post of consul at Liverpool there
'was not & word of reasomable eritieism to be offered on
the matter. If General Pierce, who was before all
things good naiured and obliging, had been guilty of no
greater indiscretion than to confer this modest distine-
tion npon the most. honourable and discreet of men of
letiters, he would have made a more brilliant mark in
the annals of American statesmanship, Liverpocl had
not been immediately eelocted, and Hawthorne had
written to his friend and publisher, Mr. Fields, with
some humorous vagueness of allusion to his probable
expatriation.

¢ Do make some inquiries about Portugal ; as, for ingtance,
in what part of the world it lies, and whether it is an empire,
& kingdom, or a republic. Also, and more particularly, the
expensee of living thers, and whether the Minister wounld be
Ykely to be much pestered with hia own countrymen. Also,
eny other information ebout foreign counirien would be
acceptable to an inguiring mind,”

It would seem from this that there had been a question
of offering him & small diplomatic post ; but the emoln-
menta of the place were justly taken into account, and
it is to be supposed that those of the consulate ab Liver-
pool were at least as great as the aalary of the Ameriesn

L
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representative at Lisbon. TUnfortunately, just after
Hawthorne had taken possession of the former post,
the salary attached to it was reduced by Congreas, in
an sconomiocal hour, to lees than half the sum emjoyed
by his predecessors. It was fixed at 7,500 dollars
(£1,500); but the consular fees, which were often
ocopions, were an added resourca, At midsummer then,
in 1853, Hawthorne waa establiched in England.



VOLAC LEIV VA
BNGLAND AND ITALY.

HawrHORNE was close upon fifty years of age when he
came to Furope—a fact that ehould be remembered when
thoee impressiona which he recorded in five substantin]
volumes (exclusive of the novel written in Italy),
occasionally affect ws by the rigidity of their point of
view. His Note-Books, kept during his residemce in
England, his two winters in Rome, bis summer in
Florence, were published after his death; his imjpres-
sions of England, sifted, reviced, and addressed directly
to the publia, he gave to the world shortly before tlis
event. The tone of his Euwropean Diaries is often so
fresh and ansophisticated that we find ourselves thinking
of the writer a5 a young man, and it is only a ceatain
final sense of something reflective and a irifle melancholy
that reminds us that the eimplicity which iz on the
whole the leading characteristic of their prges, is, though
the simplicity of inexperience, not that of youth. When
I say inexperience, I mean that Hawthorne's experience
had been narrow. His fifty years had been apent, for
much the larger part, in amall American towne—Salem,
the Boston of forty years ago, Conomd, Lenox, Weat
Newton—and he had led exclusively what one may call a
L2
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village-lifs. This is evident, not at all directly and
superficially, but by implication and between the lines,
in his deszltory history of his foreign years. In other
words, and to call things by their names, he was
exquisitely and ccnsistently provineial, I suggest this
fact not in the least in condemnation, but, on the con-
trary, in sopport of an appreciative view of him. T
know nothing more remarkable, more touching, than the
gight of this odd, youthful-elderly mind, contending so
late in the day with new opportunities for learning old
things, and on the whole profiting by them eo freely and
gracefnlly. The Note-Books are provincial, and so, in
& greatly modified degree, are the sketches of England,
in Our Old Home ; but the beauty and delicacy of thia
latter work are so interwoven with the author’s air of
being remotely outside of everything he describes, that
they couni for more, seem more themselves, and finally
give the whole thing the appearance of & triumph, not
of initiation, but of the provircial point of view iteelf.

I shall not sttempt to relate in detail the incidents of
his residence in England, He appears to have enjoyed
it greatly, in spite of the deficiency of charm in the
place to which his duties chiefly confined him. His eon-
finement, however, wae not unbroken, and hia published
journals consist iargely of minute acoounts of little
journeys and wanderings, with his wife and his three
ohildren, through the rest of the country ; together with
much mention of numercus visits to Londom, a city for
whose dusky immensity and multitudinous interest
he professed the highest relish. His Note-Books are
of the eame cast aa the two volumes of his American
Dinries, of which I have given soms account—chisfly
ooiupisd with external mattars, with the accidents of
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daily lifs, with observations made during the long
walks (often with his aon), which formed his most
valued pastime. His affice, moreover, though Liverpool
was not a delectable home, furnished him with enter-
tsinment ag well as occupation, and it may almost ba
sald that during thess years he saw more of his fellow-
countrymen, in the shape of odd wanderers, petitioners,
and inquirers of every kind, than he had ever done in
hin native Jand. The paper entitled * Consular Experi-
ences,” in Our Old Home, is an admirable recital of
theae obgervations, and & proof that the novelist might
have found much material in the opportunities of the
consul. On his retwrn to Amerioa, in 1860, he drew
from hig journal a number of pages relating to his
observations in England, re-wrote them (with, I should
suppose, & good deal of care), and converted them into
articles which he published in a maguzina. These
chaptors were afterwarde collected, and Uur Old Home
(& rather infelicitous title), was issued in 1863. I
prefer to speak of the book now, however, rather than
in touching upon the closing vears of his life, for it is
a kind of deliberate rfsumé of his impressions of the
land of hig ancestors. “JTt is mot & good or a weighty
bock,” he wrote to his publisher, who had eent him
some reviews of it, “nor does it deserve eny great
amount of praise or censure. I don't care about seeing
any more notices of it.” Hawthorne’s appreciation of
his own preductions was always extremely just; he had
a sanse of tbe relations of things, which some of his
admirers have nob thonght it well to cultivate; and
he never exaggerated his own importance ea & writer.
Ouwr Old Homs is not a welghty book ; it is decidedly &
light one. Bui when he eays it is not a good ong I
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hardly know what he means, and his modesty at this
point is in excess of his discretion, Whether good or
pot, Our Old Jiome is charming—it is most delectable
reading. The exeention is singularly perfect and
ripe; of all his productions it seems to be the beut
written. The touch, aa musicians say, is admirable ;
tha lightness, the fineness, the felicity of characterisa-
tion and deseription, belong to & man who has the
advantage of feeling delicately. His judgment is by
no means always sound ; it often resta on too narrow
an observation. PBut hia perception is of the keenest,
and though it is frequently partial, incomplete, it is
excellent ag far as it goes. The book gave but limited
ratisfaction, I believe, in England, and I am not sure
that the failave to enjoy certain manifestations of ife
sporfive irony, has not chilled the spprociation of ita
singular grace. That English readers, on the whols,
shonld have feli that Hawthorne did the national mind
and manners but partial justice, is, I think, conceivable ;
at the same time that it seems to me remarkable that the
tender nide of the book, as I may eall it, should not
have carried it off better. It aboundsin passages more
delicately appreciative than can eaasily be found else-
where, and it contains more charming and affectionste
things than, I should euppose, had ever before been
written about a country nob the writer's own. To eay
that it is an immeasurably morv exquisite and sympe-
thetic work than any of the numerous perscns who have
rolated their misadventnres in the United Btates have
seen fit to devote to that country, is to say but little,
and T imagine that Hawthorns had in mind the army of
English voyagers—Mrs. Trollops, Dickens, Marryat,
Baeil Hall, Miss Martinean, Mr. Grattan—when he
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reflected that everything ie relative and thet, me such
booka go, his own little volume observed the amenities of
critiviam. He certainly had it in m*nd when he wrote
the phrase in his preface relating to the impression the
book might make in England, “Not an Englishman
of them all ever spared America for courtesy's make or
kindness ; nor, in my opinion, would it contribute in
the loast to any rmmtual edvantage and comfort if we
wore to besmesr each other all over with butter and
boney.” Iam far from intending to intimate that the
vulgar ingtinet of recrimination had anything to do with
the restrictive passages of Owr Oli Homa; I mean
simply that the author had & prevision that his collec-
tion of sketches would in some particulars fail to please
his Epglish friends, He professed, after the event, to
have discovered that the Foglish are sensitive, and as
they say of ths Americans, for whose advantage I
believe the term was inveuted, thin-skinned. *The
English crities,” he wrote to his publisher, “sesm to
think me very bitter againast their countrymen, and it is
perhaps natural that they should, because their solf-
conoceit can acoept mothing short of indiscriminate
adulation ; butI really think that Americens have much
more canse than they to complain of me. Looking over
the volome I am rather gnrprised to find that whenever
I draw a comparison between the two people, I almost
invariably cast the balsnce mgainst ourselves,” And he
writes st another time:—“T received several private
letters and printed notices of Our Oid Homs from
England. It is laughable to see the innocent wonder
with which they regard my eriticisms, accounting for
them by jaundice, insanity, jealousy, hatred, on my part,
and nover admitting the leagt suspicion that there may
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beapnrtmlaoftmt.hmthem. The monstrosity of
their melf-conceit is such that anything short of
unlimited admiration impresses them as malicious
caricature. But they do me great injustice in supposing
that I hate them. I wonld as soon hate my own
people.” The idea of his hating the English was of
course too puerile for discussion ; and the bock, as I
have gaid, is full of a rich apprecistion of the finest
charscteristios of the ocountry. Bat it has a serious
defect—a defect which impaivs ite value, though it helps
to give consistenay to such an image of Hawthorne's per-
gcnal nature as we may by this time have been able to
form. Itisthe work of an outsider, of a etranger, of
a man who remaing to the end a mere apectator (some-
thing lees even than an observer), and always lacks the
final initiation into the manners and natare of a people
of wham it may moet be said, among all the people of
the earth, that to know them is to make dissoveries.
Hawtharne freely confesses to this constant exteriority,
and appears to have been perfectly conscious of it. I
remember,” he writes in the gketeh of “A London
Bubwb,” in Owr Old Home, I remember to this day
the dreary foeling with which I sat by our first Engliah
fireside and watched the chill and rainy twilight of an
autumn day darkening down upon the garden, while the
preceding occupant of the house (evidantly a most
unamiable perammege in his lifetime), scowled inhoapi-
tably from shove the mantel-piece, as if indignant that
an American should try to make himself at home there.
DPomibly it may appease his sulky shade to know that I
quitted his abode as much a stranger as I entered it.”
The same note is struck in an entry in his journal, of
the date of Ootober Gth, 1854.
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"“The people, for several days, have been in the utmost
anxiety, and Iatterly in the highest exultation, about Bebas-
topol—and all England, and Europe to boot, have been
fooled by the belief that it hed fallen This, however, now
turna out to be incorrect; and the public visege is somen hat
grim in comsequence. I am glad of it In spite of his
ectuel sympathies, it is imposaible for an American to be
otherwise than glad. Success mekes an Englishman intoler-
able, end already, on the miataken iden that the way waus open
to a prospsrons conclusion of the war, the Times had begun
{0 throw out mensces agninet Americs, I ghall never love
England till ehe pues to us for help, and, in the meantime, the
fewer trinmphs che obtains, the better for all perties. An
Englishinan in adversity is a very respectable character ; he
does not lose Lis dignity, but merely comes to a proper con-
ception of himaself, . . .. I scem to myself like a epy or
traitor when I meet their eyes, and sm conscioua that I
neither hope nor fear in sympathy with them, although they
look at me in full confidence of sympathy. Their heart
‘knoweth ita own bitterness, and s for me, being a stranger
and an alion, I *intermeddle not with their joy.””

This seems to me to express very well the weak side
of Hawthorne’s work—his constant mistrust and sms-
picion of the society that surrounded him, his exag-
gerated, painful, morbid national consciouspess. It is,
I think, an indisputsble fact ‘thet Americans are, as
Amgricans, the most pelf-conscions people in the world,
and the most addicted to the belief that the other
nations of the earth are in a conspiracy to undervalue
them, They are conscious of being the youngest of the
great nations, of not being of the European family, of
being placed an the ciroumference of the cirele of aivili-
sation rather than st the centre, of the experimental
element not having aa yetentirelydroppedoutof-tl?sir
great political undertaking. The sense of this relativity,
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in a word, replaces that guiet and ocomfortable sense
of the absolute, as regards its own position in the
world, which reigns supreme in the British and in the
Gallic genius, Few peraons, I think, can have mingled
much with Americans in Europe without having made
thia reflection, and it is in England that their habit of
locking askence at foreign institutions—of keeping one
eye, a8 it were, on the American personalily, while with
the other they contemplate these ocbjecte—is most to be
observed. Add to this thet Hawthorne ceme to Eng-
land late in life, when his habits, his tastes, his opinions,
were already formed, that he was inclined to look at
things in silence and brood over them gently, rather than
talk about them, discuss them, grow mequainted with
them by action ; and it will be poesible to form an idea
of cur writer's detached and oritical attitade in the
country in which it is easiest, thanks to ite aristocratic
constitution, to the absence of any oconsidersble publin
fund of entertainment and diversion, to the degree in
which the inexkhaustible beauty and interest of the
place are private property, demanding constantly a
special introduction—in the country in which, I say, it is
oogiost for a stranger to remain a stranger. For »
stranger {0 cease to be a gitranger he must stand ready,
85 the French say, to pay with his person ; and this was
an obligation that Hawthorne was indieposed to incur.
Our sense, as we read, that his reflections are those
of & shy and ansceptible man, with nothing at stake,
mentally, in hia apprecistion of the country, is there-
fore a drawback to our oconfidence; but it is not a
drawback sufficient to make it of no importance that he
is at the same time singularly intelligent and diserimi-
nafing, with a faculty of feeling delicately and justly,
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which constitutes in itself an illumination. There iaa
paasage in the aketch entitled 4bowt Warwick which is &
very good instance of what was probably his uesual state

of mind. He is speaking of the aspect of the Migh
Btreet of the town.

*The street in an emblem of England jtself. 'What seems
new in it is chiefly a skilful and fortunate adaptation of what
such & people us ourseives would destroy. The new things
are bued and supported on sturdy old things, and derive &
massive ptrength from their deep and immemprinl founda-
tions, though with such limitations end impediments as only
an Englishman could endure. But Le likes to feel the weight
of all the past npon Lis back; und mnoreover the antiquity
that overburdens him las taken root in his being, ond has
grown to be rather a Lhump than a pack, go that thers ie no
gotting rid of it without tearing Lis whole structure fo
pieces. In my judgment, ay he appears to be eufficiently
comfortable under the mouldy accretion, he lwd better
stumble on with it as long as be can. He presents a spsctacle
which is by no means without its charm for a disinterceted
and uninenmbered observer.”

There is all Hawthorne, with his enjoyment of the
picturesque, his relish of chisroscuro, of local colour, of
the deposit of time, and hin still greater enjoymemt of
his own dissociation from these things, his * disin.
terested and unincumbered * condition. His want of
incumbrances may seem st times to give him a some-
what paked and attenuated appearance, but on the
whole he carries it off very well I havo said that
Our Old Home contains much of his best writing,
and on tmrning over the book at hazard, I am siruck
with his frequent felicity of phrase. At every step

thare is something one wonld like to quote—something
excellently well eaid. These things are often of, the
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lighter gort, but Hawthorne's charming diction lingers
in the memory—almest in the ear. I have always
romembered a certain admirable characterisation of
Doctor Johnson, in the account of the writer’s visit to
Lichfield—and I will preface it by a paragraph almost
as good, commemorating the charms of the hotel in
that interesting town.

“At any rate I hed the great, dull, dingy, and dreary
coffee-room, with ite heavy old mahogany chairs and tables,
all to inyeelf, and not 2 soul to exchange & word with except
the wailer, who, like most of hia class in England, hed
evidently left his conversational abilities uncultivated. No
former prectice of solitary living, nor habite of reticence,
nor well-togted self-dependence for occupation of mind and
amusement, can quite avail, as I now proved, to diseipate the
ponderous gloom of an English coffee-room under such
circumastances as these, with no book at hand save the county
directory, nor any newspaper but s torn local journal of five
days ago. Bo I buried myself, betimes, in a huge hoap of
ancient foathers (there is mo other kind of bed in these old
inns), let my head sink into an unsubstantisl pillow, and
slept a stifled eleep, conpounded of the night-troubles of all
my predecessors in that same unrestful couch. And when I
awoke, the odour of a bygone century was in my nostrils—
a faint, elusive emell, of which I never had any conceptiou
before crossing the Atlantic.”

The whole chapter entitled * Lichfield and Uttoxnter”
is o sork of graceful tribute to Semmuel Johnson, who
cartainly has nowbere olse been more tenderly

spoken of.

¢ Bpyord all gueation I might heve had a wiger friend than
he, The atmosphere in which alone he breathed waa dense ;
his awtu] dread of desth showed kow much muddy imperfec-
tion was to be clesnsed out of him, before he oould be
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capeble of apiritual existence ; he meddled only with the
surface of life, and never cared to pemeirate further than to
ploughshare depth; his very sense end sagacity were but
one-eyed clear-mightodness. I langhed at him, sometimes
standing beaide his knee. And yet, conaidering that my native
propeneitios were toward Fairy Land, and also how much
yeast i3 gemerally mixed up with the mental sustenance of a
New Englander, it mey not have been altogether amiss, in
those childish and boyiah duys, to keep pace with this heavy-
footed traveller and feed on the groms diet that he carried in
his knapsack. It is wholesome food even now! And then,
how English! Many of the Iatent wympeathies that enabled
me to enjoy the Old Country sc well, and that wo readily
omalgamated themselves with the American ideas that seemed
most adverse to them, may have been derived from, or
fostered and kept alive by, the greet English moralist. Never
wan » deacriptive epithet more nicely appropriste than that!
Dootor Johnson's merality waa as English an article as a
beef-ateak,'

And for mere beauty of expression I tannot forbear
quoting thia passage about the days in a fine English

# For each day seemed endless, though never wearisome,
As far as your ectual experience is concerned, the English
smomer day has poeitively no beginning and no end. When
you wwake, at any reasonable hour, the mun is already
ghining throngh the curtsins ; you live through unnumbered
houre of Sabbath quietude, with & celm wardety of incident
softly etched upon their trenquil lapae; and at length you
become conacious that it is bedtime sgain, while there is #till
enongh daylight in the sky to make the prges of your Look
distinotly Jegible. Night, if there be guy such senson, hangs
down a transparent veil throngh which the bygone dey
beholds its succeseor ; or if not quite true of the latitude of
London, it may be soberly affirmed of the more northem
parts of the island that To-morrow is born before its
Yesterday ia dead. They exist together in the galder
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twilight, where the decrepit old day dimly discerns the face
of the ominons infent ; snd you, though & mere mortal, may
gimultaneously tonch them both, with one finger of recollec-
tion and ancther of prophecy.”

The Note-Books, as I have said, deal chiefly with the
superficial aspeet of English kife, and deseribe the
material objects with which the suthor was surrounded.
They often describe them admirably, and the rural
beauty of the couniry has mever been more happily
expressed, But there are inevitably a great many re-
flections and incidental judgments, chazacterigations of
people he met, fragments of payshology and eccial criti-
alem, and it is here that Hawthorne's mixture of subtlety
and simplicity, his interfusion of genins with what I
have ventured to call the provincial quality, is moat
apparent, To an Amerioan reader this Iater quality,
which is never grossly manifested, but pervades the
Journsls like a vague matural perfume, an odour of
purity and kindness and integrity, must always, for a
reason that I will touch upom, bave a considerabls
charm ; and such a render will aocordingly take an
oven greater satisfaction in the Diaries kept during the
two years Hawthorne spent in Jtaly; for in theee
volumes the element I apeak of is especially striking.
He resigned his consnlate at Liverpool towards the close
of 1857 —whether becausa he was weary of his manner
of life there and of the place itself, as may well have
been, or becsuse ho wished to anticipate smpersession
by the new government (Mr. Buochanan's) which was
just establishing itself at ‘Waehington, is not apparent
from the slender sources of information from which
these pages have been compiled. In the month of
Javuary of the following year he botook himself with
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hig family to the Continent, and, as promptly as pos-
gibls, made the best of his way to Rome. He spent the
remainder of the winter and the spring thers, and then
went to Florence for the summer and autumn; after
which he returned to Rome and paszed a second season.
His Ttalian Note-Books are very pleasant reading, but
they are of lees interest than the others, for his contact
with the life of the country, its people and its manners,
was simply that of the ordinary tourist—which amounts
to saying that it was extremely superficial. He appears
to have suffered a great deal of discomfort and depression
in Rome, and not to have been on the whole in the best
mood for enjoying the place and its regources. That he
did, at one time and ancther, enjoy these things keenly
is proved by his beautiful romance, Trangformation,
which oould never have been written by a man who had
not had many houre of exquisite appreciation of the
lovely Iand of Italy. But he took it haid, as it were,
and suffered himself to be painfully discomposed by the
uual sccidenta of Italian life, aa foreigners learn to
know it. His future was again uncertain, and during
his second winter in Rome he waa in danger of losing
his elder dsughter by a malady which he speaks of as
s trouble “that pierced to my very vitals,” I may
mention, with regard to thia paintul episode, that
Franklin Pierce, whose presidential days were over,
and who, like other ex-presidents, was travelling in
Europe, came to Rome at the time, and that the Note-
Books contain some singularly beautiful and tomching
allusions to his 611 friend’s gratitude for his sympathy,
and enjoyment of his scoiety. The sentiment of friend-
ship has on the whole been so much le¢a commemorated
ju literature than might have been expected from the
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place it is mpposed to hold in life, that there is always
something siriking in any frank and ardent expreesion
of it. It oconpied, in 80 far as Pierce was the object of
it, » large place in Hawthorne’s mind, mnd it is im-
possible not to feel the manly tenderness of such lines
ag theas :—

4] have found him here in Rome, the whole of my early
friend, and aven better than I used ic know him ; a heart »s
true and affectionate, & mind much widened and deepened by
the experience of life. 'We hold just the eame relefion to one
another as of yore, snd we have peesed all the turning-off
places, and may hope to go on together, atill the same dear
friends, as long es we live. I do not love him one whit the
less for huving heen President, nor for having done me the
greateat good in his power ; a fact that speaks eloquently in
hie favour, end perhape says a little for myself If ho had
been merely & benefactsr, perhaps I might not have borne it
8o woll; but each did his beet for the other, ne friend for
friend.”

The Note-Books are chiefly taken up with deseriptions
of the regular sights and “objects of interest,” which
wa often feel to be rather perfunctory and a little in the
style of the traditional tonrist’s diary. They abound in
charming touches, and every reader of Zrangformation
will remember the delightfal oclouring of the rumerous
pages in that novel, which are devoted to the pictorial
aspects of Bome. But we are unable to rid ourselves of
the impression that Hawthorne was a good deal bored
by the importunity of Italian art, for which his taate,
naturally not keen, had never heen oultivated. Ooca~
aionally, indeed, ho breaks out into explicit sighs and
groans, and frankly declares that he washes his hands
of it. Already, in England, he had made the discovery
that ho could easily feel overdosed with such things,
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“Yeosterday,” he wrote in 1856, “I went out at about
twelve and visited the British Museum ; an exoeedingly
tirosome affair, Tt quite crushes a person to see so
much at onoe, and I wandered from hall to hall with a
weary and heavy heart, wishing (Heaven forgive me !)
that the Elgin marbles and the frieze of the Parthemon
were all burnt into lime, and that the granite Egyptian
statues were hewn and squared into building stones.”

The plastic sencze was not strong in Hawthorne;
there can be no better proof of it than his curious
aversion to the represemtation of the nude in sculpture.
This aversion waa deep-seated ; he constantly returns to
it, exclaiming upon the incongruity of modern artists
making naked figures. He apparently quite failed to
see that nudity is mot an incidont, or accident, of
sculpture, but its very essence and principle; and his
jealousy of undressed imeges sirikes the reader ms o
strange, vague, longdormant heritage of his siraight-
laced Puritan ancestry. Whenever he talks of statues
ho makes a great point of the smoothness and white-
neas of the marble—speaks of the surface of the marble
as if it were half the beauty of the image ; and when he
disoourses of pictures, one feels that the brightness
or dinginess of the frame is an essential part of his
impression of the work—as he indeed somewhere
distinctly affirms, Like & good American, he fock
more plessure in the productions of Mr, Thompson
and Mr. Brown, Mr. Powers and Mr. Hart, American
artists who were plying their trade in Italy, than in
the worka which adorned the andient museums of the
ocountry, He auffered greatly from the oold, and found
little charm in the climate, and during the weeks of
winter that followed his arrival in Rome, he sat shiveriyg
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by his fire and wondering why he had come to such
a land of misery. Before he left Italy he wrote to his
publisher—* I bitterly detest Rome, and shall rejoice
to bid it farewell for ever; and I fully acquiesce in all
the mischief and ruin that has happened to it, from
Nero's conflagration downward, In fact, I wich the
very site had been obliterated before I ever paw it."
Hawthorne presents himeelf to the reader of these
yoges a8 the lsat of the old-fashioned Americans—and
this is the interest which I just now said that his eom-
patricts would find in his very limitations. I do not
mean by this that there are not still many of his fellow-
oountrymen (as thers are many natives of everyland nnder
the sun,) who are more susceptible of being irritated than
of being scothed by the influences of the Eiernal City.
‘What I mean is that an American of aqual valne with
Hawthorne, an American of equal genius, imagination,
and, an our forefathers eaid, sensibility, would at pre-
sent inevitably mccommodate himself more easily to
the idiosynorasies of foreign Jands. An Amerioan as
cultivated as Hawthorne, is now almost inevitably more
cultivated,-and, as s matter of course, more European-
ised in advanoe, more cosmopolitan, Tt is very poasible
that in becoming so, he has lost something of his
occidental eavour, the quality which excites tha good-
will of the American reader of our author’s Joornals
for the disioeated, depressed, even slightly bewildered
diarist, Absolutely the last of the earlier rmoe of
Americans Hawthorne was, fortunately, probably far
from being. Baut I think of him as the last specimen
of the more primitive type of men of letters ; and when
it comes to measuring what he wocceeded in being, in
hia upadulterated form, against what he failed of being,
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negative, I must be on my guard, however, against
incurring the charge of cherishing a national consoiong-
noss a8 acute as I have ventursd to pronounce his own.

Out of his mingled sensations, his pleagure and his
weariness, his discomforta and his reveries, there sprang
another beautiful work., During the summer of 1858, he
hired & pictureeque old villa on the hill of Bellosguardo,
near Florence, s curicus structore with e crenelated
tower, which, after having in the ocourse of its career
suffered many vieissitudes and played many perts, now
finds its moost vivid identity in being pointed out €o
strangers as the sometime residence of the celebrated
American romancer, Hawthorne took a fancy to the
place, aa well ke might, for it is one of the loveliest
gpots on earth, and the great view that stretched itself
before him eontains every element of beauty, Florence
lay at his feet with her memories and treasures; the
olive coverad hills bloomed arcund him, stuydded with
villaa as picturesque a8 his own; the Apennines,
perfect in form and colour, disposed themselves cppo-
gite, and in the distanes, along its fertile valley,
the Arno wandered to Pies and the ses. Soon after
oomning hither he wrote to a friend in & strain of high
satisfaction :—

¢ It ia plensant to toel at lest that I am really away from
America—a satisfaction that I never really anjoyed es long
as T stayed in Liverpool, where it seemed to be that the quint-
essence of nosel and hand-shaking Yankesdom was gradually
filtered and sublimated through my consulafe, on the way
outward end homeward. I first got scquainted with my own
countrymen there, At Rome too it wes not much beiter.
Put here in Florence, snd in the summer-time, and in this
pecluded villa, I have escaped out of all my old trackasand
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am really remote. I like my pregent residence immensely.
The house standa on s hill, overlooking Florence, ‘and ia big
enough to quarter a regiment, insomuch that sach member of
the family, inolnding servants, haa a separate muite of
apartments, and there are vast wildernceses of upper rooms
into which we have never yet sent exploring expeditions
At one end of the house there is a moss-grown tower, baunted
by owls and by the ghost of a monk who wea confined thers
in the thirteenth century, previcns to being burnt at the
stake in the principal square of Florence. I hire this vills,
tower and all, at twenty-eight dollars & menth ; bot I mesan
to take it away bodily and clap it into & romance, which I
have in my heed, ready to be written out.”

Thia romance was Tranyformation, which he wrote ont
daring the following winter in Rome, and re-wrote
during the several months that he spent in England,
chiefly at Leamington, before returning to Amerioa.
The Villa Montauto figures, in fact, in this tale as the
castle of Monte-Beni, the patrimonial dwelling of the
hero, “1I take some credit to myself,” he wrote to the
same friend, on returning to Rome, * for having sternly
shut myself ap for an hour or two every day, and come
to cloas grips with a romance which I have been trying
to tear out of my mind” And later in the same
winter he says— I shall go home, I fear, with a heavy
heart, not expecting to be very well contented there.

« « « If I were but & hundred timey richer than I am,
how very comfortable I could bel I consider it a great
piecs of good fortune that I have had experience of the
discomforts and miseries of Italy, and did not go
directly home from England. Anything will seem like
a Paradise after & Roman winter.” Buat he got away at
laat, late in the spring, carrying his novel with him, and
the book was published, after, ag I say, he had worked it
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over, mainly during gome weeks that he passed at the
little watering-place of Redcar, on the Yorkshire coast,
in February of the following year, It was issued
primarily in England; the American edition imme-
diately followed. It is an odd fact that in.the two
ocuntries the book came ont under different titles.
The title that the author had beetowed upon it did mot
satisfy the English publishers, who requested him to
provide it with another ; so that it is only in America
that the work bears the mame of 7he AMarble Foun,
Hawthorne's choice of thia appellation is, by the way,
rather singular, for it eompletely fails to characterise
the gtory, the subject of which is the living faun, the
foun of fesh and blood, the unfortunate Donatello,
His marble counterpart is mentioned only in the opening
chapter. On the other hand Hawthorne complained
that Tvangformation “ gives one the idea of Harlequin
in a pantomime.” TUnder either name, however, the
bhook wos s great muccess, and it has probably become
the most popnlar of Hawthorne's four novels. It is
part of the intellectual equipment of the Anglo-Saxon
visitor to Rome, and is read by every English-speaking
traveller who arrives there, who has been thers, or who
expects o go.

It has o great deal of besuty, of interest and grace ;
but it has to my sense a slighter value than its com-
penions, and I am far from regarding it as the master-
piece of the author, & position to which we sometimes
hear it assigned, Thembjentisadmimblo,andsom
many of the details; but the whale thing is Jess gimple
and complete than either of the three tales of American
Yife, and Hawthorne forfeited a precious advantege in
ceasing to tread his mative soi. Falf the virtud of
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The Soarlet Lettor and The House of the Ssven Gables in
in their local quality ; they are impregnated with the
New Eogland air. Ti is very trne that Hawthorne had
ro pretension to pouriray actuslities and to cultivate
that literal exactitude which ie now the fashion. Had
this been the sase, he would probably have made & still
graver mistake in transporting the scene of his stery to
a conntry which he knew only superficially. His tales
all go on more or less *in the vagus,” as the French
say, and of course the vague may as well be placed in
Tuscany as in Massnchusetts. It may also very well be
urged in Hawthorne's favour here, that in Trangorma-
tion he has attempted to deal with actualities more than
he did in either of hiz earlier novels. He has described
the gtreets and monumenta of Rome with & closeneas
which forms no part of his reference to those of Boston
and Salem. But for all this he inours that pemalty of
seeming factitions and unauthoritative, which is always
the result of an artist's attempt to project himself into
an atmosphere in which he has not a transmitted and
inherited property. An English or a German writer
(I put poets aside) may love Italy well enough, and
know her well enough, to write delightful fietions
about her; the thing has often been done. RBat the
productions in question wili, a8 novels, always have
about them something secondrato and imperfect.
There is in Trangformation enough beautiful percep-
tion of the interesting character of Roms, enough rich
and eloguent expression of it, to save the book, if the
book could be saved ; but the siyle, what the French call
the genre, is an inferior one, and the thing romsing a
charming romanes with intrinsic weaknesses,

ABowing for this, however, somse of the finest pageain
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all Hawthorne are to be found in it. The subjeot, as X
have mid, is & partieniarly happy ons, and there is a great
deal of Interest in the simple combination and epposition
of the four actors. It ie noticeable that in spite of the
oconsiderable length of the story, there are no accessory
figures ; Donatello and Miriam, Kenyon and Hilda, ex-
clusively cooupy the scene. This is the more noticeable
as the sosne is very large, and the great Roman back-
ground is congtantly presented to ns. The relations of
these four pecple are full of that moral picturesqueness
which Hawthorne was alwaya looking for ; he found it in
perfection in the history of Donatello. As T have gaid, the
novel is the most popular of his works, and every one
will remember the figurs of the simple, joyous, sensuous
young Jtalian, who is not 0 much a man as a child, and
not 80 much & child ae a charming, innccent animal, and
how he is brought to self-knowledge and to & miserable
oonacious manhood, by the commission of a erime.
Donatello is rather vaguse and impalpable; he says too
littlo in the book, shows himself too little, and falla
short, I think, of being & creation. But he is enough
of a creation to make us emter into the situation, and
the whole history of hir rise, or fall, whichever one
chooses to ecall it—his tasting of the tree of knowledge
and finding existence eomplicated with a regret—is
unfolded with a thouwsnd ingenious and exquisite
touches. Of course, to make the interest complets,
thare is & woman in the affair, and Hawthorne has done
few things more beautiful than the picture of the un-
equal complicity of guilt between his immature and
dimly-puzxled hero, with his clinging, unquestioning,
unexacting devotion, and the dark, powerful, more
widely-seeing fominine mature of Miriam. Deeply
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tonching is the representation of the manner in which
these two emsentially different persons—the womsun in-
telligent, passionate, acquainted with life, and with a
tragic element in her own eareer ; the youth ignorant,
gontle, nnworldly, brightly and harmlessly natural—are
equalised and bound together by their common secret,
which insulates them, morally, from the rest of man-
kind. The character of Hilda has always etruck me as
an admirable invention—one of those things that mark
the man of genius. It needed a man of genius and of
Hawthorne's imaginative delicacy, to feel the pro-
priety of such a fignre as Hilds's and to peroesive the
relief it would both give and borrow. This pure and
somewhat rigid New England girl, following the vooa-
tion of a copyist of pictures in Rome, unacquainted with
ovil and untoucked by impurity, has been accidentally
the witness, unknown and nnsuspected, of the dark deed
by which her friends, Miriam and Donatello, are knit
together. This is Aer revelation of evil, her loss of per-
foet inncoence. Bhe hag dens no wrong, and yet wrong-
doing has becoms a part of her experience, and she
carries the weight of her detested knowledge upon her
heart, Bhe carriesitalong time, saddened and

by it, til] at last che can bear it no longer. If I bave
called the whole idea of the presence and effact of Hilda
in the story a trait of genius, the purest toush of in-
spiration is the episcde in which the poor girl deposits
her burden. She hes passed the whole lonely summer
in BRome, and one day, at the end of it, finding herself
in 8t Peter's, sho enters & confessionsl, strenmous
daughter of the Puritans as she is, and pours out ber
dark kuowledge into the bosom of the Church—then
comus awny with her conscience lightenad, not » whit
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the less & Puritan than before. I the book contained
nothing else noteworthy but this admirable seene, and
the pages dezcribing the murder committed by Donatello
nnder Mirinm's eyes, and the ecstatio wandering, after-
wards, of the guilty couple, through the “ blood-stained
streets of Rome,” it would still desorve to rank high
among the imaginative productions of our day.

Like all of Hawthorne's things, it contains a great
many light threads of symbolism, which shimmer in the
texture of the tale, but which are apt to hreak and remain
in our fingers if we abtempt to handle them. Theee
things are part of Hawthorne's very manner—almost,
ag one might say, of his voeabulary ; they belong much
more to the surface of his work than to its stronger
interest, The fanlt of Trangformaiion is that the element
of the unreal is pushed too far, and that the book is
neither positively of ane eategory nor of another. His
* moonshiny romancs,” he calls it in a letter; and, in
truth, the lupar element is a little too pervasive, The
action wavers betweer the streets of Rome, whose literal
fontures the author perpetually sketches, and a vague
realm of fancy, in which qunite a different verisimili-
tude prevails, This ig the trouble with Donatello him-
self. His companions are intended to be real—if they
fail to be so, it is not for want of intenfion ; whereas
he id intended to be real or not, s you please. He ia of
a different substance from them ; it is as if a painter,
in composing a pisture, should try to give yon an impree-
sion of one of his figures by a strain of musio. The idea
of the moflern faun waa a charming one; but I think it
a pity that the author should not bave made him more
definitely modern, withont reverting so much to his
mythologioal properties and antecedemts, whiche are
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very gracefully touched npon, but which belong to the
region of picturesque conceits, much more than to that;
of real psychology. Amomgths young Italinns of to day
there sre still plenty of modala for such an image as
Hawthorne appears to have wished to present in the eaay
and ratural Donatelle, And since X am speaking eriti-
cully, I may go on to say that the art of narration, in
Tronyformalion, seems to me more at fault than in the
suthor's other novela. The story etraggles and wanders,
is dropped and taken up again, and townrds the alose
lapees into an almoat fatal vagueness,



CHAPTER VIL
LABT YEARS.

Or the fonr last years of Hawthorne's life there is not
much to tell that I have not already told, He returned
to America in the summer of 1860, and took up his
abode in the house be had bought at Concord before
going to Europe, and of which his ccoupancy had as yet
boen brief. He was to ocoupy it enly four years. I
have insisted upon the fact of his being an jintense
Armpsrican, and of his looking at all things, during ki
residence in Europe, from the standpoint of that little
olod of western earth whioh be carried about with him
aa the good Mohammedan cerries the strip of carpet on
which he kneels down to face townrds Mecca. But it
doea not appear, nevertheless, that he found himwelf
treading with any great axhilaration the larger section
of his native acil apon which, on his return, he disem-
barked. Indeed, the cloaing part of his lifs was & period
of dejection, the more ncute that it followed directly
npon esven years of the happiest opportunities he was
to have known. .And his Furopean residence had been
brightest st the last ; he had broken almost complstely
with thoee habits of extreme seclusion inte which he waa
to relapee on his return to Concord. * You woull be
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siricken damb,” he wrote from London, shertly before
leaving it for the last tims, * to see how quietly I sccopt
a whole string of invitations, and, what is more, per
form my engagements withont o murmur. . . .. The
stir of this London lLife, somehow or other,” he adds in
the same letter, ‘has done me a wonderful deal of good,
and I feel better than for months past. This is strange,
for if I had my choice I shounld Ieave undone almost all
the things I do.”: “When he found himself once more
on the old ground,” writes Mr. Lathrop, © with the cld
struggle for enbsistence staring him in the face again, it
is not diffieult %0 comoeive how & certain degree of de-
pression would follow.” There is indeed not a little
sidneas in the thought of Hawthorne's literary gift,
light, delicate, exquisite, capricious, never too abundant,
being charged with the heavy burden of the maintenance
of & family. We fesl that it was not intended for such
grossness, and that in a world ideally constituted he
wonld have enjoyed s liberal peneion, an essured sub-
gistence, and have been able to produce his charming
prose only when the fangy took him,

The brighineas of the cutlook at home was not made
grester by the explosion of the Civil War in the spring
of 1861. These months, and the three years that
followed them, were not a cheerful time for any perscne
but army-oontractora; but over Hawthorne the war-
oloud appears to have droppsd a permanant shadow.
The whole affair was a bitter dieappointment to him,
and a fatal blow to that happy faith in the nminter-
raptednese of American progperity which I have spoken
of ms the religion of the old-fashioned American in
general, and the old-fashioned Democrat in particalar.
It was not a propitions time for cultivating the Muse;
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when history herself is so hard at work, fiction hag
little left to say. To fletion, directly, Hawthorne did
not address himself; he composed first, chiefly during
the year 1862, the chapters of which our Gur Old
Homa wag afterwards made up. I have eaid that,
though this work has less value than his purely imagina-
tive things, the writing is singularly good, and it fs
well to remember, to ite greater honour, that, it was pro-
duced at & time when it was painfully hard for a man of
Hawthorne's cast of mind to fix his attention. The air
waa full of battlesmoke, and the poet's vimon was
not eagily clear. Hawthorne was irritated, too, by the
sense of being to & certain extent, politically considered,
in o false position. A large section of the Democratic
party was not in gocd odonr at the North; its loyalty
was not perceived to be of that clear strain which
public opinion required. To this wing of the parby
Frenklin Pierce had, with reason or without, the oredit
of belonging; and our author was conscious of some
sharpness of responsibility in defending the illugtrions
friend of whom he had already made himself the adve-
cate. Ho defended him manfully, without » grain of
ooneasaion, and deseribed the ex-Fresident to the publio
{and to himself), if not a8 he was, then as he ought to
ba. Our 0ld Home is dedicated to him, and about this
dedication there was pome little difficulty. It was repre-
sented to Hawthorna that aa General Pierce was rather
out of fashion, it might injure the suceces, and, in plain
terms, the sale of his book, His answer (to his pub-
ligher), was much to the point.

#] find that it would be a piece of poltrocnery in e to
withdraw either the dedication or the dedicatory letter. My
long and intimate personal relations with Pierce rendegthe
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dedication altogelber proper, eepecially sa regards this book,
which would have had no existence without hia kindnese ;
snd if he is 80 exceedingly unpopular thot his name ought to
sink the volume, there ia 80 much the more need that an old
friend should stand by him. I canmot, merely on account of
pocuniary profit or literary reputation, go back from what I
have deliberately felt end thooght it right to do; avd if I
were to tear out the dedication I ehould never look at the
volume again without remorse and shame. As for the
literary public, it must accept my book precisely as I think
fit to give it, or let it alone. Nevertheless I have na fancy
for making myaelf a martyr when it is hononrably and con-
acientiously possible to avoid it; and I always measnore out
heroismn very accurately according to the exigenciea of the
cocagion, and should be the last men in the world to throw
away & bit of it needlessly. Bo I have locked aver the
conclading paragraph and bave smended it in euch a way
that, while doing what I know to be justice to my fiiend, it
containg not & word that ought to be cbjectionable to any set
of readers. If the public of the North see fit to ostracise ms
for this, I can only eay that I would gladly esorifice a
thousand or two dollars, rather than retein the good-will of
guch & herd of dolts and mesn-spirited scoundrels.”

The dedication wae published, the book was eminently
successful, and Hawthorne was not ostrasised, The
paragraph under discussion stands as followa :—* Only
this let mo say, that, with the record of your life in
my memory, and with & gense of your character in my
deeper consciousneas, as among the few things that time
has loft ag it found them, I need no assurance that you
continue faithful for ever to that grand idea of an irre-
vocable Union which, as you once fold me, was the
earliest that your brave father taught yon. For other
men there may be & choios of paths—for you but one;
ang it rests among my oertaintios that no man's loyalty
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ia more steadfast, no man's hopes or apprehensions on
behalf of onr nationsl existence more deeply heartfelt,
or more olosely intertwined with his poesibilities of
personal happiness, than those of Franklin Pieree.”” I
know not how well the ox President liked theas lines,
Bat the public thought them admirable, for they served
a8 a kind of formal profession of faith, on the queetion
of the hour, by a loved and honoured writer, That
some of his friends thought such a profession needed
i spparent from the numerous editorial ejaculations
and protests appended to an article describing a visit
bhe had just paid to Washington, which Hawthorne
contributed to the Addaniic Monthly for July, 1863,
and which, singularly enough, has not been reprinted.
The article has all the nsual merit of such sketches on
Hawthorne'’s part—the merit of delicate, sportive
feoling, expressed with econsummate gracse—hut the
editor of the periodical appears to have thought that
ho must give the antidote with the poisom, and the
paper is accompanied with several Little notes disclaim-
ing all symopathy with the writer's polilicel heresies.
The heresies strike the reader of to-day as exiremely
mild, and what excites his emotion, rather, is the ques-
tionable taste of the editorial eommentary, with which
it is strange that Hawthorne should have allowed hia
article to be encumbered. He had not been an Aboli-
tionist before the War, and that he should not pretend
$0 be one at the eloventh hour, waa, for instance, snrely
8 piece of consistency that might have been allowed
to pasa. I ghall not pretend to be an admirer of old
John Brown,” he says, in & page worth quoting, ““any
further than sympathy with Whittier's excellant ballad
sbout him may go; nor did I expect ever to ahrink o
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unutterably from any apophthegm of & sage whose happy
lips have uttored a hundred golden pemtences "—the
allugion here, I suppose, is to Mr. Emerson—* as from
that gaying (perhaps falsely atiribated to so honoured
a name), that the death of this hlood-stained fanatie
bas ‘made the Gallows as venerable as the Cross!’
Nobody was ever more justly hanged. He won his
martyrdom, fairly, and took it fairly. He himsel, I
am persuaded (such was his natoral integrity), would
have acknowledged that Virginia had a right to take
the life which he had staked and lost; although it
would have been better for her, in the hour that is fast
coming, if ehe could gemerously have fargotten the
criminality of his attempt in ite enormoms folly. On
the other hand, any common-sensible man, looking at
the matfer unsentimentally, must have felt a ocertain
intellectual eatisfaction in peeing him hanged, if it were
only in requital of his preposterous miscaloulation of
possibilitiea,”” Now that the heat of that great con-
flict has passed away, this is & ecapital expression of the
saner estimate, in the Tnited Btetes, of the danntleas
and deloded old man who proposed to solve a complex
political problem by stirring zp & servile insurrection.
There iz much of the same sound sense, interfused with
light, just apprecisble irony, in such m passage as the
following :—

# I tried to imagine how very disegreeable the presence of a
Bonthern army would be in a sober town of Massachusetia ;
and the thought considerably lessened my wonder at the cold
and shy regards that are cast upon our troops, the gloom,
the sollen demeanonr, the declared, or eoarcely hidden,
sympathy with rebellion, which are so frequent here. Itisa
sirquge thing ih human life that the greatest errors both of
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men and women often spring from their sawestest and most
generous qualities ; and so, undoubtedly, thousands of warm-
hearted, generous, end impulnive persons bave joined the
Rebels, not from any real real for the cause, but because,
between two conflicting loyslties, they chose that which
necessarily lay nearest the heart, There never existed any
other Government againet which treason was so easy, and
could defend itself by such plausible arguments, as against
that of the United States. The anomaly of two allegiances,
(of which that of the Btate comes nesrest home to a man's
feelings, and includes the alter and the hearth, while the
Gleneral Government claimg his devotion only to an eiry mode
of law, end has no symbol bnt & flag,) is exceedingly mis-
chievons in this point of view; for it has converted crowds
of honest paople into traitors, who seem to themselves not
merely innocent but patriotic, and who die for a bed cumse
with & quiet conscience ss if it were the beet In the vast
exiant of our country—ioo vast by far to be teken into one
small human heart-—we inevitably limit to our own State, or
st fartheet, to our own little section, that gentiment of
phyeicat love for the soil which renders en Englishman, for
example, 8o intensely sensitive to the dignity and well-being of
kin Little island, that one hoatile foot, treading anywhere upon
it, wonld make a bruise on each individual breast, If a man
loves his own Btate, therefore, and is content to be ruined
with her, let ue shoot him, if we can, but allow him en
honourable barial in the eoil he fighta for,”

To this paragraph a line of deprecation from the
editor is attached ; and indeed from the point of view
of o vigorous prosecution of the war it wes donbtless
not partioularly pertinent. But it is interesting as an
example of the way an imaginative man judges current
evente—trying to see the other side as well as his own,
to feel what his adversary feels, and present his view
of the cage.

But he had other occupations for his imagination
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than putting himself into the shoea of unapprecistive
Boutherners. Ho began at this time two novels, neither
of which he lived to finish, but both of which wers pub-
lished, as fragments, after his death. The sharler of
theeo fragmente, to which he had given the name of Z%e
Dolliver Romance, is so very brief that little can be said
of it. The author strikes, with all his usual swestness,
the opening notes of & story of New England life, and
the few peges which have been given to the world
contain a charming pieture of an old man and a child.

The other rongh eketch—it iz hardly more—is in a
manner complete; it was unfortumately deemed com-
plete enough to be brought out in a wagazine as a serial
novel. This was to do it a great wrong, and I do not
go too far in saying that poor Hawthorne would pro-
bably not have enjoyed the very bright light that hag
been projected upon this essentially crude piece of work.
I am at & loas to know how i speak of Septimius Felion,
or the Elivir of Life; I have purposely reaerved but a
amall space for doing so, for the part of disoretion seemn
to be to pass it by lightly. I differ therefore widely
from the suthor’s biographer and son-in-law in thinking
it a work of the greatest weight and vslue, offering
striking analogies with Goethe's Faust; and still more
widely from a critic whom Mr. Lathrop quotes, who
regards a oerfain portion of it an “one of the very
greatest triumphs in all literature.” If seems to me
almost cruel to pitch in this exalted key one’s estimate
of the rough first draught of & tale in regard to which
the author’s premature death operates, virtually, as a
eomplete renunaiation of pretensions. It is plain to any
reader that Sapiémius Felion, ua it stands, with its rough-
ness, its gaps, its mere allusiveness and slightness of
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{reatment, gives us bui & very partial measure of
Hawthorne's full intention; and it is equally easy to -
believe that this intention was much finer than anything
we find in the book. Even if we possessed the novel in
ita complete form, however, I incling to think that we
should regard it as very mmch the weakest of Haw-
thorne’s productions. The idea itself seems a failure,
and the best that might have come of it would have
been, very much below The Scarlst Letter or The Houss
of the Seven Gables. The appeal to our interest is not
felicitonsly made, and the fanoy of & potion, to assure
sternity of existencs, being made from the flowers which
apring from the grave of a man whom the distiller of
the potion has deprived of life, though it might figure
with advantage in a short story of the pattern of the
Tunce-Told Tales, appears too elender to earry the
weight of & novel. Indeed, this whole matter of elixirs
and potions belongs to the fairy-tale pericd of taate,
and the idea of a young man enabling himself to live
forever by concocting and imbibing a magio draught,
has the misfortune of not appealing to our semse of
reality or ever to our sympathy, The weakness of
Seplimiug Felion ig that the resder cannot take the hero
serionsly—a fact of which there can be no better proof
than the element of the ridiculous which inevitably
mingles iteslf in the sceme in which he entertains his
lady-love with & prophetio sketch of his occupations
during the successive centuries of his earthly immor-
tality. I suppose the answer to my criticiem is that
this is allegorical, symbolic, ideal ; but we feel that it
symbolisea mothing substantial, and that the truth—
whatever it may be—that it illuetrates, is as moon-
shiny, to use Hawthorne's own axpression, as %he
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allegory iteelf. Another fanlt of the story is that a
groat historical event—ihe war of the Revolution—is
introduced in the first few pages, in order to supply the
hero with a pretext for killing the young man from
whose grave the flower of immortality is to sprout, and
then drops out of the narrative altogether, not even
forming & background to the sequel. It ecema to me
that Hawthorne should either have invented some other
occasion for the death of his young officer, or else,
having struck the note of the great public agitation
which overhung his little group of characters, have been
caroful to sound it through the reat of his tale. Ido
wrong, however, to insist npon these things, for I fall
thereby into the error of treating the work as if it had
been cnat into its ultimate form and acknowledged by
the author, To aveid this exror I shall make no other
eritiolem of details, but content myself with saying that
tho idea and intention of the book appear, relatively
spoaking, feeble, and that even had it been finighed it
wonld have occupied a very different place in the public
esteem from the writer's masterpieces,

The year 1864 brought with it for Hawthorne a sense
of weakness and depression from which he had littlo
relief during the four or five months that were left
him of life, He had his engagement to produce TRe
Dollsver Romanes, which had been promised to the
subscribers of the Atlantic Monthly (it was the first
time he had undertaken to publisk a work of fiotion in
monthly parts), but he was unable to write, and his
consoiousness'of an unperformed task weighed upon him,
and did little to dissipate his physical ineriness. *1I1
have not yot had oourage to read the Dolliver proof-
sheat,”” he wrote to his publisher in December, 1865 ;
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“but will set about it soen, though with terrible re-
luctance, ench as I never felt before. I am moat
grateful to you,” he went on, “for protecting me from
that visitation of the elephant and his cub, If you
happen to see Mr.——, of L—, a young man who
was here last summer, pray tell him anything that
your oonscience will let you, to induce him to spare me
snother visit, which I know he intended. I really am
not well, and cannot be disturbed by strangers, without
moro guffering then it ia worth while to endure” A
month later he was obliged to ask for a further post-
ponement. “I am not quite up to writing yet, but
ahall make an effort as soon ag I see any hope of sucoess.
You cught to be thankful that {like most other broken-
down authors) I do not pester you with decrepit peges,
and insist npon your acoepting them as full of the old
spirit and vigour. That trouble perhaps still awaits
you, after I shall have reached a further stage of decay.
Bericunly, my mind hes, for the time, lost ite temper
and ite fine edge, and I have an instinct that I bad
better keop quiet. Perhape I shall have a new spirit of
vigour if I wait quietly for it; perhapa not.” The
winter passed away, but the ‘new apirit of vigour”
remained abeent, and at the end of February he wrote
to Mr. Fields that his novel had eimply broken down,
snd that he should never finish it. *I hardly kmow
what {0 say to the public abont this abortive romance,
though I know pretty well what the case will be. I
shall never finish it. Yet it is not quite pleasant for
an author to announce himself, or to be announced, as
finally broken down as to his literary faculty. .. ..
I oannot finish it unless a great change comes over me;
and if X make too great an affort to do so, it will lte my
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death ; not that Y should oare much for that, if I could
fight the battle through and win i, thus ending a life
of much smoulder and & peanty fire, in & blaze of glory.
But I should emother myself in mud of my own making.
+ « «+ « I am not low-apirited, nor fanciful, nor freakish,
bat lock what seem to me reaelities in the face, and am
ready to take whatever may come. If I could but go to
England now, I think that the sea-voyage and the ‘old
Home’ might set me all right.”

But he was not to go to England ; he siarted three
monthy Iater upon a briefer journey, from which he
never returned. Fis health was seriously disordered,
and in April, according to a letter from Mrs, Haw-
thorne, printed by Mr. Fields, he had been ¢ miserably
ill.” His feeblencss was complete ; he appears to have
had no definite malady, but he was, according to the
common phrase, failing. General Pierce yroposed to
him that they should make & little tour together among
the mountains of New Hampshire, and Hawthorne con-
sented, in the hope of geiting some profit from the
change of air, The northern New England spring is
not the most genial season in the world, and this was
an indiffarent snbatitute for the resource for which his
wife had, on his behalf, expressed a wish—a visit to
‘ gome ixland in the Gulf Btream.” He waa not to go
far ; he only reached a little place called Plymouth, one
of the stations of approach to the beautiful mountain
soenery of New Hampahire, when, on the 18th of May,
1864, death overtook him. His companion, General
Fierce, going into his room in the early morning, found
that he had breathed his Iast daring the night—had
passed sway, tranquilly, somfortably, without a sign or
a gpoand, in his sleep, This happened at the hotel of
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the place—a vast white edifice, adjacant to the railway
gtation, and entitled the Pemigiwneset Honse. He was
buried at Concord, and many of the most distinguished
men in the country steod by his grave.

He waa o beantiful, natural, original genius, and his
life had been gingularly exempt from worldly prececn-
pations and volgar efforta, It had been as pure, as
gimple, as unsophisticated, as his work. He hod lived
primarily in his domestic affections, which were of the
tenderest kind ; snd then—without eagerness, without
pretension, but with a great deal of quiet devotion-—in
his charming art. His work will remain; it is too
original and exquisite to pass away; among the men of
imagination he will always have his niche. No one has
had jost that vision of life, and no one hes had a literary
form that more sucosasfully expressed his visiom, He
was not & moralist, and he was not simply a poet. The
moralists are weightier, denser, richer, in a sense; the
poets are more purely inconclusive and irreeponsible.
He combined in a singular degree the spontaneity of the
imagination with a haunting care for moral problema,
Man’s conscience was his thems, but he saw it in the
light of a oreative fancy which added, out of its own
substance, an intereat, and, I may almost say, an
importance,

THE EXD.
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