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to oonUin more of the matter and art of the modem
English novel than the whole treasury of Mr. Mudie.

Whether a narrative be written in blank verse or the

Spenserian stanza, in the long period of Gibbon or the

chipped phrase of Charles Reade, the principles of the

art of narrative must be equally observed. The choice

of a noble and swelling style in prose affects the

problem of luuration in the same way, if not to the

same degree, as the choice of measured verse ; for both

imply a closer synthesis of events, a higher key of

dialogue, and a more picked and stately strain of

words. If you are to refuse Don Juan^ it is hard

to see why you should include Zanoni or (to bracket

works of very different value) The Scarlet Letter; and

by what discrimination are you to open your doors

to The PilgrinCs Progress and close them on The

Faery Qiteenf To bring things closer home, I will

here propound to Mr. Besant a conundrum. A narra-

tive called Paradise Lost was written in English verse

by one John Milton ; what was it then ? It was next

translated by Chateaubriand into French prose; and
what was it then ? Lastly, the French translation was,

by some inspired compatriot of George Gilfillan (and of

mine) turned bodily into an English novel; and, in

the name of clearness, what was it then?

But, once more, why should we add "fictitious"?

The reason why is obvious. The reason why not, if

something more recondite, does not want for weight

The art of narrative, in fact, is the same, whether it is

applied to the selection and illustration of a real series

of events or of an imaginary series. Boswell's lAfe o/

Johnson (a work of cuiming and inimitable art) owes


