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DEMOCRACY IN LITERA TURE.

IN rapid seqnence to the triumph of democracy over poli-
tical and social conditions, the deinand that literature

also should submit to its authority is made. Some Ameri-
caui critics have lately feit obliged to apologize for Long-
fellow's scholarly refinement as not hein g sufficiently in
sympathy with the wants of the people. A similar charge,
hias been brought against Lowell. IlIntense ýatriotism,"
says one, Ildoes flot wholly atone for the assumption of an
extra-American, or quasi-European supericrity of experi-
ence... Plain, unlettered labourers in the fields
and woods do not relishi the apparition of a mari in dress
coat and kid gloves in their midat assuming te do their
literature for them. "

It is impossible to believe that Mr. Maurice Thompson,
from whose clever and interesting article, "lOn the Sixth
Sense in Literature," the above sentences are taken, would
seriously contend that lîterature in the future must adapt
itself te the taste of Il unletterei labourers in the fields
and woods," or anywhere else ; but such utterances, ciap-
trap though thcy may be, show the prevailing tendency cf
American criticism. Mn. Howells, in blarpers' IlStudies,"
speaks still more plainly. "lThle ponetrating spirit of
democracy," hie says, "b las found its expression in the very
quality of literature. £ie old oligarchie republie of letters
is passing away; already we have glinîpses of the comn-
mune."

We know that democratic France at presont possessos
such a literaturo as might wll have been bred in the Coin-
mune which produced the terrible petroleuse and other
formas cf horror; a litoratune in which the worst vices,
diseasos and deformities of debased bunianity are employed
in the service of a degraded art, and of which M. Etuile
Zola is the great bigh priest. Lt is unnecessary to enlarge
here on the polluting efftxct such a literature must have on
the imagination (so powenful a factor ini the sphene of
monals> ; it is 1>0 clearly recognized that a London book-
seller of note, Mn. Vizetelly, bas been lately sentonced to
three montbs' impriqonient for selling M. Zola's novels.
But there is anothen sort cf demtocratic, or, if Mr I-Iowells
pleases, communistie, literature whicli, though iînmaculate
frein a moral point cf viow, musit inevitably degrade the
taste, lowor the standard cf art, and prove fatal to ail
elevation cf mind and ail noble ambition. [n this sort cf
literatune Mr. llowells is lacile prinwJ's.

Tfhis populan novelist began bis literary cancer as a
peet, and cne wbo assumes te know ail about lien totels us
that a rare and original genius for poetry xvas silcnced
when Mr. I-Iowells ceased te sin(,. Thîis assertion lias to
be taken on trust by nîost cf us, as his poinis are appar-
ently little known and nover quoted. At ail events, ho
found that poetry would net givo hitu a livinig, and there-
fore camne te the conclusion that its day had gone by, and
it was now, ini faet, only anotiien naine for eriptiness-.
whethier cf lus own purse, or cf joy for the world, is net
stated. It was thenefore clear te ie>i that under the reign
cf democracy the only truc and living art mnust bie realistie,
or, as hie las presonted it to us, the prossie details cf
commonplace life, with every vestige cf poetry carefully

liminated. 'Uc this thecny and practice hoe has steadily
adhered, and bias become s0 completely its slave that each
successive bock he produces is more paltry and insignili-
canit in its incidents, more tedicus and trivial in its talk,
and more dull and disagreeable in its characters, tilliniii is
last novel, "lAnnie Kilburn," hie secins te have sunik te
the lowest level cf ail that is mean and unintenesting. An
admirer, in reviowing this bock, assumes tlîat bis aimi is te
make his readers "lexplorers in the desert cf the conîmon-
place for green cases ;" but oun accusation against Mr.
Hcwells is that ho gives us ne green cases, but keeps us
always in the sandy desert. Annie Kilburn, at any rate,
found none in Hatbono', and neither will the readers cf lher
doleful stcry. And the people cf llatboro' are oniy a
little more vulgar and disagreeable than those with wbcm
we are ccndemned te associate in the whole series cf Mr.
Howells' so-called realistic novels. 'rïiey ail dwell together
on the broad plane cf the diîllest mediocrity. Net one
among thein could excite admiration or sympathy fromi the
most catholie lover cf bis kind, only at the best a compas-
sionate tolerance or a pity more akin te disgust than te
love. Worlds away as Mn. Howells' representation cf life
is froin M. Zola's theory cf realistie art, or Count Tclstoi's
tragic stories cf oppression and cruelty, it appears to nie
ati thoroughly pessimistic ini its tendency. Rlis novels, if
accepted as true pictures cf the best that life can give,
could scarcely fail te check ail aspirations after the higher
possibilities cf existence, without which life wouid cen-
tainiy net lbe worth living. "lThose wbo live witb mean
people think the world mean," Emerson says Mean
books are as lcwering as mean scciety, and ail bocks are
mean that do net inake us think nobly cf buman nature
and the heights te whicb it may attain.

We are toid by the admirers of democracy that noW, at
last, the people bcld their proper place in literature. Anis-
tocracy is crushed, and art is made subservient to the
Ienthusiasm cf buimanity." But wben we consider the

humanity represented in realistic novels, and the buman
specimens there pourtrayed, it seoins as if the people might
well ise up in just indignation, and dlam> damages for a

-series of the grcssest libels. If we go back to the old days1
before democnacy in literature was beard of, we shaîl find j
thern treated very difl'erenýtly. The niiasters cf fiction now 1
looked upon as benighted aristecrats depicted the working
classes witb a just and genereus approciation that gained
for thera the respect and sympatby cf every reader. Siri

Walter Scott drew his burgbens, shepherds, fishermen,
farinons and pleiighboys frein the lîfe. H li ad gene fami-
liarly ameng tbemn freon childboed, knew their homes and
thein ways, and, sturdy eld aristocrat as hoe was, al bis life
spoke te eveny man lie met as te bis brother. Hie unden-
stood thein theneugbly, and while discernng with keen and
penetrating insight thcir inevitabie defects and prejudices,
delighted in doing justice te thein many fine traits cf char-
acter. Ho brings before us Dandie Dinment's maniiness,
henesty and goed feeling, and his simple, kindly bousehold,
with ail the power cf truth and nature. His genial and
kindiy humour revelled in the pourtrayal cf such chanacters
as Baillie Nicol Janvie, Cuddie Headnigg, Andrew Fair-
service and Edie Ochiltree, witb ahl their amusing odditîes,
absundities and selish shnewdness. Hie has given us a
hast cf sucb characters, depicted with that kindly indulg-
once and bumorous sympathy which oniy tbe tnuest insigbt
teaches, making thein ail excellent company in thein way.
Se truly dees lie discrnu the seul cf gecdness in all tbings
that even in bis rogues and vagabonds lie finds soine ne-
deeming touch cf btter things. And in bris pathos or bis
mintb, ho nover torgets te renden higb honcur to those
simple beocseulls that

FoIlow with allegiance a fallen lord,
And earn a place in the story.

Old Janet's prctocting cane for the Baron in bis Pat-
mes ; Evan Dhu's devotien te the chief wlîo had bneught
hiîn te the scaffold ; Doîninie Sampsen*s faithfulness te bis
ruined maters8 children ; the wild love cf Me- Mernilios
for Harry Bertrain carne straight frein Scctt's beant.
Ilis deepest power cf pathos is drawn ferth in the scene
whene the Antiquary comes on Saunders Mucklebackit
trying te patch up the boat in which bis fine young sonr
Steenie was drowned. The hencine above ail others whom
hoe memnte have painted con arnore was Jeanie Deaus, a
bare-footed Scotch lassie dnawn frein real life. In al bis
pictunos cf hunmble life, truc as they are te nature, and
varions as their cincunistauces are, there is nothing te revoit
or disgust, or lower cur estimate cf humanr nature. Ho
mmîkes bis readers as mniucb interosted in thein, as leho u0-
self was in bis work-people and peer neighbouns, and
speaking eut cf the dopths of bis own, kncwledgo and
experience, hoe uuconsciously gives lossons to us ail on the
groat trutlîs wbhiholi se unaffectediy an>] thorougbly
neognised, the cnîincu brotbeniîood of aIlinîankind.

Scott painted bis princes with the saine, powvonful pen
that pourtrayed bris peasants. No one except Shakespeare
bans given us snch graphie portraits cf kingys and quees,
knighits and nobles and ladies cf bigli degree. But won-
derful as bis histonical portraits are, thev arne stili only
studios freut histony, vivifled by bis iîîîaginaticn, while bis
peasants wene drawn frein true life, and nett euly life-like,
but actually livinîg on the pages. lie eould paint hotii
high and lcw, the king and eadgen, the queen and the
fisher- wife, witb trutli and vigoxîr. Dickens eonld only
paint thîe pecple, for whoei lie used te say he lîold a brief.
We kecw that the wliiînsical fancies, the quaint garb ini
whicb he se often draped lus favounite ebanactens, have
muade sotine modern citics accuse hum cf melodramia and
false sentiment, and even deny that ho had any title to
genius except bis niarvellous gift cf humour. Happily
there are suili nîany who can appneciate bis power over al
the emeotiens that inove the beant, and eau feel iîow ably
hie employed it in bis client's cause. If lho bad doue
nething mocre than croate the Peggotty group-Clara Peg-
getty, eld Daniel and ycung Hans-ho would have deserved
a higb place amcng the great cnies who teach us te Ilthink
uohly cf tire seul ;"1 for in thoeotbree ebaractens lho bas
sbown with unorring tcuch, the beîght and grandeur cf
virtue te wbicb simple buman nature mnay attain.

George Eliot, another great novelist who wrete hefore
demecracy in literature hecarne a cuit, teck lber finest char-
acters frein the working classes, and descrihed the pions,
dutiful, elevated lives sbe had known in thein homes with
a trutb and beauty ail England acknowledged.

The writings ef those great spirits and fine artiats
strcngly impress us witlî the tnutb that beauty and vintue
are more real and permanent parts cf nature and life than
vice and ugliness, and for this neasen tbey wili always
have the finest uses for humanity, heing good for hope,
for bealing, for the strengtbening, and onnobiing cf mon
and women.

In a later article than the one quoted ahove, Mn.
Howelis tells us with authoity-" 'I'he tnutb is-and frein
turne te timo the scribbling race bad btter face it-there is
no veny deep, ne veny wide interost in even the greatest cf
authons . . . Thone are moments," ho says, Ilwben
Shakespeare seoins essential te the ycung life, but ho is net
really se ; and if the eider life will ho hontest, it will cwn
thiat ho is net at ail important teoit." Hoe generoîîsîy bssures
us that, in saying se, hoe bas no wish to Ilabo.lih or super-
sede Sbakspeare [the italies are the prosout writer's];
hoe only desires te make litenary men recoguiso the fact that
nothing, except, penhaps, the deceitfulnoss cf iches, is se
illusive as the supposition cf iuterest in literature on the
part of othen mon. . . .. They are net altogether
to blame for this," ho says: "Ithey are very little te blame,
in fact, for it is only in the ranest instances tbat literatune
bas corne home te their business and bosens,. . .
It appeals te the taste, the estbetic pnide, the intel.
lectuality cf the neader ; these are not bis real life, and se
it pneseutly perishos eut cf hum again te ho utterly
forgotten."

We may reasonahly suppese that by "litenatune which
cones, home te men's business and besoins," Mn. Howolls
means fiction employed on the average lives cf average

*mon and womnen, tlîein business affains, their domestie con-
cerus the familiar mattens cf daiiy life. Yet the best

1evidenceocf the ephomeral interests, and little roal value cf
such litenature is te ho found in the fact that turne so
speediiy censigns it te oblivicu ; except in one or two
instances cf unique genius. Lt is the litenature that brngs
before us witb tnuth and poer mon in those aspects of
gnoatuess wbicb naise thein above the crowd, and show us
tbe heigbt te wbicb buman nature may attain, that is
immontal ;net that which descnihos thein successes on
failunes in business, their flirtations witb vulgar womn,
thein marital quannols, on their social dificuities. The
bocks wlîicb live for evor are those wbicb we fclw witb
breatbless interest-t te fortunes cf sncb beroc hearts as
Robinson Crusce making for himself a littie kingdom and

»obedieut subjeets of bis dosent island and its wild creat unes;
Monte Christo oscaping frein bis prison; Amyas Leigb
thnewing bis sword into the sea.; Skmmmen cf the seas giv-
ing thatc last Ilahoy" te bis matcless Water Witcb, and the
sails. like soutient beings, fiettering at the sound ; on the

igreat tragedies cf love and anguish, like the Bride of Lam-
mermoor, The Scarlet Letter, or that wcnderful book in
whicb thîe bewitcbîng picture cf the gipsy Esinenalda
and ber little white geat dancing te the sound cf the tam-
bourine is se quickly fcllcwed by bon terrible deatb on
the scaffold, the victim cf othens' crimes and cruolties, and
as innocent and helpless amidst thein ail as the moth tbat
penishes in tbe flaîne cf the candle. The genius that cro-
ates such scentes and ebaractens cari only die wben tino is
no morne,

Novels that confine us te the trivial round cf common-
place lives soon pass away, though a fetislî, on a fashion,
may give thein a brief popularity, but novels rbat lift us
into a bighen atinesphere cf tbought and action, nank,
thcugh in a lowen degree, with the plays cf Sbakspeare,
and ctben dramatists, and ne eniticisin eau stale or wither
thein penennial power and beauty. Mn. Hcwells, iadeed,
infonins us that Shakespeare is cf ne impcrtance in the
lives cf mon. This dictuin, in effect, includes the whole
cf that imaginative lîteratune in wbicb the poeLry that
preserves the divinity in man fron decay is enslîned. It
is difficult te beliovo that ho is sincene in inaking sucb an
assertion. Lot us imagine if we can, a state cf tbiîîgs in
wlîicb Hemien, tEschylus, Dante, Shakespeare and Goethe,
wene suddenly aholisl>ed, and their works fongotten as if
tbey had nover been. Who cculd estimato the impovenisb-
ment, the great rift and ebasin in the spbene cf ideas and
eîeotions-that is in the o sul cf man-that would follcw?
Thon lot us suppose tlîat great literature of the past super-
seded by the realistie on communal literatureocf whose
ipproacbing reign Mr. Howells bas souuded the note !

Sucli a revolution in litenatune and ail that it implies, eau
cniy ho ccmpaned te the destruction cf Imperial Rcme
and its civilization hy the Barbariaus ! However, there
will bhonee compensation. [t will abolisli Me. Donuelly
anîd the Baconites. LouisA MUjziA',.

AI'T TIE BASILIC'M, (OTTA WA.

SHADES cf twilight, deep'ning, dark'ning--
Witb the sbadows entered wo,

Wearied cf the city's murmun,
Lcuii for tnanquility ;

Seft we eeýtered, and the shadows
Wrapt us round as noiselessly.

Silence! brooding heants are heatiug
UJnderneatb tbe censer's glow;

Pictured faces frein the panels,
In the dumhness of thein woe,

Act again the scene enacted
Eighteon bundned yeans age.

Silence-.solemni deep, and holy;
Unseen wings are hcvering c'on,

Unseen bauds are beaning cocling
Unto beants that burned befone;

Unseen lips are whisp'ning softiy
" God ils peace for evermore !"

Not a sound the silence bneaketb
But a father fitting hy,

Witb bis soutane's silken rustle,
Whene the sombre shadcws lie;

Not a sound-save Goc's low whisper
And tbe soul's responding cny.

EMILY MOMANUS,

LONDON LETTER.

T H-E long stnetch cf gardont at Gray's Inn was empty this
nriliant summen inornîng. Brauching trees shaded

low seats, set noar te the stnaigbt gravel-patbs. Birds
flying icw in and eut cf the sunshine woro the cnlyo'ccu-
pants cf the pretty old enclosure, wbieb, wanting but the
tinkie and splash cf somne cf Lamh's ioved fountains (I' the
fashion, tbey tell me, isi gene hy, and these things are es-
teemed childish "), is the quaintest cf the Londen back-
waters. L' ke the Peni at the gate cf Paradise, I stood
disconsolate on the scoccing pavement, looking througb
the mron nailings on te the cool green lengths cf lawn be-
yond; for uniesa armed with an order from the steward's office
it is impossible that strangers can be alicwed in the sacred
procincts, and the heur unfortmnately haci passed for the
giving eut cf these permissions. The porter, shut up in
bis fiowery cottage, was taking a siesta, I suppose : at any
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