
" THE BEST SEA STORY EVER WRITTEN." I2t

to Steel the raw recruit against all dangers. Though the world
at large may not care, the judicious few may be glad of new
light, and may feel satisfaction in seeing even tardy justice meted
out to real merit. In my poor opinion much less than justice
has been done to an American writer, whose achievement is so
considerable that it is hard to account for the neglect into which
he has fallen.

This writer isiierman Melville, who died in New York in

the autumn of i89i,-aged eighty-three. That his death excited
little attention is in consonance with the popular apathy towards
him and his work. The civil war marks a dividing line in his

literary production as well as in his life. His best work belongs
to the ante-bellum days, and is cut off in taste and sympathy from
the distinctive literary fashions of the present time. To find how
complete neglect is, one has only to put question to the most cul-

tivated and patriotic Americans north or south, east or west, even
professed specialists in the nativist literature, and it will be long
before the Melville enthusiast meets either sympathy or under-
standing. The present writer made his first acquaintance with
Moby Dick in the dim, dusty Mechanics' Institute Library (open-
ed once a week by the old doctor) of an obscure Canadian village,

nearly twenty years ago ; and since that time he has seen only
one copy of the book exposed for sale, and met only one person
(and that not an American) who had read it. Though Kingsley
has a good word for Melville, the only place where real apprecia-
tion of him is to be found of recent years is in one of Mr. Clark
Russell's dedications. There occurs the phrase which gives this

paper its title. Whoever takes the trouble to read this unique
and original book will concede that Mr. Russell knows whereof
he affirms.

Melville is a man of one book, and this fact accounts possi-
bly for much of his unpopularity. The marked inferiority of his

work after the war, as well as changes in literary fashion, would
drag the rest down with it. Nor are his earliest works, embody-
ing personal experience like Redburn and White Jacket, quite
worthy of the pen which wrote Moby Dick. Omoo and Typee are
little more than sketches, legitimately idealized, of his own ad-
ventures in the Marque=;as. They are notable works in that they
are the first to reveal to civilized people the charm of life in the


