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polilii-al agent, traveller, tradesman, brickmakcr,

projector, ami prisoner in Newgate. He had

an inexhaustible store of miscellaneous reading ;

he delighted e>.[x-clally in travels and adven-

tures ; lie had extraordinary aptitude for minute

and realistic detail ; he had an indefatigable :

habit of the pen. For all these gifts the experi-

ences of Selkirk, as developed in h\>l>iiisoii Ciusiv i

afforded a favourable field, while its very liniita-
|

tions and restrictions tended to control and

coiicentr.ite his ' thirkcoining fancies.' .More-
|

over, it is supposed that cert.iin afrtnities---of

which too much may easily be made, but

which he cort.iiidy desire ' should be re( ogni?,ed

— betv\een the circuiUht.inces of his unarmed

cast.iway and his own solitary and selfreli.mt

career, gave a subjective note to liis wurk,

which, save in the Fartlui .U/;riitiii,i and the

Sitious Rifliitn'iii I f Robinson Cru'^oe, it d<H.'>

not attain elsewhere. \\ i^ ( ertainly not e<i',;illy

perceptible m Colonel Jack, Moll l-UviJ,is,

Koxaiui, and the re^t of the fictitious narratives

that lollowed his admitted masterpiece, books

which are iievi-rtheless characterised by the

same ex.ictitmle of trivial partii iikirs, the same

inteiition.il negligences and repetitions, the s.ime

homely, peilestrian. and even tiat phraseology.

I'or the niD^l Jiart, they are chronii les of such

careei> as, in le.il life, would have lalle'i to ;lie

reiiirdiiig pen of the Ordinary of Nevgatr, Irom

whose historiographic efforts they differ mainly

1 V their greater v.riety of incident, their prac-

ti-,eil |iener.ili, and tiieir faculty (in their writer's

()v ,1 wonKj 'of forging a story.' In this last

iM Defoe is unriv.dled. ISy tlie mental steno^-

r.iphy and systeni.itic stockt.iking of a lifetime,

hi.' had ac( uniulated so vast a reserve oi i.u ts

and illustrations that, in the absence ol any-

thing to ' report,' i.i journalistic phr.ise, he couM

1 om .let.i report i)( sui h asloundiiigveiisiuiihtude

tluit to this d.iv it remains deb.itable whether

^niiif of his perlornianc i-> are true, or partly

true, or not true at .ill. m the sense that the

rvt-nl^ rtliiih tluv profess to ii.irrate were never

1 on, bun.; ill the experieiiCLs of one and the

same individii.il.

from the l.ict that ll..gailh ni.ikrs .1/e//

lu\iu.lii \ the I liosrn hler.Uiir-' of Ills ' Idle

.\pprentii e,' it m,iv b. [ir.'siimed that many

of wh.U I,anib lalls the 'secondary' hi lions

of Uefoo, though professedly did.u tic in their

intention, were directed at naiers not more

!:!'.i-.tri;)i!s ih.an the iDDle-w-otii-:'!! wlir.m Uorrow's

l.avingro found studying tbe same .ibsorbing

work on London I'.ridgi-, Hut tlure were oth

reasons why they might be expected to ap|)eal

to the people more than to the cultivated classes.

It was Defoe's boast that his tales were true

histories, always an adilitional attr.iction to the

humbler reader ; and that, being true, they ha<l

no connection with sui h novels and romances

as then existed. It 'vas not with the Oioonoki)

of the warm - bloo<led .\phra Ilehn, or the

Ciusamha of the sempiternal Sieur de la Cal-

prenede, that he wished them to be compareil

:

his litter analogue in unrelieveil veracity, had he

sought for it, would have been more easily found

in liiinyan's sombre and relentless /.//< .:'/(/

Pt-alh of Ml /uhlnuni. lUit if, in addition to

Ins singular gift of 'lying like truth,' he li.id i oin

billed with his work any appreciable plot to In:

u'lravelleil or problem to be solved ;
it he lud

included any material adini'cture of passion, or

any delineation of the tlomesti<- life of hi- d.iy,

he might fairly have claimed what is some

li .'s claimed for him— to r.ink as the Father

of the Fnglish Novel. 'I'hese things, however,

he did not do. His invented biogr.iphies (if

rogues and pirates ,ind hoii.i rohis diller Irom

those whiili .ire not iiiviuted only in being

fictitious as wholes ; and the.' no more entitle

their author to priority in fu lion as we mm-

underst.ind it than li he had been the .lutlior

of the wonderUil b.iok not a little indebted to

his own A'o/'iinoii Ciiisoi-—whiih seventeen ye'is

later was given to the world by the m.iinied

and melancholy genius of Jonathan Swift. But

iiiilliror'i Tnr.ili, that uni.|iie and unchiss.ilile

masterpiece, must be left for tre.itiuent in llie

special iiages on Swiit that follo«. In tr.u iiig

the history of the Novel, it is ne\ertlieli^i

luipossible not to refer to it, if .mly on

account of the < ircuinstanli.ility in lu tion in

vhich Swift rivals Defoe; but it has litth or

! nothing to do with the development of the

i
form.

That development came suddenly ;uid iiii-

expectedlv, n lie ye.irs alter Defoe had been

1,11(1 to re--t in the Di^ enters' burial-ground at

liunhill Fields. .\nd it < .one from .i most

unhopeful source. It would have been as

easy to predii t tli.it .i middle .Iged printer

slioiil.l become the author of I'lVmia ;is tli.it

a sexagenarian journalist should sit down and

write Rohinson Crusoe. There .ire indeed ( erlain

superhcud resemblances between Richardsdii

and Defoe. lioth belonged to the lower middle

1 l.isses ; both posed .as mor lists; both wrote

the Fnglish nf ( oinmon speedi ; both were i ir

cuiust.iiiti.d in manner .and co|iious in style. Hut

1 1


