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MR. IIOWELLS OYN SOAE MODERN ATOVELfSTS.

MR. W. D. HOWELLS, Who is rusticating at Lake George, has been dis
covered by a Tribune reporter and duly interviewed. Before we strikE
into the heart of the interview, we are told that Mr. Howells occupies
that long, low rambling cottage on the sunset side of the lake which waç
buit by, and was for many years the borne, of Judge Edmunds, whose
faine as a spiritualist was quite as great as hie fame as a juriet. When
discovered, the noveliet Ilwith his farnily about him " was seated upon the
front piazza of >his cottage, in a sof t feit bat, a white flannel shirt, and a
large easy pair of corduroy trousers. Hie looked the picture of good bealth.
Evidently he had nlot shunnod the sunlight, for bis face was darkly tanned.
After the customary salutation the process of interviewing began:

"Are you contemplating any new literary work, Mr. Howells'l"
"Yes. 1 have juet written the firet pages of a new nove] not yet

announced. 1 began it, in fact, only the day before yesterday. It will
be a puroly American story, its chief events centred in a New England
country town, though it will relate to both city and country life. I bave
not thought of a name for it yet, nor, thouigh I bave its plot pretty well
sktetclied out in my mind, sbould I feel at liberty to detail it to you just
now. The nature of my arrangements with the Harpers, who have con-
tracted with me for ail 1 write, is sucli that entire gond faitb requires me
te leave with thein the time and forin of any extended announcements. We
shall not leave Lake George before October, and hy that time I hope to
have the book in fairiy gond shape."

"How do you work here ? "
"There is my littie office," repiied the noveliet, pointing to a little one-

storied wing of tbe bouse. IlWill you look at it ? "
It is a pretty room, with a bard-wood floor and phenty of sheiving,

plentifully stored with books. A picture of Lincoln, after that lately
reproduced in Tlee Century, and pictures of Tolstoï, Bjornson, Hawthorne,
and others were on the walis. A large flat desk and severai easy chairs
completed the room's furniture.

'II write here for about four hours every morning after breakfast,"
continued Mr. Howolls. II Yes, I become vastly interested in my work.
It quite possesses me. 0f course there are times when I feel myseif unable
to think and when it really pails on me, but that is every man's experi-
ence in cvery kind of effort. . . . The real sentiment of to-day requires
that the novelist shahl portray a section of real life, that bas in it a useful
and animating purpose. Ail the gond work of our turne je being done on
thie theory."

"Then you do not regard the work of the present English school of
romancists as reprosented, we wilh say, by Haggard, as 'gond work '?

I regard the writing of that school as nothing more than a counter-
current. It je no real tendency of the turnes. Every great current bas its
countor eddies, and the fiction of the present day, which is pre-erninently
realstie, bas is spasin of romantic endeavour, juet as in Scott's day, when
the sentiment ran universally toward romance and extravagant fiction,
there wero ebullitione of realism. Tbey amounted to littie. They were
entirely insignificant as showing the feeling of the age. They beld to
the century the saine relation as is now beid hy tbe essaye of English
romanciets.

Il proof of this, juet glance at the work wbich public sentiment bas
passed favourably upon in alI intelligent countries. Russia bas led in the
new school, and bIlde the foremnet place among the nations that bave pro-
duced great modern noveliste. England stands at the very bottoin of the
list. Hardy is a great, I uiay say, a very great novehiet. Hie pictures of
111e are life itef. Mre. Howelle and I bave heard under our windows in
England the very thoughts, yes, tbe very accents, wbich he bas attributed
to hie Englieli poasantry. Hie truth and sincerity are admirable. And
Black, too, so far as I bave read hirn, is an able, ekilful writor. But the
Russian noveliste lead the world. Indeed, 1 affirm that Tolstoï occupios
to ail fiction the saine relation that Shakspeare occupies to aIl draina. He
bas a very etrong ethical side, and not only teaches it and portrays it, but
lives it. He bas given himself up to it. H1e believes that men should livo
precieely and literally as Christ lived, and abandoning literature, wbere he
stood. at the summit of fiction, lie bas adopted the daily life of a Russian
peasant."

I rernarked that that seemed like eimplicity itself,* and received this
retort.

IIIsn't that because our civilisation is sn sophîsticated ?i We read, and
Say we beliove that Christ is God, but sometimos our actions imply that
we scarcoly think 11e meant what He said about the conduct of life."

"Who do you think ranke next to Tolstoï as a writer of fiction 1
"Tourguénoif."
"Do you. moan to say that the greateet writers of fiction tIse world lias

ever producod are both Russians ? "
IlYes, I think I arn prepared to say juet that. The novels of these

men are absolute truth. Thoy are nature bared. They are greateet
becauso thoir writors have the ability and the courage to paint liuranity
and its affaire juet as they are. That 1 regard as the highest àrt."

"Where, thon, do you place Dickens 1 "
"Dickens wae a man of hie turnes, and ib is only fair to birn to viow hum

in that light. The age juet before hie was extravagantly romantic. The
work thon done did not fully satisfy the rapidly growing practical thought
of Dickens' timo. One of the discoveries of hie age wae that wvbile fiction
sounded stiited and unreal when clad in the garb of poetry, yet there were
things in life quite as romantic as any of the paintinge of the poots. The
Ruesians, and the realistic echool tboy iead, not only dispute this, but urge
that fiction does not need the adventitioue aid of unreal imagination to give
permanent interest. They contond that the daily life of mon and worn

with its thousand cares and lapes and ambitions and sorrows is of itself
full of interest. If any one dared to sbow it as it really is, witbout the
eligliteet glose or draping, ho would be giving out the rnost absorhing
fiction."

" How do you anewer the charge that real hife is comrnonplace 1
" By asserting that the very thinge that are not commonplace are those

comrnonly called cornronplace. AIl the rest bas long since becorne hack-
neyed. In the preposterous what is there to invent ? Nothing, oxcept
wbat is so preposterous as to be ludicrous.

" I think my firet ideas as to the rare beauties of natural simple fiction
that denit witb the actual bopes and feare of men as tbey are universally
shown, carne frorn reading Bjornson'e exquisite stories. In Scandinavian.
literature realism lias attainod a rare degree of perfection. Most of the
modern Italian and modern Spanieli novels are of the new ecbools, and it
cannot ho denied that the beet works in ail the Continental tongues show
the growth of this tendency.

"0 f course we ail know the character of the modern French writers.
Zola is a great writer. I may regret that lie bas concorned bimef s0
mucli with the disagreeable and unbappy thinge of life, but 1 do flot .ase
my objection to lin on that ground. Strange as it rnay seern, if I objected
to birn at ahi it would be that lie was a romanciet. Ho is natural and true,
but ho might botter ho more so. He bas not quite escaped the influence
of Balzac, wbo, with Dickens and Gogol, marked the inauguration of the
realistic era by taking realities and piacing tbemn in romantic relations.
As to Gogol, I sbouhd qualify this rernark somewbat, for lie came much
dloser to the bigh art of natural fiction than either Dickens or Balzac. To
me the beautiful and inspiring thinge of life are much more worth writing
about than the ugly thinge, to whicls tise French bave run. Porhape the
worst picture of what ie false and bad in hurnanity that fiction affords is
given in Maupassant. A truc arrangement of the literatures in which
realiem bas obtained tbe supremacy over romance wouid place the Russian
tiret ; the Frenchi, by virtue of Zoia's strengtb, second ; the Spanîsh next ;
the Norwogian fourth ; the Italian fifth, and tho Enghieli last."-.7he Critic.

READINGS FBOM CURRENT LITERA TURE.

THE ENGLISU FOUR CENTURIES AGO.

THIS is bow we appeared to the intelligent foroigner about the year
1496. It will ho obsorved that the views of intolligent foreigners have
undergone surprisinghy little change on many points during the iast four
bundred yoars or so. The remarks occur in a report drawn up for a
Venetian Ambassador to the Court of Henry VIIL, by a gentleman of hie
suite. The English are, for the most part, both mon and wornen of ai
ages, handeome and woll -proportioned ; and I have understood f rom per-
sons acquainted with these countries, that the Scotch are much biandeogner ;
and that the Englishmen are groat loyers of thoinselves, and of overything
beionging to them ; they tbink that there are no other mon but themelves,
and no other world but Enghand ; aîsd wbenever they see a liandiome
foreigner, they say that "li bcloks like an Englishman," and that "lit is a
great pity that ho ehouhd nlot ho an Englishman;" and wheu they partake
of any delicacy with a foreigner, they ask hum, "whether sncb a thing is
made in their country ? " They take great pheasuro in having a quantity of
excellent victuals, and also in remaining a long turne at table, boing very
sparing of winewheu they drinkitbat their own oxpenso. And this, ibis said,
the~y do in order to induce their own English gueste to drink wino ini
moderation also ; not considering it any inconvonience for three or four
persons to drink ont of the saine cup. Few people keep wine in their owfl
bouses, but buy it, for the mo4t part, at a tavern, and this is doue not oniy
by the mon, but by ladies of distinction. The deficiency of wino, hoW-
over, is amply supplied by the abundance of aie and beor, to the use Of
which theso people are become so habituated that at an ontortainment
where there is plenty of wine, thoy will drink thein in preferenco to it, and
in great quantities. Like discreet people, however, they do not offer
thein to Italians, unbcess they should ask for them ; and they think no
greater honour can ho conferred or received than to invite othors to eat
with thon, or to ho invited themeelves ; and they wonld sonner givo five
or six ducats to provide an Pfltertainment for a person, than a groat ta
assiet him in any distrees. They ail from turne immemorial wear very fine
clothes, and are extremely polite in their hanguage; which, althongh it iss
as well as the Flemieh, dorived froin the German, lias lost its naturl'a
harehnese, and it i 's pleasing enougli as thoy pronounce it. In addition ta
their civil spoeches, tbey have the incredible courtosy of remaining with
their heade uncovered, with an admirable grace, whilst they talk to each
other. They have a very high roputation in arme, and, frm the great fear
the French entertain of them, one muet believe it to be juetly acquir0d.
But I liave it on the beet information, that when the war is raging Moset
fnriously, they wiil seek for gond eating and ahI their other conforts, with'
ont thinking of what harm might hefaîl thein. They have an antipathy ta
foreignere, and imagine that they nover corne into their ishand but ta make
therneelves masters of it, and to uenrp their goode.

NORTII AND SOUTI.

VIRGINiA and Massachusetts wero the two original germe from whidh
the great majority of the American populations have sprnng ; and no t'O
peaples, speaking the saine language and coming from. the saine coiintrY,
could have been more dissimilar in education, taste, and habits, and eveOll
in natural instincts, than were the adventurers who settled these twO cl
onios. Those who songlit a new field of adventure for themselvos, and
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