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But there if no obligation of the lort; nice portnituie
ii not required; and we are content to accept mere
abstract types, so they be strongly and sincerely moved.
A novel of this class may be even great, and yet contain
no individua. figure; it may be great, because it displays
the workings of the perturbed heart and the impersonal
utterance of passion; and with an artist of the second
class it is, indeed, even more likely to be great, when
the issue has thus been narrowed and the whole force of
the writei^s mind directed to passion alone. Qevemess
again, which has its £ur field in the novel of character,
is debanred all entry upon this more solemn theatre. A
far-fetched motive, an ingenious evasion of the issue, a
witty instead of a passionate turn, offend us like an
insincerity. All should be plain, all straightforward to
the end. Hence it is that, in Rhoda Fleming, Mti.
LoveD raises such resentment in the reader; her motives
are too flimsy, her ways are too equivocal, for the weight
ap-* strength of her surroundings. Hence the hot in-
d' Ation of the reader when Balzac, after having begun
the Duchesse de Langeais in terms of strong if some-
what swollen passion, cuts the knot by the derangement
ofthe hero's clock. Such personages and incidents belong
to the novel of character; they are out of place in the
high society of the passions ; when the passions are intro-
duced in art at their full height, we look to see them,
not baffle' and impotently striving, as in life, but towering
above circumstance and acting substitutes for tate.

And here I .jui imagine Mr. James, with his ludd
sense, to intervene. To much of what I have said he
would apparently demur ; in much he would, somewhat
impatiently, acquiesce. It may be true; but It is not


