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Nle would be ain exceedingly funny fellow if he did," I replied.
"No," lie contintied, Ilthere are no Dickenses, no Tlîackerays

juat now-if there are, they don't write. Why don't sonte of yOD
newspaper fellows, who always have your lîand iu, give us a new
Dàvd Gopperfield, or a ne w Vranity Fair 1"I

."lI intend to soute day," 1 told hlm, "lbut juet now I really
haven't thse time. You know tiiere le no newspaper man in thse
world, wvho isn't j ust about te write a iovel, or thinking seriously
of it, or piclcing out thse characters for onse; but we are %lways
su busy. Besides tîscre i nu muney in it, and tine is snoney in1
Printing House Square. As long as the publishers can have a
good Englilh novel for thse asking they can hardly be expected te
pay mucis for an American one.e'

IlThat le true, te a certain extent," lie replied, Ilbut it applies
only te works of au inferior sort. If an Asuerîcan will write a
book that je entitled te rank with the two I have just named, lie
wviIl net have any difliculty in getting hie own price for it. You
take a new Copperitd or a new Pickuoick down to larper's, or
any of the other big publishere, and see liow.long tisey will hesitate
to buy it. They cannot ' borrow' such tisings frein England, bie-
cause England ie flot producing any. As long as it is a question
between taking wishiy--washiy Englisli novels for nothing, aud buy-
ing wishy-wasby .Arnerican unes -for a price, of course they wvîll
continue te taIse thse Englisi onics. It le ouly a choice between
two evils, bath for the publieher and for tise reader."

"«My dear air," 1 interrupted, Ilyou cannot mean te classif y ail
tho curreut novels under the headingz wîisy-washy ?"I

"lThat terni je a littie ambiguous, perhaps, but stili it describes
pretty wvel what I think of them. Our novel writers, just now,
are too infernally testhetic (excuse the ernpliatic way I put it).
They dig se deep into motives, feelings, aud dispositions that
tisey get out of the Écope of fiction entirely. Tise oesthetic ln art
has spread inta literature, and a bad mess it malres for us pour
readers uf fiction. 1 was very much amused tise other day by
sonsebody's description of George Eliot. 'Other writers,' this
somebody said, 'describie bodies: George Eliot painted seule.'
Precisely, and there are teo many seul painters among our present
novehests te my way of thinking."

"You do not object to chiaracter painting lu a work of fiction ?"
Iasked.
IlOertainly not,» lie replied; provided it ie well done, and

thse cisaracters themselves are wortis painting.. But I do mot
think that most of the characters ini onr xie% novels are wortli
the paint. If a cisaracter le a strong one, and well drawn, it je
tihe best part of a novel. But a description of soute every-day
person, of his tlîoughte and desires, his mannerisme and eccentri-
cities, lie it ever sa well done, le very stupid reading. I find
more amnusement jist now in. reading thse opinions of saine of our
modern noveliats about the great noveliets of the pat titan lu
anything eIse tbey write. It je always amusing te see a slight
young fellow fiai'e up at a giant, and try te tlsrash hlm. We had
an opinion froin one of them not long ago, periape you reineu-
ber, that tise writings of Dickens would not be telerated la tis
age. Weil, perisaps not; it le barely possible that we have de-
teriorated te snob an extent that we could îîot appreciate lsbîî.
But there was soniething extremely funny about tliat, considering
what people do tolerate lu the pages of tlîe modern novel."

Lung before tisis vie had left tise ferryboat and taken our places
lu the train-that part of the train given up te smokers, emj-
grants and inebriates. My friend took a magazine fromn lus over-
coat pocket.

"«Lat me read you," said ie, "l(it je only a few liues,) whiat
one of aur modérn novelias bas been writing about Dickens. Ho
ie talking about Christmas; literature, and. it le almost a wonder
that hie will condescend te mention Dickens la connection with
that subject : 'Tise migbt of that great talent,' hie says, «'no one
can gainsay, thoughin l the ligist of tlîe truer work *which lias'
aimcs been don.e lus literary principles seeni alinost as grotesque
as bis theories of political economy.' Now; if a manwants teread
for amusement, where can lie lind anytising more amusipg thtan
titis? '«In thse liglit of 'the truier work wvhmlh lias since' been

*dones1' Wlîy, I have a Texas dohkay out in my barn that would
smile fron tise -t4 of one enr ta the point of tise otiser if I could

translate that sentence ta hlm. But let nue read you a littie
moreo of it: ' Ver>' rough magic, as it now seeme, lie used in
working hie miracle, but there je no doubt about his working it.

IlI * The pathos appears false and straiaed, tise humour
largely hsorse play, tise character theatrical, the joviality pumped,
tise psychology commonplace, tise eociology alonte funny.' Ris
types of humanity 1 were as strangenas beaste and birds talking.'
Ilie etisical intention told for mansood. ansd fraternit>' and taler-
anco, and when this intention disappeared froni tlîe better hioli-
day literature tisat literature was sensibly tlie pourer fur tise lues.!
1 It insbued §ubordinate effort and inspired hie myriad imitators
througlîout thse English-scribbling world, especially upon its re-
moter bordere, so that aIl holiday fiction, which was once set te
tIse tunes of tise Carol and tise Cihimes, stll grinds no other
thèougli tise innumnerable pipes of the humbler newspapers and
magazines, tlîough tisese airs are nu longer boeard in thse politer
literary centres.' Could a mais ask for anything more amusing
tisan that?"

IlYeu are making that up as yon go along," I said; you do
not inean, te say seriouely tisat you have been reading froni tlie
niagazine you have ln your band 1"I

IlEvery word of it, my dear boy," he auswered. IlEvery
word is heî'ejust as I rend it." And lie sisowed it ta nme. "lDo
you think ais ordinary persan lite myself would be using .such
higis-fiown words as' commonplace psycisology,' ' sociology,' aîsd
' ethical intention?'l It je aH here, every word, front tise 'light
of tIhe truer womIs wisich has sinca been done,' etraight dowu ta
tise airs that ' are uso longer beard lu thse politer literary centres,"'

IlThen froni your own standpoint," I told hini, "l1 think you
ouglit te be thomoughly satisfied, for I do not know wisere you
could find an>' more amusing reaching than that."

"lThese few Unes I have rend you," hie went on, Ilillustrate
better tisan aîsythiug I couîd say what I consider tise objection-
able featumes of tise -modern novel and noveliet. When 1 go
horne tired and get settled lu front of tme tire I don't cure about
being bothered wits cammonplace psycliology, sociology, nor
ethsical intention. Ethical intention lie hanged. Wisat I wasst
le a good star>', ta carry me out of New York and New Jersey
for n while, and malte me laugis, and pemhsape mire tIse chldren
esed a few tears. And whea I read ta the youngstere to--night
wvist I have juet read ta jou I thint there wili be an onthurst
of indignation. Bez le toc intimate a friand of my little omes,
lias sat with tisen too often nround tise fi reside of n w-inter's niglit,
for theni tu sit quietly and hear ii abused. And I feel as vers-
1>' tewarde lîim as they do, for tisat matter."

"lThat le tise true test, after aIl," 1 said. "lIf 1 could write a
few books tisat would take sucli a hîuld upon tise hearts of tiai
renders as would. maire tisen indignant te hear mie abused I shsould
bo wvilling te lie thnmped at forever by ail tise critice in tise
world."

IlHold, upon tise hearts 1"I lie exclaimed. "lWisy, Drysdale,
ie theme a houseisold in aIl titis land, a hiousehiold, at lenet, wliera
the people can rend and write, visere, if there sisuuld lie a knock
upon. tise door titis etor-my winter's night, and a cold, wet tmaveller
should introduca lîlmeîf by saying: 'Il am tise fatser of Little
Naîl and Agnes Wickfieid; I arn tise fricnd of Mark Tapley, of
Wilkrins Micnwbler, of littie David Co'ppet-field, of Captain (Juttle,
of Oliver Twist, of Betsey Tmotwood, of Niciolas Nickleby, of
poor Smike; I am tise creator of tise Artful Dodger, of Sampson
Brase, of Barki8, vIsa vas willin', of Alfred Jingle, of Peckenjiff,
of Steerforthm; I ams tise destroyer of Fagin, of Urias Heep, of
Quilp and of Squeers-is there a bousehold, J ask you, visere,
Charles Dickens would net lie seized lu loving arme nd dravîs in
badily-and warmesl at the fire, and feasted at tise table amsd de-
voured wits the spamkling eyes of tise childmeu, and wormied with
the fond Isindness of tiseir parents ?-nnd a4~ this ssotwithstanding
'the truer work wisich has since tieen doue?'"l

"rI I tlint," I replied, Iltsat it would lie isard ta flnd a bocuse-
hold where Dickens would not be welcomed very much as you
describe."

"lBut do you knowý," lie asked me again, "lof any of oui- moderns
writers-I mean writers nov living.-wlio have sucs a lîuld upon,
the hearts of thisai readers?"


