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to ingenuous youth, and leads many to find lasting joy in
litennneorinhim,xy. Theonlyr:gminmdinguinhu
it seems to have hastened the end of one of the most dis-
tinguished figures in our literature. Marcus Dobs,

DANIEL DEFOE.*

The new life of Defoe is a disappointing book. The
diligence of the writer, his conscientiousness his scrupulous
mfmmwmmy’ are indeed deserving ofx

i ise. He has hunted through parish registers
mrcbert::e!ibruiu for references to Defoe and his family.
He has interviewed the descendants of the author of Robin-
son Crusoe. He has made full use of the unpublished
letters of Defoe that are in the British Museum. The pity
of it is that whilst possessing some of the necessary qualifica-
tions of the ideal biographer, he has proved himself utterly
unable to make a proper use of the mass of material that he
has gathered together. His book is, for the most part, a
mere collection of facts; and its author is quite unable to
fulfil the promise that he makes in the preface, to present us
with *“a man of flesh and blood,” to make the real Defoe
stand before us. Moreover, notwithstanding his praise-
worthy industry, the discoveries that Mr. Wright has made
are few in number and of no great im| He has un-
earthed some unpublished letters by Defoe, but these add
but little to our kno of their writer. He has proved
that the home of the Foes was Etton, not Elton, in North-
amptonshire. He has succeeded in making one or two
slight corrections in the list of Defoe’s works compiled by the
painstaking Mr. Lee.

Defoe’s latest biographer is deficient above everything
else in critical power. “To see the object as in itself it
really is,”—this is not his aim. He is convinced that it is
his first duty as a biographer to point out “the moral of
Defoe’s life”; and he is continually on the look out for
opportunities for indulging in commonplace moralizings. But
although Mr. Wright is unable to give us any sound criticism
of his own, either of Defoe’s personality or of his works, he
is wise enough to make y and frequent extracts from the
writings of Mr. Saintsbury, Mr. A. B. Walkley, and the late
Professor Minto. In fact, throughout the whole course of
his work, he constantly uses paste and scissors. He succeeds,
however, in his preface, in giving utterance to one statement
of striking originality. In spite of the fact that on almost
every page of his book it is possible to find evidence to the
contrary, he solemnly asserts that * Defoe was not a story-
teller in both senses of the word.” If in the rich and com-
plex character of Defoe there was one feature that was more
conspicuous than any other, it was his wonderful gift for
“forging stories and imposing them on the world for
truth.” ** He was,” as Professor Minto asserted in the con-
cluding chapter of his brilliant monograph, “a truly great
liar.” He wasa liar in the grand style, perhaps the most
consummate n'ti.!tfix;l liubnlthn ever lived. Placed by the
side of any one of his brilliant ¢ of i the
inventions of Marco Polo and Siryjcc:n Mmmu?mmdevdlmf Sir
Kenelm Digby and Titus Oates seem to be but the crude

of well-meaning amateurs. In the whole of
human history he has but one serious rival in his own special
branch of art, and that is the good Queen Elizabeth. Both
the Cornhill merchant and the great daughter of Henry the
Eighth adopted the maxims of the Florentine Secretary, who
taught the world that a most necessary qualification for one
who desires to be a leader amongst his fellow men is to
be able to lie cleverly, to y the hyﬁuite well,
Whether he is posing as a loyal Whig, whilst he is secretly
in the pay of Harley, or editing a Tory journal in the
interests of the Whig leaders ; whether he is giving a true
and authentic account of the t plague, or telling the
story of “the blowing up of the island of St. Vincent;"
whether he is writing * the Memoir of a Cavalier,” or relating
the exploits of Dominique Cartouche—in all his varied occu-
pations he shows the same remarkable capacity. His
“natural infirmity of homely, plain writing,” his constant
references to trustworthy authorities, the righteous indigna-
tion he shewed against those writers who endeavoured to
gull a too credulous public, the profound respect he always
displayed for the pet virtues of the English bourgeoisie—all
C. Jﬁukdmm" By Thomas Wright. (Cassell and
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it is one of Mr. Murray's University Extension Manuals.
There is little, however, in its tone to suggest the text-book ;
its orderliness and its completeness—the latter within the
imits imposed by its size—are the only marks that it has been
made with a view to iding convenient information.
Readers mgedmﬁure throw aside prejudices against
manuals in case of this particularly bright, particularly
readable little history, for, apart from ir.sremclhnoea.l:am-
, it contains an unusual amount of intelligent literary
:re‘,mam To students, as distinct from general readers,
there are few books—I hardly know of one within text-book
boundaries—that contains so a substitute for the
inspiring personal note of sympathy which is the special
gift of a good lecturer.
Beginning with the earliest romances, and extending to
the publication of ‘ Waverley,’ it can hardly be said to omit
definite reference to any work of importance. What
may be called the hereditary method has been adhered
to throughout, each novelist being clearly connected with
his artistic fathers and children; but there has been no
undue straining of ingenuity to place each one in a family.
Doubtless Professor Raleigh owes many suggestions to M.
. Jusserand, to whom he makes several grateful references.
That appreciative French critic of our literature has gone
over a great part of the same ground, mot only in his
of the English Novel before Shakespeare, but in
less known essays, “ Le Roman Anglais—
et Formation des Grandes Ecoles de Romanciers,”
Roman Anglais et la Réforme Littéraire de Daniel
;" but while fully acknowledging the rare combina-
in M. Jusserand of erudition and charm, he has one
again our value of his judg-
to make too much of interesting but
tal points. This his English follower has
essor Raleigh's book is that of a lover
a professor of literature. Indeed, the per-
in it is very audible. He has taken up no cold
* ‘The English Novel : Being a Short Sketch of its History from

the Earliest Times to the Appearance of “ Waverley.”” By Walter
3s.6d. (John Murray.)
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attitude of impartiality, but very frankly lets his sympathies
shine through, and as these are healthy and catholic they

i interest while not decreasing the
value. Ounly in a few cases does it occur to me that he
might have done fuller justice to what does not specially
appeal to him. A comparison of his criticisms of Richard-
son and Fielding will provide an i But were
this exaggerated, it would still be better than the con-
ventional praise and dispraise, the dry superficiality of most
writers with so little at their command as Professor
Raleigh. The literary qualities of the book are proved by
nothing more than the fact that he has over and over again
in a short , given a portrait lifelike and first-hand,
showing not only intimate knowledge of facts and features,
but profound insight into character. Few writers have
had more commonplaces written about them than Dr.
Johnson; but it is worth while reading this newest
criticism, the result of which will be to send not a few of
us back to ‘ Rasselas’ to revise our judgments by the light
of Professor Raleigh’s sympathetic description—which is not
even altogether spoiled by such a phrase as ** inspissated
tenebrosity.”

It seems to me he has only once gone seriously wrong,
and by the perilous path of comparative criticism. Every
one knows y's comparison between Jane Austen
and Shakespeare. There was not much in it, though it has
been quoted a hundred times, but it is repeated here with

vation : ““Of the two, Shakespeare, eternally suscep-
tible to temptation by a gleam of poetry, exhibits the less
majestic calm. He can hardly be content for long with the
supremacy of an inferior kingdom.” To this one only says,
Of course. But he continues, quoting from Mr. Goldwin
Smith : *“ The hand which drew Miss Bates, though it could

.not have drawn Lady Macbeth, could have drawn Dame

Quickly or the nurse in ‘ Romeo and Juliet.'” Of this, one
may have the strongest doubts ; but Professor Raleigh con-
tinues, in his own words, * The same hand, had it attem

the description of the murder of the little princes in * Ri

II1., would never have slipped into the poetic metaphor
that gives to Shakespeare’s hired assassins so an
air.” The criticism of Shakespeare is just ; the rest is idle,
because Miss Austen would never have made such an
attempt, and it is vain talking about it. It is rare that he
loses his way so far.

The style is bright, rapid, with many epigrammatic
touches. He has contrived to make his Iysook eminently
readable, not only by his unusual intimacy with his sub-
ject, but because he has thought it worth while to put good
literary work into it. One other thing may be noted.
Those who write of our older literature often show evidence
of imperfect sympathy with, or very perfect ignorance of,
recent li developments. The theme here is not the
literature of the day, but Professor Raleigh is plainly a
modern, and all the Ltut guide for moderns to the genius
and the beauties of the older books. G-Y.

THE VAGABONDS.*

All Mrs, Woods’ stories after her first have to stand a
severe test, the test of comparison with ‘ A Village Tragedy.
It is a great responsibility to have written an excellent book,
and those who have done so would perhaps do well to keep
silence ever after. But their frequent imprudence is our
not infrequent gain, and though *Esther Vanhomrigh' and
‘ The Vagabonds’ are imperfect judged by the standard of
Mrs. Woods's possibilities, they have excellencies of a high
order. Especially is this the case with the more recent story.
But putting aside ‘ The Village Tragedy,’ and judging * The
Vi ' on its own merits, before reaching a due and
fitting appreciation of it another obstacle stands in our way,
an obstacle connected with the subject. The clowns, and
Amazons, and tumblers of a travelling circus are the
dramatis persone and the scenes are constantly moving ones,
in tent and waggon, village inn and hall. Hardly has the
novel opened, then, than the reader's mind and are
off to greet again other well-remembered tales where the
ever-fascinating life of the road is pictured in a similar fashion
as looked at through the eyes of just such travelling enter-

* ‘The Vagabonds.' By Margaret L. Woods. 6s, (Smith and
Elder.)




