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 “. . . sometimes the life seems dying out of all literature, and this enormous paper currency of Words is accepted instead. I suppose the evil may be cured by the rank-rabble party, the Jacksonism of the country, heedless of English and of all literature—a stone cut out of the ground without hands;—they may root out the hollow dilettantism of our cultivation in the coarsest way, and the newborn may begin again to frame their own world with greater advantage.”—EMERSON, Journals


 Preface to the Fiftieth Anniversary Edition

“The joy of being toss’d in the brave turmoil of these times.”

—WALT WHITMAN, Democratic Vistas


 


I began On Native Grounds on a kitchen table in Brooklyn, 1938, and completed it in Long Island City, 1942, expecting a call from my draft board at any minute. The dates are essential to any understanding of the book, to its survival for over fifty years and its continued influence. There is no excitement for a writer like that of living in rebellious times. At least before World War II broke out, my work in progress was very much the product of and a response to the social crises of the ’30s. The massive breakdown of the American economy in the depression was the greatest national crisis after the Civil War, and I lived in its very midst, tossed up and down in the stormy ocean of the times by the suffering of my unemployed working-class parents, the mass social protests all over the country, the triumph of Fascism in Germany, Italy, and Spain, and the extremism in America itself of Communist and Facist ideologies in violent conflict.

What Whitman wrote about the Civil War in “Drum-Taps” could have been said of the ’30s:

 


Long, too long America,


Traveling roads all even and peaceful you learn’d from joys and prosperity only,


But now, ah now, to learn from crises of anguish, advancing, grappling with direst fate and recoiling not,


And now to conceive and show to the world what your children enmasse really are...


 



 A history of modern American prose literature begun in such a period and continued out of a sense of social crisis during the great global war against Fascism! The literary significance of this is that I believed in what William Hazlitt called the “spirit of the age”—meaning that this age we were living in had a character all its own and could be related to other ages and periods, thus constituting a historical scene in which a period was known through its writers and its writers through their period.

Of all my books, On Native Grounds was the easiest to write. I felt what I have never felt since 1945—that the age was wholly with me, that I was appealing to “the spirit of the age,” that the writers as characters in my book were friends and the most encouraging people in the world to write about. I was writing literary history, a genre long abandoned by critics and now suspect (history can no longer be characterized and summed up as confidently as it was in the ’30s and early ’40s by the young man who wrote this book). This means that I saw connections everywhere between history and literature—between the populism of the 1890s and the realism in Howells, Dreiser, and Wharton; between the first expatriates in the 1890s and the alienation that led the Hemingway generation to what Henry James had earlier called “the conquest of Europe.” I saw connections between the writers themselves as fellow-spirits and artists relating to the pressures of American life.

My subject was the emergence of the “modern” in an American literature obviously unsettled by relentless new forces in every sphere: social, intellectual, and religious. My perspective, so natural in the turbulent ’30s, was based on a spirit of social protest I shared with almost every writer in my book, from William Dean Howells, whose move in 1891 from Boston to New York opened my narrative, to the Southern Agrarians (Allen Tate and John Crowe Ransom the best known), who in 1938 still thought it possible to create a preindustrial society on the pre-Jeffersonian model.

There was nothing strange or unexpected in 1938 about my being both critical of “the system” and crazy about the country. What drew me to the serious study of American literature within a historical context was the narrative it suggested on every hand. America from its beginnings as “our rising empire” (Washington) embodied a purposeful form of historical movement, unprecedented on such a continental scale, that cried out to be written as a great story. In the background of the particular story I was writing was the sense, which was everywhere at the end of the nineteenth century, of a new age. What struck me from the first was the astonishment with which American writers confronted situations as new to themselves as to the Europeans who were often reading about America for the first time.

 What gave me the confidence at twenty-three to begin a book like this? The age, the insurgency of the times, but above all On Native Grounds represents my personal discovery of America. The first native son in my immigrant family, brought up in a Brooklyn ghetto by parents whose harshly enclosed lives never gave them a chance even to learn English, I was crazy about the America I knew only through books. And it was such an idealistic, radically Protestant America, defined by its purest spirits, from Audubon and Jefferson to Emerson and Thoreau, to the Lincoln who had saved the Union, to the great democrats of philosophy John Dewey and William James, and to the Willa Cather, Theodore Dreiser, Sherwood Anderson, and Carl Sandburg who brought home the Middle West to me as the valley of democracy and the fountainhead of hope.

 


There are critical judgments in my book I have long been dissatisfied with. Howells was a realist of great sensitivity and a historically significant novelist, but hardly a great one. I made him altogether too loveable by signifying his instinct for changes in the literary weather and his old-fashioned sense of outrage at the depredations of the iron age in American capitalism.

I was still afraid of Faulkner when I wrote about him in the limiting terms then so conventionally used in discussions about this great artist. My sensitivity to Faulkner’s passion—and it is a historical passion both as subject and achievement—was so acute that my style became equally extravagant; I unconsciously imitated a style I pompously disapproved of! Since then, in one essay and book after another, I have written in full appreciation of a man I believe to be the greatest of twentieth-century American novelists—the only “modern” equal to Melville in narrative intensity and philosophic force.

 I undervalued Richard Wright, for me the most gifted, honest, and evocative American black novelist. Since I was not writing about poetry, I was hardly fair in describing the Southern formalists and “New Critics,” poets most of them and with poetry as their chief interest.

If On Native Grounds, for all its youthful brashness and the many brickbats that have been hurled at it, has remained a book hard to get rid of, let me suggest a few things about it as a work of criticism that are still unusual. It was written as a consecutive narrative, and this in the belief that a history of literature can display a pattern evolving from actual historical circumstances. And for all its historical background, it was written out of an old-fashioned belief that literature conveys central truths about life, that it is indispensable to our expression of the human condition and our struggle for a better life.

I wrote about American literature before the study of it became the industry it is today. It was a time when there were almost no separate professorships of American literature, no departments of “American Studies,” and above all no belief that American literature constituted a tradition for writers newly coming up. The people in my book still thought, like Emerson, that they were creating American literature. It was this lack of what used to be called “a usable past” that made so strong and independent the writers of the first half of the century. They thought they were pioneers and that the rise of the United States in this period was the greatest possible subject for a novelist.

Think now of how much Ralph Ellison and William Styron owe to Faulkner, John Updike to Howells, Jean Stafford (and thousands of others) to Henry James. James and Faulkner knew they had no predecessors. Their relative lack of popular success in their own time was a painful tribute to their arduous originality. No one else before them wrote like Sinclair Lewis or Ring Lardner or Willa Cather—and certainly not like Theodore Dreiser! Like Lincoln and Rockefeller and Debs they were sui generis in the old American tradition. Each created his and her own tradition. It is easy for a cloistered translator of Plato like Allan Bloom in The Closing of The American Mind to deride Mencken as a “buffoon,” but it was rough guys like Mencken, clumsy fellows like Dreiser, terrible spellers like Scott Fitzgerald who created the bold new literature that would soon sweep the world.

 I am glad to think that On Native Grounds caught the times, the passion, the America that made such writers possible. It is all there for me still as I go back to the book. My subject had to do with the “modern” as democracy; with America itself as the greatest of modern facts; with the end of another century just a hundred years ago as the great preparation. In lonely small towns, prairie villages, isolated seminaries, dusty law offices, and provincial “academies,” no one suspected that the obedient-looking young reporters, law clerks, and librarians would turn out to be Willa Cather, Robert Frost, Sinclair Lewis, Theodore Dreiser, and Marianne Moore.

ALFRED KAZIN

New York, New Year’s Day, 1995


 Preface to the Fortieth Anniversary Edition

THE YOUNG MAN who wrote On Native Grounds between 1938 and 1942 did so in the full confidence that history is the mother of literature and that the insurgent America of the 1930s, connecting him with our traditions of social criticism and the American scene at large, was behind his book. He had other advantages (not recognized at the time). He was not a professor but an entirely free agent, even if this meant grubbing for a living. And in the midst of depression, his country was still rich enough to afford libraries. The great reading room of the New York Public Library on 42nd Street, Room 315, was open every day of the week late into the evening.

His greatest advantage was the nature of his subject, which at the time was virtually novel. To describe the rise of the modern in American literature, its sensibility, its liveliness, its protest, from the end of the last century up to the coming of World War II (1890–1940), was to enter into the fifty years that saw America become a world power, even the dominant power. It was the period of the modern; its ascendency and sudden triumph came in the 1920s, that most abundant spectacle of successive creativity in our literary history. The period decisively turned our writers from “the last of the provincials” into the desperately sophisticated, spiritually rootless satirists and elegists, like Hemingway and Faulkner, who became dominating influences in world literature.

The rise of the United States in the first half of the twentieth century, John O’Hara liked to say, made it the greatest possible subject for a novelist. O’Hara, flushed with his personal share of American success, never asked the question that a more conscientious imagination, John Cheever, was to ask in two different pieces of fiction: Why, “in this half-finished civilization, in this most prosperous, equitable and accomplished world, should everyone seem so disappointed”? To assume a necessary connection between national power and personal satisfaction is of course dumb. After 1945, when America seemed the only victor on the world scene, an editorial in Life magazine churlishly complained of our unpatriotically dissatisfied writers that this nation “is still producing a literature which sometimes sounds as if it were written by an unemployed homosexual living in a packing-box shanty while awaiting admission to the county poorhouse.”

 But there is in fact a connection between his country’s power and a writer’s imagination. To pursue this through my chronicle, from the 1890s to the Great Depression, was to take on a supple, endlessly surprising theme, ending in the passionate documentation of the ravaged land and disordered scene with which I ended my book.

I began it with a supposedly antique figure, the early realist William Dean Howells. Howells, an even greater “success” and moneymaker in his time than John O’Hara became in ours, was a writer so complaisant that he managed to be the friend of both Mark Twain and Henry James, who could not even read each other. His most famous pronouncement, alas, is still: “the smiling aspects of life are the more American.” But honest Howells was so horrified by the outbreak of savage class war in America and so impatient with the complacent gentility that surrounded his Atlantic editor’s chair in Boston that he moved to New York. His newfound interest in the wild city, its cosmopolitan flavor and its many “Bohemian” writers and artists, plus the unexpected criticism his novels now made of social injustice, were an obvious prelude for me to the urban realism of his successors. But what, more than his mild Christian socialism and his move to New York, turned this respectable and typical nineteenth-century American success (a perfect example of what he called “the man who has risen”) into a pioneer realist of the modern scene? What, in fact, turned an even more successful and prominent writer, Mark Twain, into the raging rebel of the 1890s and later, one who was to leave for posthumous publication (the careful little man!) so many violent attacks on Theodore Roosevelt, our horrible treatment of the “liberated” Filipinos, and the hypocrisies of our moral majority?

 Forty and more years ago, writing this book, I assumed that excessive power can have an inverse effect on a writer’s imagination. I felt myself to be a “literary radical,” in the tradition of Van Wyck Brooks and Edmund Wilson. In my long days and evenings of reading at the New York Public Library on 42nd Street, I was surrounded by every possible sign of America’s neglect of its people. I felt myself to be one of the people. Everything that the old Mark Twain said about American corruption and selfishness, that was to become the staple of our famous literary “alienation,” from James to Hemingway, from Beard, Parrington, and Veblen to Mencken, from Sinclair to Steinbeck, seemed to reverberate from the faces around me during the depression and in the possibility of a more equitable order of society that was being raised (for a time) by left-wing writers.

The alienation that was so much a part of my story was clearly rooted in the abruptly violent changes endemic in American life, which in the nineteenth century made our greatest historian, Henry Adams, feel spiritually homeless, and in the twentieth led Hemingway and so many gifted American writers to a perpetually rootless life anywhere but in America. There was no doubt in my mind, when I began the book, that American writers were to a fault believers in a more equitable human order, and that it was indeed the famous “promise of American life” that made nagging perfectionists of them—of some of them.

Power expanded the imagination, as the greed and audacity of Elizabeth’s buccaneers gave more room to Shakespeare’s. American “manifest destiny” made possible the brag and vitality of Melville’s Moby-Dick. But in America, as it seemed to me, our peculiar promise of equality turned so many writers into active critics of the status quo that one of the premises behind On Native Grounds, at least early in the book, was what the young Van Wyck Brooks said was incumbent on literary criticism: “impelled, sooner or later, to become social criticism... because the future of our literature and art depends upon the wholesale reconstruction of a social life all the elements of which are as if united in a sort of conspiracy against the growth and freedom of the spirit.”

 That, even in the thirties, was not applicable to many of our boldest and strongest writers, notably Faulkner. Faulkner (I did not altogether realize this at the time) moved in a more significant orbit of tragedy, a more profound awareness of our total human destiny and individual defeat. Nor did I see in my youthful brashness and “hopefully” radical temper that the dissatisfaction of so many American “moderns” was precisely with the “modern” itself. One reason American writers were irritable with America was not that it was socially unjust but that it was spiritually shallow. The arrogant individualism that was encouraged among our writers by Emerson, the “father of us all” (Whitman called him the “actual beginner of the whole American procession”), turned out to be, for many of them, precisely self-limiting.

In any event, the insurgency of the thirties did not even last to the end of the thirties. Before I came to the end of my book in 1942 the moral bankruptcy of many left-wing writers left me, though still radical, less convinced of the “necessary” connection between literature and social criticism. My fierce attachment to the American scene itself, evident in my last chapter, was no doubt written as a protest against ideology. The hope of justice in human affairs had become less important to me, less probable, than undeviating freedom.

The “modern” spirit that was my subject, the “modern” hope in every field of intellectual endeavor from which my book had arisen, closed in on itself with the war, and after the war became an academic matter. This may be one reason why this book, tracing the rise (but not the fall) of the modern spirit in America, became a useful work of reference for so many young people after the war. But the young man who began it in 1938 was not interested in providing a history after the fact. He thought he was living in an age of hope—and he was.

ALFRED KAZIN

New York, May 4, 1982


 Preface

TWENTY or thirty years ago, when all the birds began to sing (almost, as it seemed, in chorus), the emergence of our modern American literature after a period of dark ignorance and repressive Victorian gentility was regarded as the world’s eighth wonder, a proof that America had at last “come of age.” Today we no longer marvel over it; though that literature has become an established fact in our national civilization, we may even wonder a little uneasily at times how deeply we possess it, or what it is we do possess.

This book had its starting point in my conviction that a kind of historic complacency had settled upon our studies of that literature, and that while the usual explanation of it as a revolt against gentility and repression had the root of the matter in it, it did not tell us enough, and that it had even become a litany. It spoke of opportunities and freedoms won; it did not always tell us how they had been used, or whether literature had come with the freedom. It marked off the timidities of the older writers from the needs of the new; we were left to suppose that William Dean Howells was somehow inferior to James Branch Cabell. It made for so arrogant and limited a time-sense that it virtually dated our modern writing from the day of John S. Sumner’s collapse. It wrote the history of our early modern literature as a war to the death between Henry Van Dyke and Theodore Dreiser, or between H. L. Mencken and the forces of darkness. It applied mechanically Santayana’s well-worn phrase, the “Genteel Tradition,” to everything Mencken’s iconoclastic generation disliked in late nine-teenth-century life. It allowed young people to suppose that Jurgen was somehow a great book because it had once been suppressed. It was a serviceable formula, an inevitable formula, the signature in pride of men who had often fought valiantly and alone for the creation of a free modern literature in America. But just as it dated time from 1920, the beginning of wisdom from the onslaught against “Comstockery,” and confused Mencken with Voltaire, so it too often left out that larger story in which Mencken’s great services were only one chapter—a story hardly limited to the historic modern struggle against “Puritanism,” the rejection of the old prohibitions, and the attainment of a contemporary sophistication.

 Our modern literature in America is at bottom only the expression of our modern life in America. That literature did not begin with the discovery of sex alone, with the freedom to attack ugliness and provincialism, or with the need to bring our culture into the international modern stream. Everything contributed to its formation, but it was rooted in nothing less than the transformation of our society in the great seminal years after the Civil War. It was rooted in that moving and perhaps inexpressible moral transformation of American life, thought, and manners under the impact of industrial capitalism and science whose first great recorder was not Dreiser, but Howells—the Howells who, for all his prodigious limitations, was so alive to the forces remaking society in his time that he “foresaw no literature for the twentieth century except under Socialism, and said so”;* the Howells who was so misinterpreted for my generation by some of the light bringers of 1920—they saw only his prudery—that we have forgotten that for him, as for Tolstoy, morality meant also the relation of man to his society. Our modern literature was rooted in those dark and still little-understood years of the 1880’s and 1890’s when all America stood suddenly, as it were, between one society and another, one moral order and another, and the sense of impending change became almost oppressive in its vividness. It was rooted in the drift to the new world of factories and cities, with their dissolution of old standards and faiths; in the emergence of the metropolitan culture that was to dominate the literature of the new period; in the Populists who raised their voices against the domineering new plutocracy in the East and gave so much of their bitterness to the literature of protest rising out of the West; in the sense of surprise and shock that led to the crudely expectant Utopian literature of the eighties and nineties, the largest single body of Utopian writing in modern times, and the most transparent in its nostalgia. But above all was it rooted in the need to learn what the reality of life was in the modern era.


 In a word, our modern literature came out of those great critical years of the late nineteenth century which saw the emergence of modern America, and was molded in its struggles. It is upon this elementary and visible truth—almost too elementary and visible, so close are we still to its crucible—that this book is based; and it was the implications following upon it that gave me some clue to the patterns of the writing that came after. It was my sense from the first of a literature growing out of a period of dark and confused change, growing out of the conflict between two worlds of the spirit, that led me to begin the book with what is for me the great symbolic episode in the early history of American realism—the move from Boston to New York of William Dean Howells, the Brahmins’ favorite child but the first great champion of the new writers. And it was this same conviction that American “modernism” grew principally out of its surprise before the forces making a new world that led me to understand a little better what is for me the greatest single fact about our modern American writing—our writers’ absorption in every last detail of their American world together with their deep and subtle alienation from it.

There is a terrible estrangement in this writing, a nameless yearning for a world no one ever really possessed, that rises above the skills our writers have mastered and the famous repeated liberations they have won to speak out plainly about the life men lead in America. All modern writers, it may be, have known that alienation equally well and for all the reasons that make up the history of the modern spirit; have known it and learned to live with it as men learn to live with what they have and what they are. But what interested me here was our alienation on native grounds—the interwoven story of our need to take up our life on our own grounds, and the irony of our possession. To speak of modern American writing as a revolt against the Genteel Tradition alone, against Victorianism alone, against even the dominance of the state by special groups, does not explain why our liberations have often proved so empty; it does not tell us why the light-bringers brought us light and live themselves in darkness. To speak of it only as a struggle toward the modern emancipation—and it was that—does not even hint at the lean and shadowy tragic strain in our modern American writing, that sense of tragedy which is not Aristotle’s, not even Nathaniel Hawthorne’s, but a clutching violence, and from Dreiser to Faulkner, an often great depth of suffering. Nor does it tell us why our modern writers have had to discover and rediscover and chart the country in every generation, rewriting Emerson’s The American Scholar in every generation (and the generations are many in modern American writing, so many), but must still cry America! America! as if we had never known America. As perhaps we have not.

 No one has told us the whole story; no one can yet weave into it all the many different factors, the rhythms of growth, the subtle effects of our American landscape, the necessary sensibility to what it has meant to be a modern writer in America at all. No one can yet tell us all that F. Scott Fitzgerald meant when he said that “there are no second acts in American lives,” or why we have been so oppressed by the sense of time, or why our triumphs have been so brittle. We can only feel the need of a fuller truth than we possess, and bring in our fragment, and wait. So is this book only a panel in the larger story, and not merely because it is limited to prose. It is in part an effort at moral history, which is greater than literary history, and is needed to illuminate it. For the rest, I am deeply conscious of how much I have left out, of how much there is to say that I have not been able to say. It is an intrusion on a living literature, and as tentative as anything in life. But it is clear to me that we have reached a definite climax in that literature, as in so much of our modern liberal culture, and that with a whole civilization in the balance, we may attempt some comprehensive judgment on the formation of our modern American literature.

A few words on critical method. We live in a day when the brilliance of some of our critics seems to me equaled only by their barbarism. In my study in Chapter XIV of the twin fanaticisms that have sought to dominate criticism in America since 1930—the purely sociological and the purely textual-“esthetic” approach—I have traced some of the underlying causes for the aridity, the snobbery, the sheer human insensitiveness that have weighed down so much of the most serious criticism of our day. It may be sufficient to say here that I have never been able to understand why the study of literature in relation to society should be divorced from a full devotion to what literature is in itself, or why those who seek to analyze literary texts should cut off the act of writing from its irreducible sources in the life of men. We are all bound up in society, but we can never forget that literature is not produced by “society,” but by a succession of individuals and out of individual sensibility and knowledge and craft. It has been given to our day in America, however, to see criticism—so basic a communication between men—made into either a scholastic technique or a purely political weapon. We have seen the relation of the writer to society cither ignored or simplified, though it can never be ignored and is never simple.* We have seen the life taken out of criticism, the human grace, the simple all-enveloping knowledge that there are no separate “uses” in literature, but only its relevance to the whole life of man. We have been oppressed by the anemic bookmen, the special propagandists, the scientists of metaphor. Inevitably—see only Van Wyck Brooks’s The Opinions of Oliver Allston—there has been a reaction through sentimentality, a confusion of the complex relations that must persist between the good of society and the life of art.


 True criticism only begins with books, but can never be removed from their textures. It begins with workmanship, talent, craft, but is nothing if it does not go beyond them. An affront when it is not sane, a mere game if it is not absorbed in that which gives it being and is greater than itself—greater even than the world of literature it studies—it can yet speak to men, if it will speak to them, and humbly. For its ambition should make it humble, as its humility can make it useful: it wants nothing less than to understand men through a study of tools. In a letter to a young reviewer who had condescended to like one of his last novels, Sherwood Anderson wrote: “You do not blame me too much for not knowing all the answers.” Criticism can never blame anyone too much for not knowing all the answers; it needs first and always to prove itself.

 


 Sections of this work have appeared in the Saturday Review of Literature, the Virginia Quarterly Review, the Antioch Review, the Sewanee Review, and the New Republic.

This book could not have been written without the fellowship granted me in 1940 by the John Simon Guggenheim Memorial Foundation, and I should like here to express my gratitude to the Foundation and to Henry Allen Moe, its Secretary-General, for his friendly interest in the work, his unfailing understanding and encouragement. I owe also a great debt to the Carnegie Corporation of New York for a grant-in-aid which helped me to complete the book, and to Mrs. Elizabeth Ames and the Corporation of Yaddo.

Various sections of the book in early drafts were read by Carl Van Doren, Henry Seidel Canby, and Newton Arvin; and I should like here to tender my warmest thanks to them for the light they have thrown on various problems, even though I have not always been able to agree with them on matters of interpretation. I am deeply grateful to Oscar Cargill for his very scholarly and helpful reading of the galleys; and for their active aid and criticism, to my friends John Chamberlain, Richard Rovere, Benjamin Seligman, Richard Hofstadter, Dr. Solomon Simon, and Gertrude Berg. To Howard N. Doughty, Jr., and to my sister, Pearl Kazin, I owe a debt beyond all expressing for their scholarship and counsel, and for sustaining me through many difficult periods. There is a debt, so inadequately acknowledged in my dedication, too great for any dedication, that I owe to my wife, Asya Dohn, whose aid on this book was equaled only by her inexhaustible patience with its author.

A. K.

New York,

July 11, 1942.


 


 


 


 PART I

THE SEARCH FOR REALITY 

1890–1917

“Modern times find themselves with an immense system of institutions, established facts, accredited dogmas, customs, rules, which have come to them from times not modern. In this system their life has to be carried forward; yet they have a sense that this system is not of their own creation, that it by no means corresponds exactly with the wants of their actual life, that, for them, it is customary, not rational. The awakening of this sense is the awakening of the modern spirit. The modern spirit is now awake almost everywhere.... It is no longer dangerous to affirm that this want of correspondence exists; people are even beginning to be shy of denying it. To remove this want of correspondence is beginning to be the settled endeavour of most persons of good sense. Dissolvents of the old European system of dominant ideas and facts we must all be, all of us who have any power of working; what we have to study is that we may not be acrid dissolvents of it.”—MATTHEW ARNOLD


 


 Chapter 1

THE OPENING STRUGGLE FOR REALISM

“They will have seen the new truth in larger and larger degree; and when it shall have become the old truth, they will perhaps see it all.”


—W. D. HOWELLS


 


WHEN, early in December of 1891, William Dean Howells surprised his friends and himself by taking over the editorship of the failing Cosmopolitan in New York, he thought it necessary to explain his decision to one of the few friends of his early years surviving in Cambridge, Charles Eliot Norton.

 


Dear Friend: I fancy that it must have been with something like a shock you learned of the last step I have taken, in becoming editor of this magazine.... The offer came unexpectedly about the beginning of this month, and in such form that I could not well refuse it, when I had thought it over. It promised me freedom from the anxiety of placing my stories and chaffering about prices, and relief from the necessity of making quantity.... I mean to conduct the magazine so that you will be willing to print something of your own in it. I am to be associated with the owner, a man of generous ideals, who will leave me absolute control in literature.


 


Lowell, for whom Howells had been “Dear Boy” even at fifty, and who had corrected his Ohio ways with gentle patronizing humor down the years—though no one could have become more the Bostonian than Howells—had died that year, and Howells now requested from Norton, as Lowell’s executor, a poem on Grant Six months later Howells suddenly resigned. The experience had proved an unhappy one. It was the climax to a series of publishing ventures and experiments through which he had passed ever since he had left the Atlantic Monthly in 1881 and taken the literary center of the country with him, as people said, from Boston to New York.

 For ten years after leaving Boston—and Howells was perfectly aware of the symbolic effect of his leaving—he had flitted in and out of New York, writing for the Century and Scribner’s, conducting a column in Harper’s, supporting himself in part by lectures, and growing older and more embittered than his friends and family had ever remembered him. Leaving Boston had been the second greatest decision of his life, as going to Cambridge in 1866 had been the first; and it had not been easy to tear up his roots in the New England world which had given him his chance and beamed upon his aptitudes and his growing fame. Now he could no longer return to that world even to accept the hallowed chair once occupied by Longfellow and Lowell, though it was pleasant to be asked and exhilarating to learn that the self-educated Ohio printer and journalist had become so commanding a figure in American letters. New York excited and saddened him at once; he once wrote to Henry James that it reminded him of a young girl, “and sometimes an old girl, but wild and shy and womanly sweet, always, with a sort of Unitarian optimism in its air.” He clung to the city distractedly. “New York’s immensely interesting,” he had written to a Cambridge friend in 1888, “but I don’t know whether I shall manage it; I’m now fifty-one, you know. There are lots of interesting young painting and writing fellows, and the place is lordly free, with foreign touches of all kinds all thro’ its abounding Americanism: Boston seems of another planet.” To James, whose every letter evoked the great days in Cambridge in the eighteen-seventies when they had dreamed of conquering the modern novel together, he wrote that he found it droll that he should be in New York at all. “But why not?” The weird, noisy, ebullient city, which in his novels of this period resounded to the clamor of elevated trains and street-car strikes, nevertheless suggested the quality of youth; and Howells, old at fifty, delighted in the Bowery, walks on Mott Street, Washington Square, and Italian restaurants. He had strange friends—Henry George lived a street or two away, and they saw each other often; he went to Socialist meetings and listened, as he said, to “hard facts”; he even entertained Russian nihilists. Indeed, he now called himself a Socialist, a “theoretical Socialist and a practical aristocrat.” To his father he wrote, in 1890, “but it is a comfort to be right theoretically and to be ashamed of oneself practically.”

 A great change had come over Howells. The eighteen-eighties, difficult enough years for Americans learning to live in the tumultuous new world of industrial capitalism, had come upon Howells as a series of personal and social disasters. The genial, sunny, conventional writer who had always taken such delight in the cheerful and commonplace life of the American middle class now found himself rootless in spirit at the height of his career. Facile princeps in the popular estimation, the inspiration of countless young writers—was he not a proof that the selfmade artist in America was the noblest type of success?—financially secure, he found that he had lost that calm and almost complacent pleasure in his countrymen that had always been so abundant a source of his art and the condition of its familiar success. To James he could now joke that they were both in exile from America, but acknowledged that for himself it was “the most grotesquely illogical thing under the sun; and I suppose I love America less because it won’t let me love it more. I should hardly like to trust pen and ink with all the audacity of my social ideas; but after fifty years of optimistic content with ‘civilization’ and its ability to come out all right in the end, I now abhor it, and feel that it is coming out all wrong in the end, unless it bases itself anew on a real equality.” Never before had he missed that equality in American life; raised upon a casual equalitarianism and a Swedenborgian doctrine in his village childhood whose supernaturalism he had abandoned early for a religion of goodness, he had always taken the endless promise of American life for granted. His own career was the best proof of it, for he had always had to make his own way, and had begun setting type at eight. Now, despite his winning sweetness and famous patience, the capacity for good in himself which had always encouraged him to see good everywhere, his tender conscience and instinctive sympathy for humanity pricked him into an uncomfortably sharp awareness of the gigantic new forces remaking American life. Deep in Tolstoy—“I can never again see life in the way I saw it before I knew him”—he wrote to his sister Anne in November, 1887, that even the fashionable hotel at which he was then staying in Buffalo caused him distress. “Elinor and I both no longer care for the world’s life, and would like to be settled somewhere very humbly and simply, where we could be socially identified with the principles of progress and sympathy for the struggling mass. I can only excuse our present movement as temporary. The last two months have been full of heartache and horror for me, on account of the civic murder committed last Friday at Chicago.”

 The “civic murder”—stronger words than Howells had ever used on any subject—was the hanging of Albert Parsons, Adolf Fischer, George Engle, and August Spies in the Haymarket case. They had been found guilty in an atmosphere of virulent hysteria not—as the presiding justice readily admitted—because any proof had been submitted of their guilt or conspiracy, but because their Anarchist propaganda in Chicago had presumably incited the unknown assassin to throw the bomb that killed several policemen and wounded several more. Howells, who was perhaps as astonished that there were Anarchists in America as he was that legal machinery and public opinion could be mobilized to kill them, exerted himself passionately in their defense. He sought the aid of Whittier and George William Curtis, offered himself to the defendants’ counsel, and published a plea for them in the New York Tribune on November 4, 1887. But without avail. “The thing forever damnable before God and abominable to civilized men,” as he described the execution to a New York editor, shocked him into furious anger and disappointment. In letter after letter of this period, he poured out his vexation and incredulity. To his father he wrote, soon after the execution: “All is over now, except the judgment that begins at once for every unjust and evil deed, and goes on forever. The historical perspective is that this free Republic has killed five men for their opinions.” To his sister, a week later: “Annie, it’s all been an atrocious piece of frenzy and cruelty, for which we must stand ashamed forever before history.... Some day I hope to do justice to these irreparably wronged men.” A year later Hamlin Garland, Howells’s young Populistic disciple, could joke that Howells had become more radical than he. Garland, who was enthusiastic about Henry George and the single tax, noticed that Howells was lukewarm to it because he did not think it went deep enough. A year after the Haymarket executions, Howells was writing in deep solemnity of the “new commonwealth.” “The new commonwealth must be founded in justice even to the unjust, in generosity to the unjust rather than anything less than justice.... I don’t know yet what is best; but I am reading and thinking about questions that carry me beyond myself and my miserable literary idolatries of the past.”

 Abused by the pack for his stand in behalf of the Anarchists, Howells suddenly found himself in disfavor for other reasons. In those fateful years, 1886–92, when his social views were brought to a pitch of indignation and sympathy he had never known before and was certainly not to retain after 1900, he was conducting a campaign for the realistic novel in the “Editor’s Study” column of Harpers. Realism had been his literary faith from his earliest days, his characteristic faith ever since he had known that his profession lay in the commonplace and the average. “Unconsciously I have always been,” he wrote once, “as much of a realist as I could.” He had absorbed realism from a dozen different sources—the eighteenth-century Italian dramatist Goldoni, the Spanish novelists Benito Galdos and A. Palacio Valdés, Turgenev and Tolstoy, Jane Austen (along with Tolstoy a prime favorite), Daudet, Mark Twain, and Henry James. He had been a practising, virtually an instinctive, realist long before the word had come into popular usage in America—was he not the Champfleury of the novel in America?—and he could say with perfect confidence that realism was nothing more or less than the truthful treatment of material. Bred to a simple, industrious way of life that accepted candor and simplicity and detestation of the hifalutin as elementary principles of democratic life and conduct, he had applied himself happily for twenty years to the portraiture of a happy and democratic society.

Howells had, as Van Wyck Brooks has said, a suspicion of all romantic tendencies, including his own; his interest in sex was always so timid, his prudishness and modesty so compulsive, that he was as incapable of the romanticist’s inflation of sex as he was unconcerned with the naturalist’s “scientific” interest in it. His interest was in the domesticities of society, homely scenes and values, people meeting on trains, ships, and at summer hotels, lovers on honeymoon, friendly dinners, the furrows of homespun character, housekeeping as a principle of existence, and the ubiquitous jeune file who radiated a vernal freshness in so many of his early novels and whose dictation of American literary taste he accepted, since men notoriously no longer read novels. Howells had therefore no reason to think of realism as other than simplicity, Americanism, and truth. Painters like Tom Eakins and his friend George Fuller—Howells had a strong feeling for painters, architects, mechanics, careful craftsmen of all types—worked in that spirit and wrought what they saw. Could American writers do any less? Was realism any less exciting for working in the commonplace, or less moving? Like Miss Emily Dickinson of Amherst, Massachusetts, another Yankee craftsman, Howells might have said, “Truth is so rare, it’s delightful to tell it.” When Matthew Arnold visited America on a celebrated lecture tour to pronounce America lacking in distinction and “uninteresting,” William James laughed—“Think of interesting used as an absolute term!” Howells, characteristically, accepted the term gladly. What greater distinction was there than fidelity to the facts of one’s lack of “distinction,” to the savor and quality and worth of what was abiding and true?

 Now, as Howells’s views on society deepened, his allegiance to realism, his characteristic feeling for it, took on a new significance. The novel had swiftly and unmistakably, from the late seventies on, become the principal literary genre, and in the wave of renewed interest in the novel which filled the back columns of the serious magazines, Howells’s sharp and stubborn defense of realism, seen in the light of his own social novels of this period, made him a storm center. His most ambitious works were disparaged by the romanticists, his judgments as a reviewer ridiculed, and his reputation seriously challenged. Zola, whom Howells had always espoused with lukewarm enthusiasm, could by the middle eighties claim for his work in America a certain tolerance, even a grudging admiration; but Howells, infinitely less dangerous, who never quite understood naturalism and had to the end of his life a pronounced distaste for it, was subjected to extraordinary abuse. One fashionable literary sheet, the Literary World, said as late as 1891 that many of Howells’s realistic dicta were “as entertaining and instructive as that of a Pawnee brave in the Louvre.” When Howells pleaded with young novelists to stick to life in America as they knew it, Maurice Thompson, a leader of the “romanticists,” charged that Howells had said that mediocrity alone was interesting, and “a mild sort of vulgarity the living truth in the character of men and women.... All this worship of the vulgar, the commonplace and the insignificant,” Mr. Thompson whimpered, “is the last stage of vulgarity, hopelessness and decadence.”

 One reader wrote complainingly to the Atlantic Monthly in 1892 that to read the books Howells recommended was “gratuitously to weaken one’s vitality, which the mere fact of living does for most of us in such measure that what we need is tonic treatment, and views of life that tend to hopefulness, not gloom.” Eminent critics of the nineties wrote bitterly that they were tired of fiction which wrestled with all the problems of life. F. Marion Crawford, the most successful, intelligent, and cynical of the romanticists, laughed that realists are expected “to be omniscient, to understand the construction of the telephone, the latest theories concerning the cholera microbe, the mysteries of hypnotism, the Russian language, and the nautical dictionary. We are supposed to be intimately acquainted with the writings of Macrobius, the music of Wagner, and the Impressionist school of painting.” Howells, who did not know that the attacks upon him were more often attacks upon the naturalism to which his disposition was equally alien, was stung when the romanticists in full pack accused him of triviality and dullness. In November, 1889, he wrote bitterly in Harper’s:

 


When you have portrayed “passion” instead of feeling, and used “power” instead of common sense, and shown yourself a “genius” instead of an artist, the applause is so prompt and the glory so cheap that really anything else seems wickedly wasteful of one’s time. One may not make the reader enjoy or suffer nobly, but one may give him the kind of pleasure that arises from conjuring, or from a puppet show, or a modern stage play, and leave him, if he is an old fool, in the sort of stupor that comes from hitting the pipe.


 


 As his popularity decreased, Howells found himself caught between two forces. The young realists and naturalists whom he befriended even when he did not enjoy them—Garland, Stephen Crane, Frank Norris—had made his exquisite cameo studies an anachronism; and by the nineties, when realism had won its first victory, it was being submerged by historical romanticism and Stevensonian gush. Realism had passed silently into naturalism, and had become less a method than a metaphysics. To those younger friends of Howells for whom he found publishers and wrote friendly reviews, but whom he could not fully understand; to the novelists of the Middle Border writing out in silent bitterness a way of life compounded of drought, domestic hysteria, and twelve-cent corn; to the metropolitan esthetes nourished on Flaubert and Zola—to these realism was no longer an experiment or a claim to defend against gentility; it was the indispensable struggle against the brutality and anarchy of contemporary existence. In the first great manifesto of the American naturalists, Crumbling Idols, Hamlin Garland wrote exultantly: “We are about to enter the dark. We need a light. This flaming thought from Whitman will do for the search-light of the profound deeps. All that the past was not, the future will be.” Yet with the exception of Frank Norris, the younger men were not even interested in the theory of naturalism, in the scientific jargon out of Claude Bernard, Darwin, and Taine with which Zola and his school bedecked le roman expérimental. Provincial and gawky even in their rebellion (a decade after Henry James had finally and devastatingly disposed of the “moral” purpose of fiction young Garland was still tormented by it), lacking any cohesive purpose or even mutual sympathy, the young naturalists who had drawn the iron of American realism out of social discontent and the rebellion of their generation were united only in their indifference to the simpering enemies of realism and the forces of academic reaction. They loved Howells even if they did not always appreciate him, and like a hundred American critics of the future, regarded him as something of an old woman. They thought of Henry James (if they thought of him at all) as an old woman, too; but James, the greatest critic of his generation—and theirs—conducted his campaign for the novel on a plane they would never reach. Howells, never too strong in critical theory, at least defended realism in terms the young men out of the West could assess, develop, or reject.

 Yet what the naturalists missed in Howells, as so many others were to miss it for almost half a century after them, was that his delight in reality and his repugnance to romanticism clearly encouraged them to work at the reality they themselves knew. Whatever his personal limitations of taste and the prudery that was so obsessive that it does not seem altogether a quality of his age, Howells’s service was to stimulate others and to lend the dignity of his spirit to their quest. Whatever the fatuousness or parochialism that could label “three-fifths of the literature commonly called classic... filthy trash” and set Daudet above Zola because the latter wrote of “the rather brutish pursuit of a woman by a man which seems to be the chief end of the French novelist,” his insistence that young writers be true to life as they saw it—“that is the right American stuff”—was tonic. For if he was philosophically thin, he could be spiritually intense; he imparted a shy moral splendor to the via media, and though the range of his belief was often narrow, he suffered profoundly for it.* Yet despite a disposition to the conventional that was so essential a part of his quality, the amiable old-fashionedness that he displayed from his earliest days, he was wonderfully shrewd, and he could hit hard. “These worthy persons are not to blame,” he once wrote of the gentility opposed to realism. “It is part of their intellectual mission to represent the petrification of taste, and to preserve an image of a smaller and cruder and emptier world than we now live in, a world which was feeling its way towards the simple, the natural, the honest, but was a good deal ‘amused and misled’ by lights no longer mistakable for heavenly luminaries,” Never less pretentious than in his criticism, Howells could say with perfect justice that the nineteenth century, which had opened on the Romantic revolution, was now closing with equal splendor on the revolution of realism, since romanticism had plainly exhausted itself. “It remained for realism to assert that fidelity to experience and probability of motive are essential conditions of a great imaginative literature.” Thus, with all its failings, Criticism and Fiction, Howells’s little manifesto in behalf of realism, had the ring of leadership in it, and the aging novelist whose tender shoot of rebellion was his last great creative act had a wonderful eagerness for the future. The enemies of realism sigh over every advance, he smiled, but let them be comforted. “They will have seen the new truth in larger and larger degree; and when it shall have become the old truth, they will perhaps see it all.”
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As an idea, as a token of change, as something peculiarly French and unwholesome, but portentously significant, the theory of realism had by 1890 almost gained a certain respectability in America. Even Zola—perhaps because he was Zola—who had, after the American publication of L’Assommoir in 1879, been accused of pandering to the wicked, had by 1888 gained a certain tolerance for La Terre. In 1882, the Critic, a fashionable literary journal of the day, had declared Zola a literary outlaw, and insane. In 1892 it pronounced: “It was a brilliant idea to introduce the scientific spirit of the age into the novel, and Zola set to work upon it with his immense energy and his unshakable resolution. One by one the evils of his time have been taken up by this prodigious representative of Latin realism and laid before the world in all their enormity.” By 1900, largely because of his stand in the Dreyfus case, Zola was beginning to be openly accepted almost everywhere and acclaimed a prophet. Yet Howells was not acclaimed much of anything for his stand in the Haymarket affair, and American realists had still to struggle to make themselves heard. By a curious irony, indeed, this had even become more difficult, for as realism in America came of age and passed into naturalism, its very foundations in thought and experience were overrun by the tide of Graustark fiction, the decorative trivialities of the fin de siècle, and the growing complacency of the American middle class in the epoch of imperialism. Where the opponents of realism had once barked at it as immoral, they now patronized it and called it dull. So Howells was told over and again in fashionable literary papers that while he was the noblest of men and his motives indubitably of the loftiest, his novels were a bore. So Eugene Field, who at his Punchinello best liked to josh Garland and other solemn young realists with plotting the destruction of a social order founded on the full dinner-pail and the G.O.P., wrote excessively whimsical papers in his newspaper column, Sharps and Flats, on the dreariness of realism.* Traditional romanticism, which from the eighties on had flourished in prosperity and yielded dolefully to realism in periods of crisis and panic, was to attain unparalleled confidence in the expansive years after the Spanish-American War; and it was particularly humiliating to compete with Richard Harding Davis and the Gibson girl after twenty years of struggle and devotion.

 Yet it was entirely characteristic of the quality and the history of American realism that it should be opposed by the senile and the complacent, by academic reactionaries who feared what they did not understand, and by cynical businessmen of letters like F. Marion Crawford who had made a good thing of superplush fiction. For realism in America, which struggled so arduously to make itself heard and understood, had no true battleground, as it had no intellectual history, few models, virtually no theory, and no unity. In France realism and Zolaism had been contested by Ferdinand Brunetière and Anatole France on esthetic as well as moral grounds; it had possessed a school, a program, a collective energy, the excitement that grew out of the modern novelist’s sense, as Henry James described it, of his “sacred office”—of being in the direct line of the sages and chroniclers of history. In Scandinavia and Russia the epoch of realism had evoked national energies and ideals, had burst upon a Europe groping its way through the collapse of the old faiths to announce the dignity of art and the recovery of truth. So Zola had written in the general notes to the Rougon-Macquart cycle that he based it “upon a truth of the age: the upheaval of ambitions and appetites.” So naturalism, denounced for its crudity and its “atheism,” had been founded, whatever its pretentiousness and savagery, upon the logic of science. “I believe above all in a constant march toward truth,” Zola had cried. “It is only from the knowledge of virtue that a better social state can be born.... My study then is simply a piece of analysis of the world as it is. I only state facts.” So the European romantic poet—Shelley, Leopardi, Pushkin—bestriding the world in radiant indignation, became the ubiquitous naturalist reporter, notebook in hand, glorying in the fetid metropolitan air, the mortuary, the sewer, the slum, the prison hospital, convinced that the truth docs make men free.


 What if naturalism did surrender to the materialism it aimed to expose, and was bogged down too often in the worship of Fact? It had at least shed the rhetoric of romanticism with romantic energy. Henry James saw the matter with almost classic penetration when he wrote in an essay on contemporary fiction that “M. Zola is magnificent, but he strikes an English reader as ignorant; he has an air of working in the dark. If he had as much light as energy, his results would be of the highest value.” Yet James knew that the conception of realism of which Zola was at best only an extravagant and even a self-imposed symbol, had in it the seeds of a moving greatness. To the novelist of the future he wrote:

 


Enjoy [the novelist’s freedom] as it deserves; take possession of it, explore it to its utmost extent, publish it, rejoice in it. All life belongs to you, and do not listen either to those who would shut you up into corners of it and tell you that it is only here and there that art inhabits, or to those who would persuade you that this heavenly messenger wings her way outside of life altogether, breathing a superfine air, and turning away her head from the truth of things. There is no impression of life, no manner of seeing it and feeling it, to which the plan of the novelist may not offer a place.


 


 At the moment, however, this was too exalted for an American realism which was still laboring in the nineties to establish elementary principles of candor and seriousness. For how was one to foster those principles when the movement depended upon the business cycle like any industry and was, indeed, principally the by-product of an economic revolution? Everything that is significant in the history of American realism stems from the fact, confirmable over fifty years of subsequent literary experience, that while in Europe realism and naturalism grew out of the positivism of Continental thought and the conviction that one literary movement had subsided and another was needed, realism in America grew out of the bewilderment, and thrived on the simple grimness, of a generation suddenly brought face to face with the pervasive materialism of industrial capitalism.* Realism in Europe found its philosophy in mechanism, its cosmogony in the Newtonian conception of the universe, its authority in Comte, Darwin, and Taine, its artistic quintessence in artists like Flaubert and Ibsen, who by their own careers signified the irrepressible movement of the literary mind from romanticism to scientific “objectivity” in literature. Realism in America, whatever it owed to contemporary skepticism and the influence of Darwinism, poured sullenly out of agrarian bitterness, the class hatreds of the eighties and nineties, the bleakness of small-town life, the mockery of the nouveaux riches, and the bitterness in the great new proletarian cities. Its primitivism as a literary movement was such that some of the most vigorous pioneer realists—Ed Howe, Harold Frederic, Hamlin Garland—were engaged in precisely the same labor of elementary truth-telling about farm life that had impelled George Crabbe a hundred years before to rebel against Goldsmith’s sentimental bucolic elegies. Its leaders were the unhappy sons of prairie families, shriveled New England bluestockings acidly recording the narrowness and meanness of small-town life, romantic academicians like Hjalmar Boyesen, Chicago journalists who enjoyed riddling  le bourgeois. Realism came to America from everywhere and nowhere (“no one invented it,” said Howells, “it came”), and it had no center, no unifying principle, no philosophy, no joy in its coming, no climate of experiment. There was something dim, groping, unrealized in American realism even when it found its master in Dreiser, and long before Dreiser (himself so perfect a symbol of the crudity and emotional depths of American realism) it foundered on a dozen religious and moral taboos. Like so many of the innovations and literary revolutions that were to compose the subsequent history of modern American literature, that pioneer realism utterly lacked a coherent and dynamic orientation. Thus Howells, despite his cultivation, remained something of a provincial to the very end, and as late as 1883 could write to John Hay that Zola’s Nana was a bad book because “its bad art in one respect arose from the bad French morality.” A decade later he was to justify the “purity” of the American novel on the ground that it satisfied the aspirations of the feminine reading audience of America, while in Europe the novel was written principally for “men and married women.” So, too, the career of so aggressive a naturalist as Frank Norris was to prove that an American novelist had to grope over Stevenson in order to reach Zola, and that the violence of Wild West stories was the only available introduction to the violence of naturalism—the violence of the modern mind. Indeed, Norris’s mind was to suggest that romanticism had not yet even begun to express itself fully in America when it slipped into naturalism.


 Yet it is to these primitive realists—to a Joseph and Caroline Kirkland, a Rebecca Harding Davis, an Ed Howe, a Hamlin Garland, a Henry Fuller, as it is to Howells, that contemporary literature in America owes the paramount interests that have dominated it for fifty years, and the freedoms it takes for granted. It is to these lone protestants of their time, who did not always know that they were writing “realism,” to Jeffersonian hearts plagued by a strangely cold and despotic America, to writers some of whom lacked every capacity for literature save a compelling passion to tell the truth, that the emancipated and metropolitan literature of contemporary America owes its very inception. It was these early realists, with their baffled careers and their significant interest in “local color,” cultivating their own gardens, who encouraged in America that elementary nationalism, that sense of belonging to a particular time and a native way of life, which is the indispensable condition of spiritual maturity and a healthy literature.

It was this insight and this need that Hamlin Garland proclaimed in his naturalist’s manifesto, Crumbling Idols, when he wrote proudly that the history of literature in America is the history of the slow development of a distinctive utterance. He appealed, at the pitch of Wordsworth’s appeal in the Preface to the Lyrical Ballads, for that independence of outlook and democratic freedom of mind which signified nothing less than loyalty and affection to native resources. Of what value was the social and political militancy of the West, Garland cried, if it yielded timidly to copy-book maxims and a copy-book art? At a time when colonial antiquarianism and snobbery dominated the respectable imagination, Garland exulted in the candor and bitterness of those young Western writers who, whatever their crudities (not that Garland was particularly aware of those crudities), were devoting themselves to an American, a regional, a democratic art. Garland’s regionalism, as it happens, drew him to an exaggerated regional jingoism, but he could claim with perfect justice that the whole school of local color (launched before the Civil War) was an attempt to explore the different resources of the national character.
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