UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU 166914

AdVddlT
TVSHAAINN



This book &3 furesented
Y
The Government of the Undled Slates
as an eipresson of
yn'e/)u/dﬁl/z and Goodeill
of the
Loople of the United Hatles

locwards

% geo/bk t/ Shdia









AMERICAN WRITERS SERIES

*
HARRY HAYDEN CLARK
General Editor

*



*

AMERICAN WRITERS SERIES

Volumes of representative selections, prepared by American scholars under
the general editorship of Harry Hayden Clark, University of Wisconsin

*

WiLLiaM CuLLEN BRYANT, Tremaine McDowell, University of Minnesota
James FENIMORE COOPER, Robert E. Spiller, University of Pennsylvania
JonaTHAN EpWARDS, Clarence H. Faust, Stanford University

RaLPH WaALDO EMERSON, Frederic I. Carpenter, University of California

BeENiAMIN FRANKLIN, Frank Luther Mott, University of Missouri, and
Chester E. Jorgenson, Wayne University

ALEXANDER HAMILTON AND THOMAS JEFFERSON, Frederick C. Prescott,
Cornell University (emeritus)

BRrer HARTE, Joseph B. Harrison, University of Washington
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, Austin Warren, University of Michigan

Oriver WEeNDELL HowMes, S. I. Hayakawa, lllinois Institute of Tech-
nology, and Howard Mumford Jones, Harvard University

WiLLiam Dean Howels, Clara Marburg Kirk, formerly of Vassar Col-
lege, and Rudolf Kirk, Rutgers University

WASHINGTON IRvING, Henry A. Pochman, University of Wisconsin
HENRY JAMES, Lyon Richardson, Western Reserve University
Henry WapsworTH LoNGrELLOW, Odell Shepard, Trinity College

James RusseLL LoweLL, Norman Foerster, Duke University, and Harry H.
Clark, University of Wisconsin

HerMAN MEeLviLLE, Willard Thorp, Princeton University
Minor KNICKERBOCKERS, Kendall B. Taft, Roosevelt College of Chicago

Joun LotHrop MOTLEY, Chester B. Highy, University of Wisconsin, and
B. T. Schanty, Adjutant General’s School, Camp Lee, Va.

TuoMas PaINg, Harry H. Clark, University of Wisconsin
Francts PARKMAN, Wilbur L. Schramm, University of Illinois

EpGAR ALLAN PoE, Margaret Alterton, late of University of lowa, and
Hardin Craig, Stanford University

WiLLiam HickLiNg Prescort, William Charvat, Ohio State University,
and Michael Kraus, College of the City of New York

SouTtHERN PoEts, Edd Winfield Parks, University of Georgia

SoutHERN Prose WRITERS, Gregory Paine, late of University of North
Carolina

HenrY DaviD THOREAU, Bartholow Crawford, University of Iowa
Mark TwaIN, Fred Lew:s Pattee, Rollins College
WaLt WaitMmAN, Floyd Stovall, University of North Carolina






Portrait by K. dStaudenbaur, from
Harper’s Weekly, June 19, 1886

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS

ET. 49



Q/();'//z.am Lean owe//s

REPRESENTATIVE SELECTIONS, WITH

INTRODUCTION, BIBLIOGRAPHY, AND NOTES

BY
CLARA MARBURG KIRK
Sformerly of Vassar College

AND

RUDOLF KIRK

Professor of English
Rutoers Untversisy..

[a® 1o\

AWS

A\ V77

AMERICAN BOOK COMPANY
New York - Cincinnati - Chicago

Boston « Atlanta - Dallas + San Francisco



COPYRIGHT, 1950, BY

AMERICAN BOOK COMPANY
All rights reserved

NO PART OF THIS BOOK PROTECTED BY THE ABOVE
COPYRIGHT MAY BE REPRODUCED IN ANY FORM
WITHOUT WRITTEN PERMISSION OE TH&#®PUBLISHER

E. P, 1.
KIRK AND KIRK’S WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS
MADE IN U. S, A,

COPYRIGHT ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Grateful acknowledgment is made to Miss Mildred Howells and Mr.
John Mead Howells for permission to reprint the following selections:
From Years of My Youth (1, iv; 11, iv; II1, viii), copyright 1916 by Harper
and Brothers, copyright 1944 by Mildred Howells and John Mead Howells;
from Literary Friends and Acquaintance (“My First Visit to New England’"),
copyright 1900 by Harper and Brothers, copyright 1928 by Mildred How-
ells and John Mead Howells; the articles on Emile Zola and Frank Norris,
by William Dean Howells, from the North American Review (1902); and
for numerous brief quotations in the Introduction and notes (the sources
of which are specifically given in footnotes on the pages on which they
occur) from the following: Years of My Youth, copyright 1916 by Harper
and Brothers, copyright 1944 by Mildred Howells and John Mead How-
ells; Literary Friends and Acquaintance, copyright 1900 by Harper and

My Literary Passions, copyright 1895 by Harper and Brothers, copyfight
1922 by Mildred Howells and John Mead Howells; My Mark I'wain,

Howells and John Mead Howells; Life in Letters of William DeanfHowells,
by Mildred Howells, copyright 1928 by Doubleday, Doran and ompany;
and from unpublished letters of William Dean Howells.



to

FANNY MONCURE MARBUR®&"






PREFACE

Howells is known today as a novelist. But he began and
ended his literary career as a journalist, and, though his novels
appeared almost every year, and frequently twice a year, from
1872 to 1921, he managed to write half a dozen autobiograph-
ical studies, four volumes of poetry, over thirty plays, a dozen
or more travel books, uncounted memoirs, biographies, and
reviews. The introductory critical study in this volume at-
tempts to relate Howells’ multifarious literary expression to his
work as a novelist. Since practically all of Howells’ writing is
ultimately autobiographical, our study must be biographical in
order to be properly critical.

To choose “representative selections” from more than a
hundred bound volumes of Howells’ works, not to mention
the uncollected reviews, stories, and essays in magazines, might
well baffle the boldest editor, especially since Howells’ writing
maintained a uniformly high standard. We have attempted to
solve the problem by keeping in mind the fact that Howells
should be studied first of all as a novelist. What selections we
have chosen from his memoirs and his critical essays are designed
to throw light on his attitude toward realism as a technique, and
his use of his own experience in novel writing. We have included
two narrative poems and one play from his many comedies as
examples of Howells’ search for his novel form. The novels
from which we have chosen selections are discussed at length in
our Introduction, for, since Howells was essentially an auto-
biographical novelist, they are only to be understood against
the background of his life. Indian Summer, for instance, is to be
read as a reflection of Howells’ stay in Italy in 1882 and as the
culmination of a series of Italian novels in which Howells made

vii



viii Preface

use of his enriching European experiences; Annie Kilburn not
only reflects Howells’ fine sense of New England small-town
life, but also shows the effect of his reading of Tolstoy on his
awakening social conscience, which had become articulate in
A Modern Instance and The Rise of Silas Lapham and reached
its strongest expression in 4 Hazard of New Fortunes. Howells’
concern for society, clearly set forth in 4 Traveler from Altruria,
for a time interrupted his novel writing. If space permitted, we
should like to include selections from his later novels, such as
The Kentons and The Vacation of the Kelwyns, to show that he
at last gave up the social novel, convinced that “the phenomena
of our enormous enterprise . . . is the stuff for newspapers, but
not for the novel, except as such wonders of the outer world can
be related to the miracles of the inner world.” The excerpts from
Howells’ critical comments indicate why he ventured into the
wider social fields, and why he returned to more restrained
literary expression. The chapters from Years of My Youth and
Literary Friends and Acquaintance are chosen to help the reader
understand both the surroundings in which Howells grew up
in Ohio and the early associations he formed in Boston and
New York. Only from his basis can one appraise his critical
position as a writer of realistic novels. The selections in this
volume are arranged, therefore, not in order of publication, but
in a sequence which will show the development of Howells the
novelist. The reader will find few notes to the individual selec-
tions, since all the relevant material is included in the introduc-
tory critical remarks, where it may be considered in proper
relation to Howells’ life and writing.

The engraving of William Dean Howells by R. Staudenbaur,
which serves as a frontispiece to this volume, appeared for the
first time as the cover of Harper’s Weekly on June 19, 1886. An
article about Howells by Henry James came out in the same
issue of the magazine, and, with the picture of Howells, in-
troduced the new editor of “The Study” to Harper’s readers.
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The portrait represents Howells in the full vigor of his power,
at the time of life when he was making the important transition
from the literary world of Boston to that of New York. Inan
unpublished letter in the Houghton Library, Harvard Univer-
sity, Howells comments on the picture. The letter was written
from Boston to his publisher, James R. Osgood, on July 17,
1886, to say that he was entirely pleased with the cover of
Harper’s Weekly; he added that it was by far the best likeness of
himself that had ever been reproduced.

Dr. George A. Osborn, late librarian of the Rutgers Univer-~
sity Library, encouraged us at the outset of our work by buying
for us every book by or about Howells that came on the market.
The editors have leaned heavily on the bibliographical knowledge
of Dr. George Arms and Dr. William Gibson, whose Bib-
liography of Howells is a model of its kind. These scholars have
kindly undertaken the Selected Bibliography for this volume.
Professors Harry Hayden Clark and George Arms have read
our Introduction and offered many suggestions.

In preparing the Introduction we have consulted several
hundred unpublished letters of Howells, to be found in libraries
from the Pacific to the Atlantic. Original letters were lent us by
Mr. Cecil Piatt of Glen Ridge, New Jersey; by Mrs. Frederick
W. McReynolds of Washington, D. C.; and by Mr. William
Howells of Youngstown, Ohio; and we wish to thank these
friends. Miss Mildred Howells has kindly granted us permission
to use sentences from these letters. We wish to thank also the
New York Public Library, the Ashtabula Public Library, the
Huntington Library, and the libraries of the University of
Southern California, Ohio State University, and Harvard and
Yale Universities for their unfailing courtesy and kindness.
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INTRODUCTION
I. THE HOWELLS LEGEND

In 1850, when William Dean Howells was thirteen years of
age, he set up his own poems and stories on his father’s printing
press; essays, reviews, novels were still pouring from his pen
when he died in 1920. As a man of seventy, Howells wrote
wearily to his brother, “I. .. feel as if it must have been done
by a trust named after me.”’!

Between 1860, the date of his first published book, and 1921,
over a hundred volumes of poems, plays, short stories, essays,
novels, travel sketches, biographies, and autobiographies had
accumulated on the Howells shelf. They are now a formidable
barrier to an understanding of Howells’ mind. Yet Howells’
contribution to our culture is of especial interest to students of
American literature. Not only did Howells give us the finest
examples of the realistic novel written in the nineteenth century,
but he also presented, through his novels and his critical essays,
the whole problem of realism. Perhaps of still more lasting
significance is the fact that Howells’ writing reflects more than
sixty years of our social history. ‘“They make a great array, a
literature in themselves, your studies of American life,”’? wrote
Henry James to Howells on the occasion of his seventy-fifth
birthday. Howells was, in fact, the reporter of his age, from the
days when, as a nineteen-year-old boy in Ohio, he wrote his
own column for the Cincinnati Gagetze, through his consular
term in Venice, when he described the life around him for the
Boston Daily Advertiser, to the year of his death, when, as Editor
of the “Easy Chair” of Harper’s, he set the standard of taste for

1Life in Letters of William Dean Howells, ed. by Mildred Howells (New
York, 1928), II, 231.

2The Letters of Henry James (2 vols.), ed. by Percy Lubbock (New
York, 1920), II, 224.

Xv



xvi William Dean Howells

cultured America. Born in the Ohio of small towns and open
farmland before the Civil War, living for twenty years in the
twilight glow of literary Cambridge and Boston, moving to
New York at the time when the country was stirred by the
Chicago anarchists and a New York traction strike, Howells
reflects, at every move, the thought and feeling of America.
His poetry, his autobiographical essays, his novels, mirror the
culture of pioneering America dominated by the thought of
New England, as it gradually moved into the more complex,
industrial society of the twentieth century.

But Howells did not remain merely the reporter of his world;
twenty-five years of journalistic experience turned the literary
youth from Ohio into a novelist who not only discovered for
himself the new technique of realism, but also formulated a
critical theory in its defence. One has only to compare Their
Wedding Journey (1872) with The Rise of Silas Lapham (1885)
to realize the extraordinary evolution of a sensitive, poetic mind,
schooled and disciplined by the reporter’s habit of observation
and respect for fact. The transformation of the youthful writer
of heroic couplets and travel essays into the mature novelist can
only be explained by the fact that Howells was, through all
these years, under the practical necessity of earning his living
by means of journalism. The merging of these two aspects of
Howells’ mind brought him at last to a concept of the novel as
an art form dependent on a love of the commonplace which has
left its imprint on the development of the novels of Dreiser,
Atherton, Lewis,and all the other ungrateful moderns who fail to
recognize their debt to the man who, from the “Editor’s Study”
of Harper's Magagine, successfully waged the battle for realism.

The voice of the great “Dean” might have been listened to
with more attention had he not lived for thirty years after the
enunciation of his theory of realism into the beginning of the
nineteen-twenties, when, though the principle remained the
same, the method of expression had changed. Howells himself
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knew that he belonged to another day. “Well, we lived in a
great time,” he wrote to an old friend, “If we have outlived it,
so much the worse for this time.” Perhaps Howells’ fine sense
of irony enabled him to read with composure H. L. Mencken’s
picture of him as “an Agnes Repplier in pantaloons,” “a con-
triver of pretty things,” “the author of a long row of uninspired
and hollow books, with no more ideas in them than so many
volumes of The Ladies Home Journal.””

Though it was perhaps necessary for writers whose “realism”
reflected the mood of a later, war-shocked generation to over-
throw the more tempered, the more subtle realism of Howells,
it is now possible, a generation after Howells’ death, to arrive
at a more just appraisal of his contribution to our culture.
Delmar Gross Cooke* and Oscar W. Firkins,5 who wrote of

3Prejudices: First Series (New York: 1919), p. §6. Though this Howells
legend was expressed in lively terms by Mencken, other critics popularized
it further. It was revived by Sinclair Lewis, who, in his Stockholm address
on the occasion of receiving the Nobel Prize in 1930, put Howells at the
head of the timid Victorians from whom the bolder realists of the twenties
were revolting; by Lewis Mumford, who relegated him to the Gilded Age in
his book entitled The Golden Day (1926); by Ludwig Lewisohn, who pre-
sented Howells, in his Expression in America (1932), as a squeamish, inhibi-
ted individual, “as obsessed by sex as a fighting prohibitionist is by alcohol,”
p. 244. See also: Hartley Grattan, “Howells, Ten Years After,” American
Mercury, XX (May, 1930), 42—50; Matthew Josephson, ‘“Those Who
Stayed,” Portrait of the Artist as American (New York, 1930), pp. 161—
166; V. F. Calverton, in The Liberation of American Literature (New York,
1932), p. 381; Granville Hicks, in The Great Tradition (New York, 1933),
PP 98—99. For a more just appraisal of Howells as a significant novelist,
see Carl Van Doren, The American Novel (New York, 1940), pp. 115-136;
Van Wyck Brooks, New England: Indian S (New York, 1940),
PP. 204-249, 373—394; Walter F. Taylor, The Economic Novel in America
(Chapel Hill, 1942), pp. 214—281; Alfred Kazin, On Native Ground (New
York, 1942), pp. 38-44. Such students of American literature as Herbert
Edwards, Bernard Smith, Newton Arvin, J. W. Getzels, George Arms,
William Gibson, and Edwin H. Cady are doing much to break down the
legend which called Howells an idolater of decadent Boston with a vision
limited by all the pruderies and conventions of the summer hotel of the
nineties, and to present him to the present generation as one of the im-
portant figures.in the social development of American literary culture, See
the Selected Bibliography in this volume.

4D. G. Cooke, William Dean Howells, a Critical Study (New York, 1922).

80. W. Firkins, William Dean Howells, a Study (Cambridge, 1924).
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Howells soon after his death, and who must have been lifelong
readers of his volumes year by year as they appeared, spoke
more sympathetically of the body of his work than the critics
who used him merely as a symbol of the “genteel tradition.”
Necessary as these two writers are to our understanding of
Howells, their studies alone could not turn the tide of reaction
against him. Vernon Louis Parrington’s insistence that Howells
was “never a child of the Gilded Age. . .. Neither at heart was
he a child of Brahmin culture,” but an important “reporter of
his generation,”® who grew and developed with the times and
left his imprint on his age, has made it incumbent on all serious
critics to pause to consider the meaning of Howells’ life and
writing. Brander Matthews’ words to Howells, written in 1893,
remain true for the reader of today, “From no American author
have I learned so much as from you of the ways, customs,
traditions, thoughts and characters of my fellow citizens.”7
Thirty years after Howells” death, this reporter of another gen-
eration is being heard again.

A reading of the Howells shelf for purposes of reappraisal s,
in fact, an education in nineteenth-century American social and
literary history. Such a reading takes one back to the Western
Reserve of the fifties, to a frontier where life was simple indeed,
but where the culture was deeply rooted in New England
tradition; and through the eyes of the observant reporter,
steeped in the literature of several civilizations, it shows one
New England, Venice, Boston, and, finally, New York. We
watch the journalist turn novelist, and at last the novelist turn
critic, not only of literature, but also of the society in which
he had lived and worked. First from the “Editor’s Study,” and
then from the “Editor’s Easy Chair,” Howells dominated the
literary thought of his day for more than a generation. His

8T he Beginnings of Critical Realism in America, 1860—1920 (New York,
1930), III, 242-243, 252.

7Unpublished letter to Howells, dated December 25, 1893. The Hough-
ton Library, Harvard University.
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grasp of the so-called commonplaces of daily life, his democratic,
humanitarian spirit, made him the interpreter of his countrymen
to themselves in more than thirty-five novels, which take their
place to-day in the long tradition of satiric realism. Moreover, his
wide reading, shrewd common-sense, and habit of analysis made
it possible for him to give expression to the theory of realism,
which, in spite of changing fashions, has remained the basis of
all novel writing in this country since his day, for realism is, as
Howells said, “so largely of the future as well as the present.”

II. EDUCATION OF A POET-JOURNALIST

“I supposed myself a poet, and I knew myself a journalist.”

Howells spent a lifetime digesting his own experiences. He
grew through and by means of his writing. His experiences as
a small boy in frontier Ohio towns, his boyhood affection for
his large family, the long hours of work at his father’s printing
press, the talk he heard there and the romps he had with the
other boys, the books he read in his “study” under the stairs—
all is told and retold in half a dozen autobiographical books, the
earliest, 4 Boy’s Town, published in 1890, when Howells was
53 years old, and the last, Years of My Youth, written when he
was an old man in his late seventies.?

One may properly ask what Howells carried through later

life from this farm and village civilization of the years of his
youth, which he never ceased trying to assimilate and under-

8Century Magazine, XXV (Nov., 1882), 28.

In an unpublished letter written by Howells to his cousin Paul Kester,
on March 28, 1914, he wrote that he was working too hard at remembering
his life at Columbus, and that the effort was painful to him. Howells—
Kester Letters, MS Room, New York Public Library. See also My
Literary Passions (189%), My Year in a Log Cabin (1893), Impressions and

Experiences (1896), Literary Friends and Acquaintance (1900), The Flight
. of Pony Baker (1902), New Leaf Mills (1913).
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stand.’® Though Howells supplies the answer to this question
with fullness and seeming candor, one must remember that the
views we get of his early life are always retrospective, and have
the elusive “quality of things dreamt,”!! and, further, that
Howells was not temperamentally able to be direct in his state-
ments about himself.2 The fact that he was small in size as a
boy and never grew taller than five feet four inches, that he was
deeply humiliated by the presence of a mentally retarded
brother® in the group of eight Howells children, that he had
contracted the habit, while still a very small boy, of escaping

10That Howells as a novelist felt his view of the world was different
because he was the young man from Ohio with his wares, as it were, in his
pocket, is borne out by a dozen of his novels. Bartley Hubbard, in 4
Modern Instance (1882), trying to establish himself on a Boston newspaper
is Howells; Percy Ray, in The World of Chance (1893), adrift in New York,
carrying the MS of his novel from publisher to publisher, is Howells; the
clever Mr. Ardith of Letters Home (1903), writing special articles for his
small town paper, is Howells again; the disillusioned Mr. Colville of /ndian
Summer (1886), leaning over the bridge in Florence and thinking of the
editorial office of Prairie de Vaches in Indiana, is Howells, and so, in part,
is Professor Elmore, who, in A4 Fearful Responsibility (1881), is busily
compiling his history of Venice in a decaying palace on the Grand Canal.
See also various aspects of Howells’ alter ego in A Chance Acquaintance
(1873), The Shadow of a Dream (1890), An Imperative Duty (1892), The
Kentons (1902), The Leatherwood God (1916). The life of Altruria, de-
scribed in A Traveler from Altruria (1894), and Through the Eye of a
Needle (1907) is, in many important respects, the life Howells knew as a
boy in Ohio. For a discussion of the effect of this early environment on
Howells as a mature man, see Edwin H. Cady, “The Neuroticism of Wil-
liam Dean Howells,” PMLA, LXI, 229-238 (March, 1946).

11Years of My Youth, p. 3.

2As a man of seventy, Howells wrote to Charles Eliot Norton, “With
whom is one really and truly intimate? Iam pretty frank, and I seem to say
myself out to more than one, now and again, but only in this sort to one,
and that sort to another.” Life in Letters, I, 242. In 1914, when engaged
in writing Years of My Youth, he wrote to his son, I find largely that Tol-
stoy was right when in trying to furnish reminiscences for his biographer
he declared that remembering was Hell: with the little brave and good you
recall so much bad and base.” However, he was determined to write his
reminiscences down and “then cut, cut, cut, until I make myself a respect-
able figure—somebody that the boys won’t want to ignore when people
speak of him.” Life in Letters, 11, 331.

Bt is significant that nowhere tﬁroughout Howells’ numerous auto-
biographical books is this brother mentioned directly. Friends of the
Howells family now living in Jefferson, Ohio, say that the lives of Howells’
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into the world of books, all probably contributed to an aloof-
ness—amused, critical, or meditative—which keeps the reader
at a certain distance. But in spite of Howells’ indirections of
style, the main facts of his life are reported by him. The em-
phasis he himself puts on the kind of family he emerged from,
the hard work to which he was born and bred, the reading
and studying he set for himself during those barefoot days
in the Western Reserve, indicate the importance of an under
standing of his Ohio background in a study of his mature
mind.
2. Early Ohio Background

Howells’ great-grandfather was a prosperous manufacturer of
woolens, a Welshman and a Quaker, who loved “‘equality and
fraternity’’™ and came to this country in 1793 to prospect for
them as much as for a site for his wool factory. The old gentle-
man returned to Wales in 1797 with a good deal of money—so
the Howells tradition goes—and never came out again. How-
ells’ grandfather inherited his father’s radicalism rather than his
money and migrated to this country in 1808, when Howells’
father was one year old. He landed in Boston and moved from
mother and older sisters, first Victoria, and then Aurelia, were, in fact,
sacrificed to the care of Henry, who was struck in the head by a baseball
at the age of four, and never developed mentally though he lived to be an
old man. See Life in Letters, I, 111—113, 122. In his letters to Aurelia,
Howells frequently sends “Love to Henry,” or hopes “that Henry does
not grow more troublesome.” In a letter of February 24, 1901, he writes,
“I wish I could walk out with you and the poor silent father-boy, and look
at the quiet fields of snow.” fbid., II, 142. See also ibid., 268.

44 Boy's Town, p. 10. In 1883 Howells made a visit to Wales to look
up the home of his great-grandfather, which was in the town of Hay, on
the river Wye. At that time he wrote home to his father, “So far, our
ancestry does not impress me as so splendid as our posterity will probably
be. It seems to have been a plain, decent, religious-minded ancestry
enough, and I wish its memory well, but I'm glad on the whole not to be
part of it—in fact to be above ground in America.” Life in Letters, I, 344.
See the two long letters Howells wrote at this time to his father, ibid, I,
343—347. Howells visited Hay, Wales, again in 1909, i6id, II, 273. Fora
further account” of this trip see an unpublished letter to Miss Bertha

Howells, of January 18, 1914, in the Berg Collection of the New Ybrk
Public Library.
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one Quaker neighborhood to another in New York, Virginia,
and Ohio, attempting, never successfully, to set up a woolen
mill. He came to rest for a while in Wheeling, West Virginia,
and here Howells’ father and mother met and were married.
The grandfather at last established himself at Hamilton, Ohio,
in the drug and book business, and Howells remembered him
as a small, bright-eyed man in a black Quaker hat. Though he
ceased to be a Friend and turned fervent Methodist, he never-
theless remained “a Friend to every righteous cause; and brought
shame to his grandson’s soul by being an abolitionist in days
when it was infamy to wish the slaves set free.”1® Wherever
they moved, the Howells family were known for liberal social
ideas, and Howells himself never lost the imprint of this early
influence.

From the time when William Dean'® was three years old until
he was eleven, his father, William Cooper Howells, owned and
edited The Intelligencer, the Whig newspaper of Hamilton, then
a small village twenty miles north of Cincinnati. Though the
family was poor and all the children were put to work as soon
as they were able to do their share, none of them actually felt
poor. “I suppose that as the world goes now we were poor.
[My father’s] ... income was never above twelve hundred a
year, and his family was large; but nobody was rich there or
then; we lived in the simple abundance of that time and place,
and we did not know that we were poor.”” The family belonged
to the employing class, in as much as the father had men to work
for him. He also worked with the men and, in fact, put his
small boy to setting type before he was ten years old. William’s
mother did her own housework except for the occasional help
of a “hired girl,” which was the custom of “that time and place.”
During these nine happy years in Hamilton, the children at-

184 Boy’s Town, p. 11.

18Joseph, four years older than William, was the eldest child. William
was followed by Victoria, Samuel, Aurelia, Anne, John, and Henry.

WMy Literary Passions, p. 9.
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tended the local school; they swam, hunted, fished, and played
games with the village children.18

Though William Cooper!® was never able to remove his
family from the fear of poverty, he nevertheless provided a rich
cultural experience for his children, which separated them some-
what from the other village children. His idealism expressed
itself in his religious, as well as in his poetic nature. After many
years of doubt in his youth, he had become a Swedenborgian,
and he brought up his children in this faith, which tended further
to mark the Howells family as “different.” William says of the
religion of his family, “It was not only their faith, but their life,
and I may say that in this sense they were a very religious house-
hold, though they never went to church, because it was the Old
Church.”® The fact that the Howells children were taught that
“in every thought and in every deed they were choosing their
portion with the devils or the angels, and that God himself
could not save them against themselves”? may well have been
responsible for the fine, unfaltering ethical line that runs through
all of Howells’ writing. Certainly the strain of mysticism that
one is aware of in his mature mind can be traced to the fervent
teaching of his father.??

8For a full description of these years in Hamilton, see 4 Boy’s Town
(1890). That this story actually is an account of Howells’ own youth is
vouched for by an unpublished letter, in the Huntington Library, to C. W.
Stoddard, written January 15, 1893. In this letter Howells is amused that
Stoddard should find it necessary to ask him whether the boy in the book
was the young Howells. Who else could it possibly be?

¥For a more detailed analysis of William Cooper Howells’ political and
religious views, see George Arms, The Social Criticism of William Dean
Howells. Unpublished thesis, New York University (1939), pp. 52—60.

24 Boy's Town, p. 11.

1/bid, p. 14. William Cooper Howells was the author of two Sweden-
borgian tracts, The Science of Correspondence and The Freewill of Man.

#For a study of Howells’ religion, see Hannah Graham Belcher,
“Howells’ Opinions on Religious Conflicts of His Age as Exhibited in
Magazine Articles.” American Literature, XV (Nov., 1943), 262-278. She
points out that Howells never lost the imprint of his early mysticism,
though it was later shaken by science and transmuted to a social philoso-
phy. As he grew older, his early faith tended to return. A later expression
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But the father “loved a joke almost as much as he loved a
truth,” “despised austerity as something owlish,” and “set [the
children] the example of getting all the harmless fun they could
out of experience.”® He had a decided literary bent, and was
as glad to read aloud in the evenings from Thomson’s Seasons
or Pope’s translation of the //iad as from Swedenborg’s Heavenly
Arcana. Poor though he was, the father kept his son supplied
with Goldsmith, Irving, Cervantes, and listened with pride to
the verses William wrote in imitation of Moore or Scott.

If Howells’ father was “the soul” of the family, his mother
was ‘“the heart.”# Her name was Mary Dean; her mother,
Elizabeth Dock, was German and her father an Irishman who
was known chiefly for having won his bride away from the
loving arms of her family, established “in great Pennsylvania-
German comfort and prosperity on their farm near Harrisburg,
to share with him the hardships of the wild country over the
westward mountains,”?® The aging grandmother, who always
spoke with a German accent, Howells “tenderly loved” as a

of Howells’ attitude toward immortality is found in a volume of collected
essays on the subject, entitled /n After Days (1910). “There are many
things that I doubt, but few that I deny; where I cannot believe, there I
often trust.” p. 5. Howells frequently expressed this mild scepticism,
tinged with hope. See Life in Letters, 11, 71~72; Mark Twain’s Letters,
II, 510; My Mark Twain, pp. 31-32. For Howells’ later comment on
Swendenborg, see Life in Letters, I, 165-167; II 332-333. See Stops of
Various Quills (1895) for an expression in poetry of Howells’ later religious
attitude. See also The Shadow of a Dream (1890); Questionable Shapes
(1903); Between the Dark and the Daylight (1907), A Traveler from Altruria
(1894), Chap. XII. When Howells was eighty years old, he wrote to Mrs.
John J. Piatt on July 10, 1917, a letter of consolation after the death of her
husband, John J. Piatt, who was Howells’ lifelong friend. His words are
worth quoting as an indication of Howells’ later thought on death and
immortality. “In my age I dream more than I read and hardly a night,
never a week passes, but I dream of my lost wife. It doesn’t matter whether
the dreams are kind or unkind, they bring her back. . . . I know how it is
with you now while your sorrow is still so new; but after long unbelief I
am getting back some hope again and I am at last getting back peace, which
seemed’gone forever.” Unpublished letter in the possession of Cecil Piatt.

24 Boy’s Town, p. 14.

UYears of My Youth, p. 97.

2 /bid., pp. 3—4.
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child.® Through all of Howells’ memoirs, Mary Howells ap-
pears as the loving, anxious, hard-working mother, who fol-
lowed the visionary father from town to town, though she
longed for a permanent home of her own. “She was always
working for us, and yet, as I so tardily perceived, living for my
father anxiously, fearfully, bravely, with absolute trust in his
goodness and righteousness. While she listened to his reading
at night, she sewed or knitted for us, or darned or mended the
day’s ravages in our clothes, till; as a great indulgence, we fell
asleep on the floor. ... She was not only the center of home
to me; she was home itself.”?

This much-loved, ‘“earth-bound” mother had herself “an
innate love of poetry,” and sang the songs of Burns and Moore,
then known in every household. Though “her intellectual and
spiritual life was in and from”# her husband, her sensitive, rather
melancholy temperament became a part of the little boy, who
was later to show such a peculiar understanding of women in
their daily lives.

26Mrs. Howells’ homesickness for her mother “mounted from time to
time to an insupportable crisis,” and then she and a child or two—fre-
quently the child was William—went “up-the-River” for a visit. /Jbid.,

. 29.

#/bid., p. 23. Howells’ lifelong devotion to his mother is apparent in
many of his poems and letters written many years later. “Respite,” from
Stops of Various Quills (1895), for example, shows how present to him his
mother remained:

“. .. My mother, who has been
Dead almost half my life, appeared to lean
Above me; a boy in a house far away,
That once was home, and all the troubled years
That have been since were as if they were not.”
See also “The Mysteries,” in Poems (1873). Howells wrote to his brother
Joseph in 1911, when he was working on Years of My Youth, “Father was
what God made him, and he was on the whole the best man I have known,
but of course he was trying. ... mean to deal more and more tenderly
with his character in shading it and rounding it out. Mother was splendid
too; how my child’s heart used to cling to her, and how her heart clung to
each of us!... I suppose a woman is always bewildered when a man comes
short of that perfection which would be the logic of him in her mind.”
Life in Letters, 11, 298. See also Jbid., 11, 139-140; 212.
8Years of My Youth, p. 29.
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2. The Printing Office

The happiest period of Howells’ boyhood came to an end in
1849 when the father sold his paper in Hamilton and moved to
Dayton, where he bought shares in the Transcripe, for which
he never succeeded in paying. William was twelve when the
move was made, and school was permanently over for him.
Howells tells us, rather wistfully, that “the printing office was
my school from a very early date,”? for now he was working
on his father’s paper, setting the telegraphic dispatches into type
until eleven o’clock at night, and getting up in the morning
between four and five to deliver the papers to the subscribers.
The period in Dayton was “a long period of defeat”; William
and his older brother, Joseph, were both aware of the “hopeless
burden of debt” under which their father was staggering, and
which their mother “was carrying on her heart.”3 For a short
period William gave up his too arduous work in the printing
office, and clerked in a drug store, until it became clear that the
owner of the store had no intention of paying him. The bitter-
ness of the struggle carried on by the “duteous children,” as
well as by the parents, made Howells while still a boy, aware of
“the wide-spread, never-ending struggle for life which it was and
is the type of.”3 He never lost sight of the social injustice
implicit in our civilization. Howells wrote as an old man, “I
cannot but abhor the economic conditions which we still sup-
pose an essential of civilization.”%

The protracted struggle of the Dayton Transcript, which the

% My Literary Passions, p. 8.

%Y¥ears of My Youth, p. 41.

31A pleasant memory from the two years spent in Dayton is of a com-
pany of travelling players who spent a summer in the town, and for doing
their printing, paid the elder Howells in tickets to the evening perform-
ances of Macbheth, Othello, and Richard I11. “As nearly as I can make out,”
writes Howells, “I was thus enabled to go every night to the theater, in a
passion for it which remains with me ardent still.” /bid, p. 36. See also
My Literary Passions, p. 36.

8Years of My Youth, p. 41.
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elder Howells had unwisely changed from a tri-weekly to a
daily, came to an end at last when the father with his brothers
evolved a plan for founding a communal settlement on a milling
privilege which they had bought near Xenia, Greene County,
on the Little Miami River. Here the families of the four brothers
were to be settled, together with such friends as might prove
cooperative. One of the brothers was to supply the capital,
while William Cooper, who knew nothing of mills of any
description, was to have charge of a grist mill and sawmill on
the property until they could be converted into a paper mill.
Such communities, tinged with social idealism, were familiar
enough to the brothers, who had long known and discussed the
ideas of Fourier and Robert Owen. Moreover, something must
be done at once to help the brother whose paper was failing be-
cause his delicacy did not permit him to collect the money owed
him by subscribers and advertisers.®® In My Year in a Log
Cabin, Howells tells of the autumn evenings in their home, when
the aunt played the piano and the uncle the fife, and when the
talk came round again and again to the log cabin on the river.

Finally words turned into deeds, and the family moved out to
the one-room cabin, which the father and the sons had tried to
make habitable. The year in the log cabin was a failure from the
point of view of all concerned except the Howells boys.3 Mrs.
Howells hated the loneliness of the woods and the rudeness of
her few neighbors, nor could she reconcile herself to the com-
panionship of the pigs who nestled comfortably every night
outside the house by the warm chimney. Their grunts could be
heard while her husband read aloud to the family circling the
fire. William Cooper, for all of his trust in the goodness of
human nature, could not soften the resentment of the previous
tenant miller, who somehow thought he still owned the prop-

33/bid., p. 28. .

3Howells tells the tale again in New Leaf Mills (1913), and once more in
Years of My Youtk (1916). He made further use of the primitive frontier
experience of this year in 4 Leatherwood God (1916).



xxviii William Dean Howells

erty. Moreover, the uncle who was to join the family in the
spring died of tuberculosis and the other brothers could not
make up their minds to give up their shops. William and Joseph,
age thirteen and seventeen, worked by the side of their father
like full-grown men, clearing the trees for a garden patch,
driving to neighboring farms for provisions, and hunting game
in the surrounding woods. In spite of the privations and final
failure of “New Leaf Mills”—to use the title of a later novel
that expresses so well the idealistic hope behind the experiment
—Howells always dreamed of some such utopia where all should
share equally the labor and the leisure. Altruria is the dream
which began in a log cabin in Ohio.%

During this year in the woods Howells kept a diary, now
lost, in which he continued to write for many years. “I wrote
a diary,”® he tells us in My Literary Passions, “and tried to give
its record form and style, but mostly failed. The versifying
which I was always at was easier, and yielded itself more to my
hand. I should be very glad to know at present what it dealt
with.” Moreover, Howells discovered a barrel of books in the
attic, the overflow from the shelves in the room below, and
these he read by candle light as the snow drifted through the
holes in the roof. Longfellow and Scott, Whittier and Burns
were ever after associated with this year, which came to an
abrupt close in the early part of the following winter, when
“it was justly thought fit” by the parents, who were again faced
with financial ruin, that the young Howellses should “go to earn
some money in a printing-office in X .”’37 The foreman

35t was this hope of finding an answer to the economic struggle other
than that of a competitive, moneyed society that made Howells pause to
consider the Shaker communities he later came to know in Massachusetts
and New York. His thoughts on the success and failure of Shakerism are
reflected in The Undiscovered Country (1880), The Day of Their Wedding,
A Parting and A Meeting (1896), and in The Vacation of the Kelwyns
(1920).

38 My Literary Passions, p. 43.

31Years of My Youth, p. 61.
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of the printing office appeared one day in the cabin and wished
to take William back with him that morning in his buggy. A
“frenzy of homesickness” fell instantly upon him, and, in fact,
never left him until the printer, at the end of the week, found a
substitute for the boy and sent him home. But not for long;
he was soon sent off to Dayton to work in another printing
office, this time to live with an uncle and aunt of whom he was
very fond. By drinking a great deal of water with his meals he
found he could keep down the sobs and in part conceal his
suffering. One evening he returned from his day’s work and
found his brother waiting for him; the two rode home together
on “the italic-footed mare” the next morning “in the keen,
silent dark before the November dawn.” “The homesick will
understand how it was that I was as if saved from death.”38
Howells’ extremely sensitive, affectionate nature, as revealed by
these passages and many others, must be taken into account in
one’s final appraisal of him as a proponent of realism. Inured
as he was to poverty and hard work, he was as a boy, and also
as a mature man, unable to face the intenser forms of emotional
suffering which seem to be a part of the “real” world.

By the time William returned to his family in the woods, they
had moved to the new house, which father and sons had been
building for many months when there was time to spare from
more pressing duties. But the “changes of business which had
been taking place without the knowledge of us children called
us away from that roof, too, and we left the mills and the
pleasant country that had grown so dear, to take up our abode
in city streets again.”® The elder Howells was, at this time,
scheming in vain to get hold of this paper or that; finally, in
1851, he found work as a reporter of legislative proceedings for
the Ohio State Journal of Columbus at ten dollars a week, and
his son was taken into the office as compositor, for which he

38Jbid., p. 63.
89/bid., p. 64.
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received four dollars a week. With the help of three dollars a
week which Joseph was able to earn at a near-by grocery store,
the family rented a small brick house for ten dollars a month.%

Though William was now one of the main supporters of the
large family in the small brick house, he nevertheless had time
to daydream over “the familiar cases of type.” A “‘definite
literary ambition” grew in him and “in the long reveries of the
afternoon,” when he was distributing his case, he “fashioned a
future of overpowering magnificence and undying celebrity.”4
His day at the press began at seven in the morning and ended at
six in the evening, with an hour off for lunch. As soon as the
supper was cleared away, he got out his papers and “hammered
away” at his Popean heroics until nine, when he promptly went
to bed, for he had to rise again in the morning at five. “After
my day’s work at the case I toiled the evening away at my
boyish literary attempts, forcing my poor invention in that
unnatural kind, and rubbing and polishing at my wretched verses
till they did sometimes take on an effect, which, if it was not like
Pope’s, was like none of mine....” The severe schooling
Howells gave himself taught him how to choose the most suit-
able words, which he often employed ‘“‘decoratively and with
no vital sense of their qualities.” But he “could not imitate
Pope without imitating his method, and his method was to the
last degree intelligent.”#2

The young Howells’ “long subjection to Pope,” as he called
it, was forming not only the style of the boy poring over his
manuscripts, but also his mind. ‘“My reading from the first was
such as to enamour me of clearness, of definiteness; anything
left in the vague was intolerable to me; but my long subjection
to Pope, while it was useful in other ways, made me so strictly
literary in my point of view.”# What he liked, then, was

4Y¥ears of My Youth, p. 69.

My Literary Passions, pp. 44—45.
2/bid., pp. 49—50.

4/bid., pp. 58-59.
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“regularity, uniformity, exactness.” He did not think of litera-
ture as ‘““the expression of life,” and he could not imagine that
“it ought to be desultory, mutable and unfixed, even if at the
risk of some vagueness.”* Howells began his apprenticeship to
literature as a follower of Pope, whose “intelligence” the boy
felt to be the source of the regularity of his verse. Howells’ own
writing was formed by the great classical tradition, which he
knew and loved through Addison, Goldsmith, and Jane Austen,
as well as through Pope. To conceive of literature as the ex-
pression of life was possible to Howells only after an impassioned
reading of the French and Russian authors, Zola, Dostoevsky,
Turgenev, and especially Tolstoy, and after a long and varied
career in the journalistic world of Boston and New York.

Though Howells himself was never satisfied with the pastorals
he laboriously penned, his father was so proud of his son that
he took one of the poems to the editor of the Okio State Journal,
where it was published, to the confusion of the author, who was,
nevertheless, soon emboldened to offer another and another
contribution to the editor.%

4Jbid. My Literary Passions, p. §9.
4sHowells tells us that some of his verses had been printed in 1850. See
Years of My Youth, p.79. But his firstknown contribution to a newspaper
was the poem “Old Winter, loose thy hold on us,” published in the Okio
State Journal (March 23, 1852), when its author was just fifteen. Years of
My Youth, p. 74.
Old Winter, loose thy hold on us
And let the Spring come forth;
And take thy frost and ice and snow
Back to the frozen North.

The gentle, warm, and blooming Spring,
We thought had come at last;

And then, with all thy cold and woe,
Dost for a season past;—

The blackbird on his glossy wing,
Was soaring in the sky;
And pretty red breast robin, too,
Was caroling on high .
Signed V.MH.
This poem was reprmted in the Cincinnati Commercial and in a New York
paper. Years of My Youth, p. 74. In My Literary Passions, (p. 45),
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3- “The Village Limits”

But soon the legislature had adjourned and the father’s and
son’s engagement was over. The family now turned eagerly to
the new home the father had found for them in the Western
Reserve, where, he felt, his anti-slavery opinions* would agree
better with the Ohio New Englanders than with the Ohio
Virginians and Kentuckians among whom they had been living,.
In 1852 the elder Howells bought a share in the Ashtabula
Sentinel, the Freesoil newspaper of Ashtabula. Both William
Dean and Joseph had resolved to avoid forever any association
with a printing press, but now they joined their father gladly
because of the chance it held out to their father “at a time when
there seemed no other chance in the world for him.”¥ The
paper was published in Ashtabula, but it was soon transferred
some ten miles inland to Jefferson, where it long represented the
Freesoil views of the county. Here the two older Howells boys
worked on the paper with their father until the family was able
to buy the paper in 1854* and to establish a home.

Jefferson, the county seat of 400 inhabitants, welcomed the
Howellses to “its young gaieties,” to “parties, and sleigh rides,
and walks, and drives, and picnics, and dances.”# More impor-
Howells tells us: “One of my pieces, which fell so far short of my visionary
performances as to treat of the lowly and familiar theme of Spring, was the
first thing I ever had in print.” This statement seems to refer to the poem
above, printed in 1852, and to contradict the first statement cited in this
note from Years of My Youth. It would seem probable that Howells was
writing verses at thirteen but did not get them into print until 1852 when
he was fifteen years of age.

48A statement of the editorial policy of the Ashtabula Sentine! appeared
in the paper on January 8, 1853. It is quoted in full by Edwin Cady,
“William Dean Howells and the Ashtabula Sentinel” , Ohio Archaeological
and Historical Quarterly, LIII (Jan.-Mar., 1944), 40.

4 Years of My Youth, pp. 81, ns See “The Country Printer,” Impres~
sions and Experiences (:896),

4The Howells family owned and pubhshed the Ashtabula Sentinel for
more than forty years. Bound files may be found in the Ashtabula Public

Library, Ashtabula, Ohio.
9 My Literary Passions, p. 69.
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tant still, the little village introduced Howells to “a social
liberty and equality which [he] ... long hoped some day to
paint as a phase of American civilization worthy the most literal
fidelity of fiction.”® The tree-shaded streets of Jefferson, lined
on either side with comfortable nineteenth-century homes,
looked in Howells’ day—and indeed still do—more like those
of an established New England village than like the roads of a
frontier town. What Howells found in the hospitable homes
of Jefferson, and what he thought he found later in Cambridge,
became the utopian dream which he finally expressed in his picture
of Altruria, where the village is the economic and social unit and
where all who live there do the chores of the day and also enjoy
the pleasures of music and books and conversation, where “all
had enough and none too much.” Like the people of Altruria,
the men and women of the Western Reserve of the fifties were
farmers and dairymen. They were almost entirely New England
in origin, and though blunt in their manners, were open to new
ideas. Little money passed through their hands during the year,
and “every sort of farm produce was legal tender at the printing
office” of the Ashtabula Sentinel. Wood was always welcome in
exchange for the paper, for the winters along that northern
lake were cold and windy and the houses were almost “as flimsy
as tents.” Often the type in Howells’ case froze solid, and the
boy’s fingers became so stiff that he had to make frequent trips
between his table and the stove. He probably forgot the tem-
perature, however, as he set the type for his own stories, which
began to appear in the family paper in 1853.5

8 Years of My Youth, p. 81.

81/bid., 83. “A Tale of Love and Politics, Adventures of a Printer Boy,”
Ashtabula Sentinel, XXII (Sept. 1, 1853), 1. Unsigned: attribution made
through background and narrator. “The Journeyman’s Secret, Stray
Leaves from the Diary of a Journeyman Printer,” Ashtabula Sentinel,
XXII (Nov. 3, 1853), 1. Unsigned: attribution made through background
and approach. Howells’ contributions to the Ashtabula Sentinel were all
unsigned until May 20, 1858. Cady identifies “The Independent Candi-
date” as a story by Howells, which ran from November 23, 1854 to January
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These contributions were two short prose stories having to
do with the life of a boy printer. Already Howells was writing
stories in which he was personally closely concerned. In 1854
he published a poem in the Okio Farmer and in the Sentinel both
poems and stories, the latter again seeming to grow out of his
own background of Western and printing-house experience; the
following year he was sending poems off to the National Era
and the Ohio Farmer and translating Spanish stories for the
Sentinel and the Ohio State Journal. Having served his appren-
ticeship in the print shop, he was learning to combine poetry
and journalism.

Though William and Joseph shared the responsibility of the
paper with their father, their daily routine was pleasantly broken
by the numerous young visitors who came to the office, some to
help fold and address the papers, others to enjoy the general
excitement of a newspaper office. “The printing-office was the
center of civic and social interest; it was frequented by visitors
at all times, and on publication day it was a scene of gaiety that
looks a little incredible in retrospect. The place was as bare and
rude as a printing-office seems always to be: the walls were
splotched with ink and the floor littered with refuse newspapers;
but, lured by the novelty of the affair, and perhaps attracted by
a natural curiosity to see what manner of strange men the
printers were, the school-girls and young ladies of the village
flocked in and made it like a scene of comic opera, with their
pretty dresses and faces, their eager chatter and lively energy in
folding the papers and addressing them to the subscribers, while
our fellow-citizens of the place, like the bassos and barytones
and tenors of the chorus, stood about and looked on with faintly
sarcastic faces.”5?

These temperate, hard-working, anti-slavery Yankees were

11, 1855. “William Dean Howells and the Ashtabula Sentinel,” Ohio State
Arch. and Histor. Quar., LIII (Jan.-March, 1944), 45—51.

82Years of My Youth, pp. 84-85. See “The Country Printer,” Impres-
sions and Experiences, pp. 3—34.
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ardently political in their thinking, but their talk was not entirely
of politics. “When it was not mere banter, it was mostly lit-
erary,” Howells recalls in Years of My Youth,‘we disputed about
authors among ourselves and with the village wits who dropped
in, and liked to stand with their backs to our stove and challenge
opinions concerning Holmes and Poe, Irving and Macaulay,
Pope and Byron, Dickens and Shakespeare.”% ““Printers in the
old-time offices were always spouting Shakespeare more or
less,””® Howells tells us. Soon the boy had made friends with one
of the older men and, as they worked, the two recited speeches
from Hamlet, The Tempest, and Macbeth.%® They took their
Shakespeare “into the woods at the ends of the long summer
afternoons that remained to us when we had finished our work,
and on the shining Sundays of the warm, late spring, the early,
warm autumn, and we read it there on grassy slopes or heaps of
fallen leaves.”®

Howells grew to know all those in the village with special
interest in literature. He took long rambling walks with “a cer-
tain Englishman,” an organ mender, three times his age, and
talked with him of Dickens. His friend would snatch a volume
of Martin Chugglewit or Old Curiosity Shop out of his pocket,
and begin to read to him ““at the book-store, or the harness-shop,
or the law-office,”*” and on one Christmas eve, still referred to
by the old inhabitants of Jefferson, the Englishman read the
Christmas Carol in the Court House to people who came from
the countryside to hear him. Then there was the young poet
who was in charge of the books in the drug and book store and
who introduced Howells to De Quincey and to Thackeray; the
machinist in the shop below the printing office who “swam
vividly into [Howells’] ken, with a volume of Macaulay’s essays

88Years of My Youth, p. 89.

84 My Literary Passions, p. 71.

88/bid. See “The Country Printer,” Impressions and Experiences, 1896.

5 My Literary Passions, pp. 78-79.
§17bd, p. 102.
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in his hand, one day”;% the eccentric doctor who lent him the
works of Edgar Allan Poe; the young people in the comfortable
houses along the wide village streets with whom he read Tenny-
son and George Eliot. “Old and young, . . . [the villagers] read
and talked about books.”® Literature was so generally ac-
cepted as a real interest that the bookish young Howells was not
considered queer in his devotion to it.

Yet Howells’ extensive reading did, indeed, set him apart
from his family and his neighbors. For after the walks and
talks with his friends in the drugstore and the printing office, he
pored too late over his books “in the narrow little space which
I had for my study, under the stairs at home. There was a desk
pushed back against the wall, which the irregular ceiling sloped
down to meet behind it, and at my left was a window, which
gave a good light on the writing-leaf of my desk.”® This was
his work-shop for six or seven years. He was “fierce to shut
out” of his study the voices and faces of his family in “pursuit
of the end” which he “sought gropingly, blindly and with very
little hope but with an intense ambition, and a courage that gave
way under no burden, before no obstacles.”

During these years Howells, with a young printer friend,
Jim Williams,® then living with the family, attempted the study
of four languages, Latin, Greek, German, and Spanish, with
little help other than that which the boys could dig out of the
grammars and dictionaries that fell into their hands. Howells
read “right and left in every direction but chiefly in that of
poetry, criticism and fiction” in all of these languages. The be-
dazed boy would sometimes come from his study to meet a
silent question in his mother’s eye, for she was forbidden to ask

8/bid., p. 115.

8 Years of My Youth, p. 106.

%My Literary Passions, pp. 79-80.

#Jim Williams had an ambition to become a professor “in a Western
college,” which he realized before he was killed in the Civil War. Years of
My Youth, pp. 100-104.
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him what he had been doing. Looking back over his youthful
“literary passions” as an elderly man, Howells regretted the time
he had spent in that little study and wished he had seen “more of
the actual world, and had learned to know my brethren in it bet-
ter.”’®2 But the love of literature and the hope of doing some-
thing in it had become Howells’ “passion” to the exclusion of
all other interests.

Howells’ father was no longer able to guide the reading of his
son, who was blindly pushing on to a goal he himself did not
understand. Nor was he happy in the pursuit. “This was in a
season of great depression, when I began to feel in broken
health the effect of trying to burn my candle at both ends.” For
a while it seemed simple to come home after the work was over
at the press, and to work in his study until the family had gone
to bed, but his health and spirits flagged. As far as Howells
remembers, he was not fond of study, and only thought of it
as a means to an end, but what that end was he did not know.
“As far as my pleasure went,or my natural bent was concerned,
I would rather have been wandering through the woods with a
gun on my shoulder, or lying under a tree, or reading some
book that cost me no sort of effort. But there was much more
than my pleasure involved; there was a hope to fulfil, an aim to
achieve.” What this hope and this aim were, Howells could not
have said; the blind struggle, however, was the very center of his
life. “‘As I'look back at the endeavor of those days much of it
seems mere purblind groping, wilful and wandering.”® It ended,
at last, in a kind of breakdown, during which he could neither
sleep nor work. Having been bitten by a dog as a child, the boy
developed an unreasoning dread of hydrophobia, which caused
him months of suffering.%¢ He was forced to spend days in the

82 My Literary Passions, p. 80.

88 My Literary!Passions, pp. 88—90. Seealso Yearsof My Youth, pp.go—91.

s4Howells continued to suffer from what he called hypochondria through

his early twenties, after which we hear no more of this difficulty. *“For two
months,” he wrote to his brother Joseph on August 14, 1859, “my familiar
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fields and woods now, carrying a gun; actually he passed his
time picking blackberries, and reading the book in his pocket.

When Howells’ recovery was complete, a family council was
held to consider whether or not to send him to an academy in a
near-by town. But the boy’s labor was worth that of a journey-
man compositor, and his father decided that he could not be
spared. A Scotch farmer, having heard of this unusual son of
his neighbor offered, with several others, to send Howells to
Harvard, but again the father decided that the boy was needed
at home.® For a brief period Howells, in his restlessness, left
the printing office and read law with Senator Wade, who lived
on the same street with the Howells family. He tried Black-
stone for a month and then returned to the printing office as the
lesser of two evils, for after his day of work at the press he at
least could pursue his own studies.

The energy and determination of Joseph finally established
the family fortunes securely; all the notes on the printing office
and on the home were at last paid off, and Joseph and his father
became joint owners of the Ashtabula Sentinel. But security was
not purchased without self-denials of every sort. “I think we
denied ourselves too much,” said Howells in retrospect, though
he rejoiced that his hard-working mother at last had her home.
Perhaps it was during these difficult years that Howells made

devil, Hypochondria, had tormented me, so that I sometimes thought that
death would be a relief. Yesterday, I could bear it no longer, and went to
Dr. Smith, telling him my trouble, and receiving for answer that there was
nothing the matter with me.” Life in Letters, 1, 22. See also Years of My
Youth, pp. 91-93; 230-231.

ssHowells always missed “the stamp of the schools,” and urged his
family to provide a college education for the younger brother, John Butler
Howells: “Why not send Johnny to College, and let one Howells have the
stamp of the schools? I remember how I longed to go, and I lost much by
not going. You couldn’t afford it when I was seventeen. You can now
when Johnny is the same age.” Life in Letters, 1, 73. A$ an old man he
wrote, “While I live I must regret that want of instruction, and the disci-
pline which would have come with it—though Fortune ... bore me the
offer of professorships in three of our greatest universities.” Years of My
Youth, pp. 110-111,
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up his mind that he himself would not be so improvident as his
father. His awareness of money and his shrewdness in later
years in making his writing pay, in spite of all he said against a
money-making society, are understandable in the light of the
early struggles of his family for security.

In the winter of 1855-1856 the elder Howells went to Colum-
bus as one of the House clerks in the State Legislature, leaving
Joseph and William to manage the newspaper. But “the village
limits” were becoming burdensome to William at least, and not
entirely because Jefferson did not offer scope to his literary am-
bitions. William and his older sister Victoria spent many hours
in the evenings poring over illustrated magazines. Both of them
agreed that Jefferson was to be scorned, “because it did not
realize the impossible dreams of that great world of wealth, of
fashion, of haughtily and dazzlingly, blindingly brilliant society,
which we did not inconveniently consider we were altogether
unfit for,”% and both of them returned to Columbus with their
father when the legislature convened the following year, in
January, 1857.

4. The “Jeffersonian” in Columbus
Though the elder Howells held the clerkship, the younger

Howells was soon doing most of the work. William had been
contributing to his father’s paper since the age of thirteen;¥” now
as a young reporter of nineteen he was a fairly mature journalist
quite capable of supporting himself. He tells in My Literary
Passions the tale of his first independent steps in his writing
career, which was to continue for the next sixty-four years:

My father had got one of those legislative clerkships which
used to fall sometimes to deserving country editors when their
party was in power, and we together imagined and carried out
a scheme for corresponding with some city newspapers. We

86 Years of My Youth, p. 124.
67Jbid., p. 70. See note 51 on p. xxxiii of this Introduction.
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were to furnish a daily letter giving an account of the legislative
proceedings, which I was mainly to write up from material he
helped me to get together. The letters at once found favor with
the editors who agreed to take them, and my father then with-
drew from the work altogether, after telling them who was
doing it.%

The early months of the winter of 1857 passed “quickly and
happily” enough for the Howellses in Columbus, which was
then a town of 12,000 and as friendly as the village society they
had left behind. The reading went on late into the night here as
at home. Howells and his sister read Percy’s Religues that win-
ter and Shakespeare and Tennyson. Longfellow’s Hiawatha led
Howells to borrow an Icelandic grammar from the State Library
to pore over at night. During the day Howells sat at his own
desk on the floor of the Senate, “as good as any Senator’s,”®
and took the notes which he later turned into a “Letter from
Columbus,” over the signature ““Jeffersonian,” for the Cincin-
nati Gagette. His reports, in which he “spared no severity” in
his censure of senators he found “misguided,” met with such
favor that by the following April he was asked to be night editor
of the Cincinnati Gagetze.

Howells made the trip to Cincinnati, determined to learn the
job by trying himself out as a reporter. But one night’s round
of the police stations was enough to convince him that he was
not meant for the work. “My longing was for the cleanly re-
spectabilities.””? Looking back in 1916 at his too sensitive
twenty-year-old self, he observed, “I have often been sorry

88 My Literary Passions, pp. 160—161.

%Years of My Youth, p. 132.

"Howells wrote for the Cincinnati Gazette in 1857 under the pseudonym
“Jeffersonian,” which was borrowed from his father. The following year
he used his own pseudonym “Chispa,” which was, in turn, occasionally
borrowed by his father. Armsand Gibson are not able in every instance to
determine the authorship of the Lezter from Columbus. See A Bibliography
of William Dean Howells (New York, 1948), p. 7.

NYears of My Youth, p. 142.
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since, for it would have made known to me many phases of life
that I have always been ignorant of, but I did not know then
that life was supremely interesting and important. I fancied that
literature, that poetry was so; and it was humiliation and anguish
indescribable to think of myself torn from my high ideals by
labors like those of the reporter.””? The fact that Howells was
at the time, suffering from extreme loneliness, and that his
health, not fully restored after the breakdown of the previous
year, was now failing him again, may in part explain the with-
drawal of this literary youth from “real life.” In any case, the
bookish young Howells, with his blue and gold Tennyson in
his pocket, would not even consent to do the office work of the
department dealing with the daily happenings of an American
city. After a few weeks of “‘suffering and sufferance,” he turned
down a thousand dollars a year and returned to the printing
office in Jefferson, broken in health as well as in spirits.” The
initial bout between Howells, the poet, and Howells, the journa-
list, left the young man spent and discouraged.

Determined not to be a disappointment to himself and his
father, Howells soon returned to Columbus to report the 1858
legislative session not only for the Cincinnati Gagette, but also
for the Cleveland Herald. But he was suffering from rheumatic
fever now, and his father had to complete the correspondence
that year for him.” Howells, home again in Jefferson, resumed
the study of the German language, with the sole purpose of
reading the poetry of Heine, who had seized his fancy from

7?Howells further observed, “I think that if I had been wiser than I was
then I would have remained in the employ offered me, and learned in the
school of reality the many lessons of human nature which it could have
taught me. I did not remain, and perhaps I could not; it might have been
the necessity of my. morbid nerves to save themselves from abhorrent con-
tacts; in any case, I renounced the opportunity offered me by that university
of the streets and police-stations, with its faculty of patrolmen and ward
politicians and saloon-keepers.” Years of My Youth, p. 141.

"For a reflection of Howells’ state of mind during this period, see his

letter to his sister Victoria, Life in Letters, I, 13~15.
"My Literary Passions, pp. 177-178.
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the first line of his he had seen. Howells and an elderly Ger-
man bookbinder™ living in the village, used to meet in the even-
ings in the editorial room of the Ashtabula Sentinel, and with
several candles on the table between them, and Heine and a
dictionary before them, they worked until they were both ex-
hausted. What the police court of Cincinnati was unable to do
for Howells in relating literature to life, Heine seems to have ac-
complished. Howells tells us that, before reading Heine, he had
supposed “that the expression of literature must be different
from the expression of life; that it must be an attitude, a pose,
with something of state or at least of formality in it; ... But
Heine at once showed me that this ideal of literature was false;
that the life of literature was from the springs of the best com-
mon speech, and that the nearer it could be made to conform,
in voice, look and gait, to graceful, easy, picturesque and hu-
morous or impassioned talk, the better it was.”’ Itis to be noticed,
that Howells, the realist, learned to appreciate the commonplace
not directly from life itself, but from literature. Heine became
for the young writer a model to be copied; but before he was
able to take experience itself for his model, he had to follow the
advice of Lowell, who wrote to him of something he had been
writing, “You must sweat the Heine out of your bones as men
do mercury.” Lowell, Howells tells us, “would not be content
with less than the entire expulsion of the poison that had in its
good time saved my life.””

5. The Poet-Journalist

Though Howells was writing poetry during this summer in
imitation of Heine, and though his health was improving, the
situation was not cheerful for him, and he was glad enough to

75As Howells tells us in Years of My Youth, (p. 135) this old German
appears in A4 Hazard of New Fortunes as Lindau.

"My Literary Passions, pp. 171~172.

T1bid., pp. 172-173.
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escape again from the village in the fall™® when he was asked to
return to Columbus as news editor. His chief duty was that of
book reviewer and writer of literary notices for the QOkio State
Journal, now under a new management. Though Howells
wrote a column called “News and Humors of the Mail”, and
many reviews, translations and articles for his paper, he seems
to have had much time for his own reading and writing—and
also for the round of dances and suppers which now claimed
him. “All the young ladies were beautiful,”? Howells reports.
Charades and dancing, cards and talk about the latest novel
were enough for Howells, in those days when nothing seemed
more natural or more delightful than to discuss 4dam Bede
with the ladies with whom one danced the quadrille and
the lancers.

Just before Christmas, in 1859, Howells and his friend John
J. Piatt made their “first literary venture” together in Poems
of Two Friends® and four of Howells’ poems appeared in
Lowell’s Atlantic Monthly in 1860.8! It was a period of “high
literary exaltation” for the young poet, whose head was full of
such romantic conceits as “The Yellow Leaf in the Poet’s

8The memory of that unhappy period in Jefferson perhaps explains
Howells’ dread of returning there as a man. At a time when Howells
thought his father might need his help on the paper, he wrote to him from
Venice, offering to return to Jefferson in case of real need, and added, “At
the same time, I do not conceal from you that I have not yet in three years
shaken off my old morbid horror of going back to live in a place where I
have been so wretched. ... It cannot change so much but I shall always
hate it.”” Life in Letters, 1, 89. See Edwin H. Cady, “The Neuroticism of
William Dean Howells,” PMLA, LXI (1946), 229-238.

" Years of My Yout/;, p- 174.

80 My therar_y Pagssions, p. 191. See Rudolf and Clara Kirk, “Poems of
Two Friends,” Journal of the Rutgers University Library, IV (June, 1941),
33-44. Howells and Piatt remained friends throughout their lives. See the
unpublished letters of Howells to Piatt in the Rutgers University Library.
For Howells’ comment on Piatt after his death, see Harper's Magazine,
CXXXYV (July, 1917), 291-293.

81“Andenken” (January, 1860) ‘The Poet’s Friends” (February, 1860),
“Pleasure-Pain” (April, 1860), “Lost Beliefs” (April, 1860). ‘“‘Summer
Dead” appeared also in 186o, in Poets and Poetry of the West.
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Book,” and “The Letter with a Rose Leaf.”8? “I walked the
street of the friendly little city by day and by night with my
head so full of rhymes and poetic phrases that it seemed as if
their buzzing might have been heard several yards away; and I
do not yet see quite how I contrived to keep their music out of
my newspaper paragraphs.” Nor did he, in fact, quite succeed,
for to the amusement of the editor, Henry D. Cooke, he
frequently burst into verse in the paper. But the kindly editor
who gave Howells the freedom he needed,® also inspired him
with a passion for his work as a journalist. “I could find time for
poetry only in my brief noonings, and at night after the last
proofs had gone to the composing room, or I had come home
from the theater or from an evening party, but the long day was
along delight to me over my desk in the room next my senior.”%¢
The two winters that Howells spent in Columbus, from 1857
to 1860, were, he afterwards said, *“the heyday of life” for him—
perhaps because, while he was supporting himself by his journal-
ism, he was also finding time to write the poems which were
filling his head. It was at this time that Moncure D. Conway,
editor of the short-lived Dial, introduced Howells to the Rev.
O. B. Frothingham, with the following remark, “W. D.
Howells, a poet if God ever made one. You will find him skill-

8A sense of the “high literary exaltation” experienced by Howells at
this time may be derived from a long letter from Howells to Piatt, written
on September 10, 185? which is in the Rutgers University Library. In
this letter Howells tells his friend that he has been reading widely and
refers gayly to Tennyson, Heine, Montaigne, de Quincey, Thackeray,
and George Eliot, all in a sentence. He has also, he adds, been doing
a great deal of scribbling; he has, in fact, had a poem accepted by the
Atlantic. Published in Chicago Midland, 11 (June, 1909), 9-13

8 My Literary Passions, pp. 191~192. The editor let Howells publish
what he pleased, until Howells described a murder done by an injured
husband. Then Cooke turned on the young reporter with words which he
never forgot. “Never, never write anything you would be ashamed to read
to a woman.” Howells adds, he “made me lastingly ashamed of what I
had done, and fearful of ever doing the like again, even in writing fiction.”
Years of My Youth, p. 145.

8 Years of My Youth, p. 152. For a description of how Howells spent his
time, see “Journal to Vic,” Life in Letters, 1, 18—20.
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ful in German studies and alive to all that is about. He was tke
poet of the Dial as you were its theologian.”8

But much as Howells enjoyed his work on the Okio State
Journal, much as he appreciated the sociable life in “the amiable
little town” of Columbus, a restless urge kept him tirelessly
writing and reading and studying, hoping finally to escape from
journalism altogether. In 1860 he published a campaign life of
Lincoln,® and with the money advanced to him on this book he
made his famous pilgrimage to New England. He belonged to
the larger world, but whether as a newspaper man or poet, he
himself could not venture to guess. Though he earned his liv-
ing as news editor of the Okio State Journal, he was, as he said,
“always trying to make my writing literature;’® his interests in
the political events of the day were, in fact, “mainly literary,”
and his heart was more in the poems which he was sending off to
the Saturday Press and The Atlantic Monzhly. “What I wished
to do always and evermore was to think and dream and talk
literature, and literature only, whether in its form of prose or of
verse, in fiction, or poetry, or criticism.”# “If there was anyone

85Undated manuscript letter in the Houghton Library, Harvard. The
Dial appeared in Jan.-Dec., 1860.

88Follett, Foster, and Company commissioned Howells to write The
Life of Lincoln. Howells’ industry at this time might well have been caused
by the fact that the Journa/, then on an insecure financial basis, had been
unable to pay him more than two-thirds of his salary for 1856-1860. See
Lifein Letters, 1, 25, and Years of My Youth, p. 198. When Howells gave
up his job in 1860, he was employed for a while by Follett, Foster, and
Company as their reader. Howells was at that time too shy to interview
Lincoln personally; in his place a young law student, James Quay Howard,
went to Springfield and gathered material later used by Howells. Life in
Letters, 1, 36-37. Once Howells was launched on the Life, it ceased to ap-
pear to him a mere publisher’s job, for he felt “the charm of the material”
relating to Lincoln’s early life. Furthermore, Howells, like Lincoln, was a
member of the new Republican Party and opposed to the Mexican War
and to slavery. See the facsimile edition of the book, issued in 1938 by the
Abraham Lincoln Association, Springfield, Illinois. Abraham Lincoln’s
marginal corrections are reproduced.

8 Years of My Youth, p. 159. The John Brown episode at Harpers Ferry
in 1859 moved Howells to write “Old Brown.” See Life in Letters, I, 26.

8Years of My Youth, p. 163.
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in the world who had his being more wholly in literature than
I had in 1860, I am sure I should not have known where to
find him,” Howells wrote at this time. “I had been for three
years a writer of news paragraphs, book notices, and political
leaders on a daily paper in an inland city, and I do not know that
my life differed outwardly from that of any other young journal-
ist . .. But inwardly it was altogether different with me. In-
wardly I was a poet, with no wish to be anything else, unless in
a moment of careless affluence I might so far forget myself as to
be a novelist.”’®

By trade a journalist, by inclination a poet, Howells turned
toward the East to become one of the greatest novelists this
country has produced. He carried with him a tradition of liberal
thought, inherited from his Quaker ancestors, a democratic out-
look, learned from the Western Reserve of his day, and a passion
for the “literary,” nourished by the best of five European cul-
tures. More immediately useful than any of these was his practical
knowledge of printing and journalism, by means of which Howells
was to gain a foothold in the literary world of Boston and New
York. His power as a novelist was to develop more slowly.

ITI. JOURNALIST TO NOVELIST

“He was a journalist before he let it be known that he was an author.”

From 1860, when Howells made his literary pilgrimage to
Boston, to 1881, when he gave up the editorship of The Atlantic
Monthly in order to devote himself more entirely to his writing,
Howells changed from the young reporter from the West, who
thought of himself as a poet, to the mature novelist, with a series
of successful novels to his credit. The school through which
Howells passed was that of journalism, and the education he re-
ceived is outlined in his own novel, The World of Chance (1893).

Like the youthful Howells, the hero of this novel, Percy

8 Literary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 1.
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Bysshe Shelley Ray, arrived from the West with a manuscript
under his arm and an ardent wish to mingle in the literary circles
of the East. Howells describes himself when he pictures Ray’s
“neat, slight, rather undersized person; his regular face, with its
dark eyes and marked brows; his straight fine nose and pleasant
mouth; his sprouting black moustache, and hisbrown tint, flecked
with a few browner freckles.”¥® Both of these young men nursed
a secret hope that they might prove to be authors; meanwhile
they knew that they could, with proper care, tide themselves over
for a few weeks until their newsletters home to their local papers
should bring them an income. Ray, like Howells, “meant to
let it be known that he was a journalist before he let it be known
that he was an author.”!

When Howells tells us that young Ray “was fond of adven-
ture and hungry for experience, but he wished all his adventures
to be respectable,”¥? we do not have to be told that he is speaking
ironically of himself, for “the two strains of prudence and of
poetry were strongly blended”’® in both young men. Ray’s
ideas of novel writing are romantic and conventional; they are
fully expressed in 4 Modern Romeo, which, to the publishers
to whom he tries to sell it, he describes as “a love story with a
psychological interest.” Into the poetic atmosphere of Ray’s
love story very little realism is infused. Nor is Ray able at first to
understand, or indeed quite to see, the daily life of New York.
When Ray heard the tragic story of a man in the room next to
his in the cheap hotel where he is staying, “he felt sorry for the
unhappy man shut in there; but he perceived no special sig-
nificance in what he had overheard.””®* But the weekly letter
home to the Midland Echo taught Ray, as it did Howells, to
sieze these sudden glimpses into “real life” and to make use of

9The World of Chance, p. 14.

1/bid, pp. 30=31.

92/bid., p. 93.

3/bid., p. 27.
M/bid., p. 23.
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them for newspaper copy. Ray is shocked when he sees a young
thief caught and handcuffed on Broadway, until he considers
what good use he can make of the episode in his newsletter.

The intrusion of such a brutal fact of life into the tragic at-
mosphere of his revery made the young poet a little sick, but
the young journalist avidly seized upon it. The poet would not
have dreamed of using such an incident, but the journalist saw
how well it would work into the scheme of that first letter he
was writing home to the Ecko.%

The actual experiences which, as a newspaper man, Howells
was forced to face transformed the dreamy literary youth from
Ohio into the defender of realism in the novel, who was able to
illustrate his theory by a series of novels which reflect the social
scene of this country more adequately than any novels before
his time. How these twenty years of varied and successful news-
paper work educated Howells and prepared him for his great
decade of novel writing, which began in 1882 with 4 Modern
Instance, becomes clear if one traces his journalistic career
through the Atlantic Monthly period, noticing at the same time
the evolution of his early novels as they appeared from 1872 to
1881 in the pages of the Atlantic. It is to be observed that
Howells did not produce his first essay toward a novel, Their
Wedding Journey, until he had completed twelve years as a ma-
ture journalist, and, further, that he did not make use of the
newspaper world at all in his novels until after he had resigned
from the Arlantic and digested his experiences. Then, through
a series of characters, the most notable of whom are Bartley
Hubbard (4 Modern Instance), Maxwell Brice (The Quality of
Mercy and The Story of a Play), and Percy Bysshe Shelley
Ray, Howells’ attitude toward journalism becomes abun-
dantly clear.®® It is essentially that of Ray, who never fully

98 /bid., p. 35.

9In Years of My Youth Howells tries to express the relationship at that
time between Howells, the journalist, and Howells, the author. “Journal-
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accepted the newspaper work by which he earned a living until
he won recognition as a novelist. The superior journalists, such
as Maxwell Brice, found that their writing was too good to be
altogether acceptable to their editors, who preferred the aggres-
sive vulgarity of the Pinneys and the Fulkersons. Bartley Hub-
bard, with his flair for the feature story no matter how he got it,
reflected the unethical methods of the newspaper world in which
Howells did not feel at home, though it was this very world of
newspaper men which had contributed so much to the education
of the ambitious young reporter from Columbus.

2. Pilgrimage to Boston

Resolved to devote his entire life to the highest and best in
literature, Howells set out in July, 1860, on a trip to Boston and
Cambridge to seek out those whom he regarded as the literary
leaders of his day. Though this trip was paid for by the money
his publishers advanced him on his Life of Lincoln,’” he had plan-
ned before he left home to increase his increment by writing up
his contacts with the literary men he was to meet. Moreover, in
order to supplement his funds, this thrifty young poet wrote a
series of articles as he travelled along on his journey, “En Pas-
sant” for the Ohio State Journal and “Glimpses of Summer
Travel” for the Cincinnati Gagette.®® The publishers of the

ism was not my ideal, but it was my passion, and I was passionately a
journalist well after I began author. I tried to make my newspaper work
literary, to give it form and distinction, and it seems to me that I did not
always try in vain, but I had also the instinct of actuality, of trying to make
my poetry speak for its time and place.” p. 178.

% Years of My Youth, p. 207. For a description of the same transaction,
see The Niagara Book (Buffalo, 1893), pp. 1—2. In this account of the
episode, Howells raises the amount of money advanced to him by the
publishers of his Life of Lincoln.

9[n the year 1860 Howells was achieving considerable success both as
poet and journalist. Not only had Poems of Two Friends appeared, but
in January came his first poem in the Atlantic, followed by others in this
same year, and-as the year advanced his poems and articles appeared in
Moncure D. Conway’s Dial and the Ohio Farmer, as well as in his own
OQhio State Journaland Ashtabula Sentinel. A number of poems and reviews
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Life of Lincoln, in fact, made an arrangement whereby Howells
was to visit a number of manufacturing establishments and des-
cribe the wonders of American industry. This assignment was
never really completed, for, in spite of his years of experience as
a reporter, Howells was too shy at that time to interview people,
least of all manufacturers.”

Though Howells was unable to meet the managers of fac-
tories, he seems to have been undaunted by the great literary
figures of his day. When he reached Cambridge he first sought
out Lowell, with whom he had corresponded in his capacity as
editor of the Atlantic, and “found him at last in a little study at
the rear of a pleasant, old-fashioned house near the Delta.”’100
Their meeting was a memorably happy one, for as Howells
revered the older Lowell as the most gifted American man
of letters of the day, so Lowell saw in Howells a young peer.
At once the editor of the Atlantic set about to introduce his
new friend to the literary circle of Cambridge, Boston, and
Concord. To Hawthorne he wrote of “the young man who
brings this,’"101

were published in the New York Saturday Press, and one poem in Echoes
of Harper's Ferry.

9%The managers of the factories which he entered were far from friendly,
for they suspected Howells of trying to pry into their secrets. “I could not
tell the managers that I was both morally and mentally incapable of this,”
he writes, “that they might have explained and demonstrated the proper-
ties and functions of their most recondite machinery, and upon examination
afterwards found me guiltless of having anything but a few verses of
Heine or Tennyson or Longfellow in my head.” Literary Friends and
Acquaintance, p. 19. However, when A4 Traveler from Altruria appeared in
The Cosmopolitan, (Nov. 1892-Oct. 1893) we note that the Altrurian finds
in the shoe industry one of his best examples of cheap and tawdry pro-
duction. The Cosmopolitan, XV (Oct. 1893), G40.

10 terary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 23. In 1871, when Howells was
editor of The Atlantic Monthly, he was asked by “Mr. Carter” “to write of
Mr. Lowell.” With characteristic delicacy he refused, saying that Provi-
dence had protected him from ever writing personally of his literary
friends. Unpublished letter of Howells to ‘“‘Mr. Carter,” Boston, Decem-
ber 30, 1871. The Berg Collection, New York Public Library.

101 etters of James Russell Lowell, ed. by Charles Eliot Norton,
(New York, 1894), I, 305—306.
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His name is Howells, and he is a fine young fellow, and has

written several poems in the Atlantic, which of course you have

never read, because you don’t do such things yourself, and are

old enough to know better . . . If my judgment is good for any-

thing, this youth has more in him than any of our younger

fellows in the way of rhyme. . . let him look at you and charge it
To yours always,

J- R. Lowell

When he reached home, Howells wrote to Lowell that he “‘came
nearer” to Hawthorne than he “at first believed possible.” In-
deed the inmate of the Old Manse seems to have warmed to
Howells; at least he passed him on to Emerson with the note on
the back of his card, “I find this young man worthy.”’102

But the great thing that Lowell did for Howells was to invite
him to dinner at the Parker House.'®® James T. Fields and Dr.
Holmes, the other guests, were evidently as pleased with the
young Westerner as he was with the older men whom he so
revered, for the party lasted four hours. As the Autocrat looked
around the table, at their host, the first editor of the Atlantic,
and Fields, its publisher and soon to become the second editor,
and at the eager Howells, who was in the course of years to be
the third editor, he leaned forward and said to Lowell, “Well,
James, this is something like the apostolic succession; this is the
laying on of hands.”'* We are not told more of the conversa-
tion, but we know that Dr. Holmes invited Howells to tea, and
that James T. Fields, the editor of the Adantic immediately
after Lowell, invited him to his home for breakfast.1%

102 Life in Letters, I, 30.

13Howells never forgot this occasion. Five years later, in a letter to
Lowell, he refers to the “cordial and flattering reception you both [Lowell
and Holmes] gave a certain raw youngster who visited you in Boston five
years ago—you old ones who might have put me off with a little chilly
patronage.” Life in Letters, I, 84.

104 Literary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 37. See also Life in Letters, I,
28-29.

wsHowells did not hesitate to further his own cause. A few days after
this meeting with Fields, he tells us, “I thought jt a favorable moment to
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If Howells found in the Atlantic group the type of literary
men with whom he wished to be associated, when he continued
his trip to New York and visited the office of the Saturday Press
he discovered in Henry Clapp, Jr., and those connected with the
Press precisely the sort of men of letters whom he most detested.
As an ambitious young reporter in Columbus, he had looked
upon the Press, for which he had written poems, sketches, and
criticism,!% as ““the wittiest and sauciest paper in this country,”1%7
and many years later he wrote, “It is not too much to say that it
was very nearly as well for one to be accepted by the Press as to
be accepted by the Atlantic, and for the time there was no other
literary comparison.”® Howells tells us that he approached its
office “with much the same sort of feeling” that he had on going
to the office of the Atlantic in Boston, but he went away with “a
very different feeling.”1® Clapp, who had lived in Paris for a
time, was the center of a Bohemian group which smoked and
drank beer at Pfaff’s Restaurant at 647 Broadway. He must
have enjoyed embarrassing the diffident Ohioan by his banter.
When Clapp learned that Howells had met Hawthorne on his
trip to Concord, he asked him how they got on together. The
youth tried, somewhat hesitantly, to explain that both of them

propose myself as the assistant editor of the Atlantic Monthly, which I had
the belief I could very well become, with advantage to myself if not to the
magazine.” Fields laughed, asked him how old he was, and said he would
have given him the position had it not been filled. Literary Friends and
Acquaintance, pp. 65—66. Fields offered the position to Howells several
years later, and Howells gladly accepted. Meanwhile, he recognized
Howells’ journalistic capacity at that time and tried to secure for the
young man a position with the New York Evening Post. The kindly ef-
fort failed, for, as Howells wrote to Fields on his return to Ohio, the editor
“objected to my youth, and rather deferred the decision.” Life in
Letters, I, 29.

108 Lizerary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 2.

10hio State Journal, April 20, 1859. Forty-six years later, Howells, as
editor of the “Easy Chair” of Harper’s Magagtine, picked up an issue of the
New York Saturday Press of 1860, and wrote an “Easy Chair” editorial
about it. His views remained unchanged. Harper’s, CXII (March, 1906),
631.

31°°Literary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 70.
19/bid., p. 71
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were shy; whereupon “the king of Bohemia” broke in upon him
with, “Oh, a couple of shysters!”11 Howells was thoroughly
abashed.

A result of this visit, probably unnoticed by Clapp, was that
Howells never again wrote for the Press, though he did in the
following autumn express regretat the demise of that paper. For,
in spite of the superficial Bohemianism carefully cultivated by
Clapp and his group, a number of the most talented writers of
the generation, including James, Clemens, and Whitman, were
contributors to this enterprising periodical.!! But Howells,
at this time, met only Walt Whitman, though many of the
others later became his friends. According to William Winter,
Howells, “a respectable youth in black raiment,” made quite as
poor an impression on those he did meet as they made on him.
“They thought him a prig.”112

Howells returned to Columbus determined to prepare himself
for the best that the future might hold for him, to persevere in
his pursuit of the literary ideals of Boston, rather than those of
New York, and, to these ends, to keep himself “in cotton.” “In
fact,” he wrote forty years later,

it can do no harm at this distance of time to confess that it
seemed to me then, and for a good while afterwards, that a per-
son who had seen the men and had the things said before him
that I had in Boston, could not keep himself too carefully in
cotton; and this is what I did all the following winter, though
of course it was a secret between me and me. I dare say it was
not the worst thing I could have done, in some respects.”!

10/4d., p. 71.

m/bd., p. 74

112William Winter, O/d Friends (1909), pp. 89~92. Lowell looked upon
Howells as a promising poet at that time. See two letters to Howells
written in 1860, in which Lowell gives the younger poet advice. “Read
what will make you think, not dream,” he writes, “hold yourself dear, and
more power to your elbow! God bless you.” The Lezters of James Russell
Lowell, 2 vols. (New York, 1894), I, 305.

‘“Lttemry Friends and Acguamtancc, p. 76.
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Back in Columbus in the difficult winter of 186061, while he
sought out the next turn in his fortunes, Howells continued to
write for the Okio State Journal, for which he conducted one of
his favorite “Literary Gossip” columns,!* and to send off poems
to the Atlantic,''® not all of which were accepted.!’® But now
there began to show “shadows in the picture otherwise too
bright.”1"  In November, 1860, Lincoln was elected to the
Presidency; in December, South Carolina seceded from the
Union; in April, war broke out. “The country was drawing
nearer and nearer the abyss where it plunged so soon.”118
Howells, like the other young journalists of his circle, did not
think that the Union would be dissolved, or, if it should be, that
that was the worst thing that could happen.’® In a round of
social gaieties, neither Howells nor his friends were interested
in war. Howells’ mood is partly accounted for by the fact that
he met his future wife, Elinor G. Mead, at this time. “In that
gayest time when we met it did not seem as if there could be an
end of time for us, or any time less radiant.” “Very likely those
dances lasted through the winter, but I cannot be sure; I can only

114For a reflection of Howells’ state of discouragement about his job at
this time, see his letter to his mother, May s, 1861. Life in Letters, 1, 34.

150n April 4, 1860, Howells wrote gaily to ‘Thomas Fullerton, a youth-
ful fellow poet, about his poem in the April At/antic which he hoped was
creating a stir in Peoria. Unpublished letter in the Berg Collection, New
York Public Library.

116See an unpublished letter to James T. Fields, editor of the Atlantic, in
the Huntington Library, dated September 29, 1861, in which Howells
regrets that his poem “Bereft” is rejected, and wonders whether he will
dare to submit poems to the Atlantic again.

17 Years of My Youth, p. 169.

181pid., p. 226. -

19See “Letter from Columbus” (Cincinnati Gagette, Jan.~Apr., 1857;
Jan.—Apr., 1848); “News and Humors of the Mails” (Ohio State Journal,
Nov., 1858-Feb., 1860). In these columns Howells frequently expressed
his anti-slavery sentiments. In 1861, Howells wrote a series of letters for
the New York World, with the title “From Obhio,” describing the war
activities in that state (New York World, 1, p. 3, Apr. 22, 1861; p. 4, May
21, 1861; p. 6, May 15, 1861; p. 8, July 17, 1861. William M. Gibson,
“Materials and Form in Howells’s First Novels.” 4merican Literature, XIX
(1947), 158-166.
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be sure that they summed up the raptures of the time, which was
the most memorable of my whole life; for now I mether who was
to be my wife.”120

As spring advanced the finances of the Ohio State Journal be-
came less and less secure. By May, Howells wrote home to his
mother, “I was in extremely low spirits about money matters
and about what I was to do in the future .. .Cooke owes me
something over two hundred dollars, and I have had doubts
whether I shall be able to get the money.”!?t A plan to tour the
Western cities and write them up for the Atlantic had to be can-
celled for “want of means.”'?* Casting about for some way of
escape from his difficulties, it occured to Howells that, as the
author of a life of Lincoln, he was a candidate for some kind of
political reward. His mastery of German gave him hope for a
consulship in Munich, but, after a long wait, he finally received
one in Rome. Since this position paid only in fees, he soon ex-
changed it for a more lucrative post in Venice.1® Howells sailed
for Italy, as consul to Venice, in November, 1861,1% where he
stayed for the duration of the Civil War, glad to escape from
the necessity of participating in a war for which he had no en-
thusiasm.12 “If I hoped to serve my country there,” he wrote

120Vears of My Youth, p. 225. For a further account of the meeting
of Howells and Elinor Mead, sec Life in Letters, I, 24; 11, 333. For an
account of the family of Miss Mead and a brief analysis of her character,
see ibid., I, 10-12.

217 fe in Letters, 1, 34.

122/pid., p. 35.

23Howells earned $1,500 a year while in Venice. The salary was raised
from $750 to $1,500 for the duration of the'Civil War. Life in Letters, 1, 58.
Inanlunpublished letter to John Piatt written from Venice on February 15,
1865, Howells writes, “I suppose you understand that the salary at Venice
falls to $750 as soon as peace is made.” In the possession of Cecil Piatt.

124For an account of Howells’ entrance into Venice, see Life in Letters,
I, 43—44.
25Unpublished letter to John Piatt, dated August 4, 1861: “Aren’t you
sorry the Atlantic goes so gun-powerfully into the war? It’s patriotic;
but do we not.get enough [blot] in the newspapers? I would rather have
the honey of Attic bees.” See also an unpublished letter of Howells to
Holmes, dated May 22, 1861, in which Howells asks Holmes whether he
has enlisted in the army, as he has heard. As for himself, Howells writes,
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quite frankly, “and sweep the Confederate cruisers from the
Adriatic, I am afraid my prime intent was to add to her literature
and to my own credit.”’1%

2. Consul in Venice

Since the duties of a consul at Venice in the eighteen-sixties
were not onerous, Howells may have counted on having a good
deal of time for writing, but for the first year and more he
published only three installments of a “Letter from Europe” in
the Okio State Journal, and one poem. Perhaps the loneliness of
his first year in Venice,!®” which he sought to counteract by wide
reading,'® and plans for his approaching marriage,'?® made writ-
ing impossible. By the winter of 1863, however, probably in
part impelled by the need of money to support the new house-
hold installed in an apartment on the Grand Canal, he began to
write letters to the Boston Advertiser. This venture turned out
to be very important in the life of the young journalist-novelist,
for it was to lead to a timely recognition of his extraordinary
powers as a writer of travel books, which in turn was to bring
him to his particular type of realistic fiction. In My Literary
Passions, Howells tells us that this first stay in romantic Venice
changed the whole course of his literary life and turned him into
a realist.’® Since Venice was at that time occupied by the

he has been contemplating joining a local troop with his friends; but then
the weather is too hot for drilling, and, moreover, since he has become a
thinker he is no longer so interested in deeds of valor. The Houghton
Library, Harvard.

126 My Literary Passions, (New York, 1891) p. 195.

2 For an account of Howells’ first winter in Venice, see Life in Letters,
1, 47-50; 53~54; 58-59

128]n 1887 Howells pubhshed Modern Italian Poets. In his introduction
he wrote: *“This book has grown out of studies begun twenty years ago in
Italy, and continued fitfully, as I found the mood and time for them long
after their original circumstance had become a pleasant memory.” P. 1.

1Howells and Elinor Mead were married in Paris, on December 24,
1862. See Life in Letters, I, 61-62.

130““My literary life, almost without my willing it, had taken the course
of critical observance of books and men in their actuality.” My Literary
Passions, p. 206, See also Venetian Life, p. 94.
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Austrians, and the United States was in the midst of war, there
were no parties to attend and few visitors to entertain.!®! Howells
and Elinor had plenty of time to walk by the side of the canals
and to linger on Saint Mark’s Square, she with her sketch-book
and paints, and he with his note-book.!32 They had time, too,
to read and profit by the plays of Goldoni, who, though a writer
of the eighteenth century, seemed to Howells to present a more
realistic picture of Venice than any later writer.133

Although Penetian Life, the outcome of these pleasant strolls,
was supposedly the work of a “foreign correspondent,” the
sketches had little or nothing to do with politics and nearly all
were concerned with the comings and goings of daily life. “I
was studying manners, in the elder sense of the word, wherever
I could get at them in the frank life of the people about me,”13
he writes, not realizing, as we do in re-reading this early book,
that his feeling for Venice was that of a novelist rather than that
of a journalist.

I was resolved in writing this book to tell what I had found most
books of travel very slow to tell, —as much as possible of the
everyday life of a people whose habits are so different from our
own; endeavoring to develop a just notion of their character, not
only from the show-traits which strangers are most likely to see,
but also from experience of such things as strangers are most
likely to miss.3

It is the novelist, rather than the journalist, who delights ““in the

B1Life in Letters, I, 12. Visitors were a welcome relief. Moncure D.
Conway, Charles Hale, Henry Ward Beecher, and John Motley all came
and sat for a while in the Howells’ parlor. In an unpublished letter to
Moncure D. Conway, written from Venice on January 26, 1864, Howells
describes very charmingly the Howells’ Saturday evenings at home, when
friends dropped in for conversation and cards and Elinor served coffee and
cakes. Berg Collection, New York Public Library.

132 have bought Elinor a sketch-book and she proposes to unite
sketching with boating.” Life in Letters, p. 66. I “keep a journal from
which I hope to make a book about Venice.” Ibid., p. 57.

83 My Literary Passions, p. 207, ff.

Bifbid., p. 206.

186V enetian Life, p. 94.
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intricacies of the narrowest, crookedest, and most inconsequent
little streets in the world,”1% and who often pauses in these streets
to observe the “young girls steal to their balconies, and linger
there for hours, subtly conscious of the young men sauntering
to and fro, and looking up at them from beneath.”'3" It is the
future writer of realistic novels, moreover, who notes the cold
winter, the frugal meals, and the thieving servants, facts as im-
portant for the notebook of the novelist as are the lovers and
the gondolas.

Howells’ first thought as he planned this series of articles on
Italy was of publication in the Atlantic, but, curiously enough,
his efforts were rejected. “The editors refused them as they
refused everything else in prose or verse I sent them,”1® he
wrote in distress to Lowell. If the most literary magazine in the
country would not take his articles, he could at least turn to the
newspapers; he remembered a “half promise” he had made to
Charles Hale to write for the Boston Daily Advertiser,)® and
on March 27, 1863, the first installment of more than thirty
“Letters from Venice” made its appearance in this paper.
He was disappointed by his failure to find a better outlet for
his Italian sketches than a newspaper, but Lowell praised
them, and others assured him they were being widely read.10
Thus encouraged, Howells conceived the idea of collecting
all of the articles in a volume. But, as an ambitious young
man who knew what it was to have material rejected, he could
not afford to publish an unsuccessful book. “The truth is I
have worked under great discouragement since I've been in
Venice,” he wrote to Lowell, in the summer of 1864, “I've got
to that point in life where I cannot afford to fail any more.”

B87bid., p. 32.

187/bid., p. 63.

18] ife in Letters, 1, 85.

189/bid., p. 77.
Mo/bid., p. 84-85.
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He shrewdly planned, therefore, to have the book published
abroad, for “a first appearance in England will brighten my
prospects in America,” 14

Meanwhile, Howells was restless to return to the United
States, for he had “seen enough of uncountreyed Americans in
Europe” to disgust him “with voluntary exile, and its effects
upon character.”¥2 He was, moreover, trying to become a
writer, and his lack of success in achieving recognition even as a
journalist was exceedingly vexing. “The Novel is not written;
the Great Poem is hardly dreamed of,” he wrote to Stedman4
in August, 1863; and to Piatt:14

I am not myself so lucky as some men I know, and am at the
throatcutting level most of the time. If any one, in the fall of
1861 had predicted that I should have advanced no farther than
I have by 1865, I would have laughed that prophetic ass to
scorn. And yet, here I am.

In July, 1865, Howells secured a leave of absence from his
post® and set out for the United States, journeying home by

U17pid.. p. 85. Many letters, written at this time, in the unpublished
correspondence between Howells and Moncure D. Conway attest Con-
way'’s efforts to find a publisher for Howells’ poems in London. Though
Browning read the poems and praised them, they were finally returned to
Howells. This experience seems to have made Howells turn from poetry
writing. A further spur to Howells’ determination to establish himself
was the birth of his first child, Winifred, on December 17, 1863. The
Houghton Library, Harvard.

142/ ife in Letters, I, p. 85.

W[hd., p. 70.

4] etter to John Piatt, owned by Cecil Piatt.

1sBefore quitting Italy, Howells and his wife took several weeks’ vaca-
tion, visiting Rome, Naples, Genoa, Mantua, and other cities, leaving
Mrs. Howells’ brother, Larkin D. Mead, as Vice-consul in Howells’
absence. This trip formed the basis of Howells’ second book of travels,
Italian Journeys (1867). Life in Letters, I, 1315 192. In an unpublished
letter to John Piatt, written from Venice, February 15, 1865, in the
possession of Cecil Piatt, Howell writes, “You know we have been
recently to Rome and Naples. The ruins and things are much better as
you suppose them to be, than as you find them. On the whole, I was dis-
appointed with' Rome; but so I was with Niagara. Pompeii is the only
town worth seeing.”
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way of England, where he made tentative arrangements for his
book, Penetian Life, to be published.18 This volume, which
appeared in 1866, consisted of the papers from the Daily Adver-
tiser. Some of the essays were inserted with little change and
others with alterations, some were omitted entirely, and a
few new chapters were added—little enough showing for a
young man of soaring literary ambitions. He could not have
realized that he carried away with him from Italy the material
for half a dozen novels, and, what was still more important,
the habit of noting down the daily happenings on Italian
streets.

3. Journalist, Novelist, or Poet?

‘When Howells first returned to New York, after an absence of
nearly four years, he at once sought journalistic employment.
“Few men live by making books, and I must look to some posi-
tion as editor to assist me in my career.”'¥” No matter what he
might write in the future, he must earn his living by journalism
if he wished to make a home for his wife and little daughter, who
had, for the present, gone to Brattleboro, Vermont, to stay with
Mrs. Howells’ parents. His letters for the Daily Advertiser and
“Recent Italian Comedy,” which he had contributed to the
North American Review8, gave him the introduction which he
needed, and we soon find him writing for several New York

usFor plans for the publication of the book, see Life in Letters, I, 84;
95-98. For an account of the reception of the book, see Life in Letters
I, x13-1145 1155 153,

W1 Life in Letters, I, 9o. Howells was at this time disturbed by the news
of the death of his younger brother John, the illness of his brother Sam,
and Joseph’s enlistment in the Union Army. He assured his father that he
would return to Jefferson to take Joseph’s place on the Ashtabula Sentinel
if necessary, but added that his aim was literary, and that he “must seek
[his] fortune at the great literary centres.” Jbid. An unpublished letter in
the Huntington Library to J. T. Fields, editor of the Atlantic, indicates
that Howells was disappointed by the reception of poems sent to the
Atlantic at that time. Tﬂe letter is written from New Yark City, and is
dated September 18, 1865.

M8T he North Amerxcan Review, XCIX (Oct., 1864), 304—401.
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papers, including the Zimes and the Tribune. The Round Table
seemed for a while interested in giving him a position, but the
hope evaporated.¥® Meantime, he wrote a number of articles for
this paper, including a review of Walt Whitman’s Drum Taps,
which his poetic nature enjoyed so much and his critical training
forced him to condemn.’® Such work was scattering, however;
if he must earn his living as a journalist, he wished at least to
secure a more permanent position, and one which would make
wider use of his talents. The chance was soon to come. Begin-
ning October 5, 1865, Howells made his first contribution to the
Nation, newly established by E. L. Godkin. By the 27th of that
month, he was able to write his wife that when he took Godkin
a review of a new play, the editor had said, “How would you
like to write exclusively for the Nation, and what will you take
to do it?” Howells named $50 a week as a suitable figure, and
Godkin replied that he would think it over.!5! But it was agreed,
apparently during the same conversation, that Howells should
give this magazine a page of “‘philosophized foreign gossip”
each week “for $15 which is $5 more than usually paid.”
“Minor Topics,”!2 another gossip ¢olumn of the type which
Howells had already so frequently edited, appeared, according-
ly, from November 30, 1865, to April 26, 1866. On December
17 he wrote his wife that he was engaged to write for the Nation
at $40 a week, and that this did not count whatever he was able
to earn by writing for other magazines, nor did it include
“articles on Italian subjects, and poems, which will be paid for

W Life in Letters, 1, 98.

180 Round Table, November 11, 1865. See also Howells’ remarks about
Whitman as a poet, Life in Letters, I, 116. See also Howells’ review of
November Boughs, Harper's, LXXVIII (Feb., 1889), 488. See also an
interesting unpublished letter concerning the poetry of Whitman written to
Howells by Edmund Stedman on December 2, 1866. Stedman again
consults Howells concerning an article he proposes to write about Whit-
man. The Houghton Library, Harvard.

1/fe in Letters, I, 102.

182George Arms, The Social Criticism of William Dean Howells, p. 392,
(unpublished thesis, New York University, 1939).
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extra,”18 Though his salary was small, Howells was delighted
to be able to summon his family to New York, and to be work-
ing for such a chief as E. L. Godkin. “I worked with joy, with
ardor, and I liked so much to be there, in that place and in that
company, that I hated to have each day come to an end.”%

But before Howells was fairly settled into his new position in
New York, the great journalistic opportunity of his life came to
him. Ata New Year’s party he again met James T. Fields, and
a few days later Fields offered him the assistant editorship of the
Atlantic, of which he was editor in succession to Lowell. The
offer was a good one, as Howells stated it in his letter of accep-
tance to Fields. His work included the

“examination of mss. offered to the Atlantic; correspondence
with contributors; reading proof for the magazine after its
revisal by the printers; and writing the Reviews and Literary
Notices, for which I am to receive fifty dollars a week, while
I am to be paid extra for anything I may contribute to the
body of the magazine.”15

Howells was made aware that the experience he had “as practi-
cal printer for the work was most valued, if not the most valued,
and thatasa proof-reader, [he] was expected to make it avail on the
side of economy.” On his twenty-ninth birthday, March 1,
1866, Howells began work on the Atlantic. Two months later
he moved his family into “Cottage Quiet,”1” on Sacramento

188 Life in Letters, I, 104. In an unpublished letter in the Huntington
Library, addressed to J. T. Fields, on January 14, 1866, Howells wrote that
his income was about fifty dollars a week, nearly all of it from The Nation,
for which Howells wrote articles and reviews and was himself allowed to
choose his subjects.

184 Literary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 106. See also “A Great New
York Journalist,” The North American Review, CLXXXV (May 1907), 44~
53

185 Life in Letters, 1, 105.

186 Literary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 112.

157 ater called “the carpenter box”. In 1919 Howells wrote down a few
notes for a book which he never completed. The book was to be entitled
Years of My Middle Life; in it Howells referred to several of his homes of
this period: “Settlement in Cambridge, where no suitable house was to be
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Street, Cambridge, where the young couple soon began to par-
ticipate in “this life so refined, so intelligent, so gracefully
simple”1%8 that Howells doubted whether the world could offer
anything more desirable.

Almost as soon as Howells moved into the Atlantic office he
became the active head of the magazine, for Fields was growing
weary of the routine of editorship.’® The task of forming the
policies of the magazine and dealing with the striving young
authors who sought recognition through its pages was soon
shifted to Howells” willing shoulders. Partly in this way, and
partly as a resident of Cambridge, which was a natural resort of
writers, Howells soon came to know most of the interesting
writers of the day, E. C. Stedman, T. B. Aldrich, S. O. Jewett,
H. H. Boyesen, and dozens of other literary people.’®® The

found, or rooms, because of leftover war conditions—Charles Eliot Norton
joining with my wife’s father in buying us a little house 1n Sacramento
Street—1I sell this house after four yearsat a profit of $40.” He thenmovedto
Berkeley Street where he lived two years. “Buy land from Professor
Parsons on Concord Avenue and build a house where we meant to spend
our lives, but spent six years . .. Removal to Belmont in a house built for
us by McKim, Mead and White.” Life in Letters, 11, 388. These moves
were made necessary by a growing family. John Mead Howells was born in
1868, and Mildred Howells in 1872. For further description of the house
of Sacramento Street, see Suburban Sketches p. 1 fl.; Life in Lesters, I,
107-108; 112; Literary Friends and Acquaintance, pp. 178-179.

18 Lirerary Friends and Acquaintance, p. 179. For the pleasure Howells
took in his early life in Cambridge, see Life in Letters, 1, 141-142.
See also the “Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CXXXVIIT (May 1919), 854-856.
See also Hamlin Garland, “Howells’ Early Life in Cambridge,” My Friend-
ly Contemporaries (New York, 1932), 298.

19Howells became actual editor of the Atlantic in July, 1871. But the
Fields Collection of Howells letters in the Huntington Library indicates
that from the beginning of his association with the magazine he was in-
fluential in selecting material, and in forming policies. On Dec. 24, 1869,
in fact, Howells wrote to T. W. Higginson, in answer to his question as to
the policy of the Atlantic in selecting books for review, and told him that
the choice of books was left almost wholly to him. He attempted, he said,
not to overlook any important book, and also to choose those interesting to
himself, since he did nearly all the reviewing. Unpublished letter in the
Berg Collection, New York Public Library.

160During the winter of 1869-1870 Howells became a University Lec-
turer on “New Italian Literature” at Harvard University, which increased
his prestige in the literary circles of Cambridge and Boston. Life in
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young editor, so recently returned from Italy, was invited by
Longfellow to a meeting of the Dante Club at Craigie House.
“During a whole winter of Wednesday evenings,” Howells fol-
lowed, in an Italian text, Longfellow’s reading of his transla-
tion of the Paradiso, and, at the supper parties which ensued, he
grew to know more personally such men as Lowell, Holmes, and
Norton.1®! Through the Contributors’ Club, which Howells
inaugurated in 1877,12 he not only attracted well-known names to
the Atlantic, but elicited the fresh talent of Mark Twain and
Bret Harte. Howells became, indeed, the literary mentor for
many of these unknown writers,® and through his kindly, firm

Letters, 1, 139; 144-145. In 1870, Howells delivered lectures on
“Italian Poets of Our Century” before the Lowell Institute. Life in
Letters, I, 156-157. These lectures contributed to Howells’ later study,
Modern Italian Poets (1887).

161 Ljterary Friends and Acquaintance, pp. 181-194.

162 Life in Letters, I, 228.

168Fresh evidence of Howells’ kindness to young writers is constantly
turning up. Mr. R. L. E. Paulin, of Boulder, Colorado, writes to us of
his meeting with Howells at the home of the Hallowells of West Medford,
when Mr. Paulin was a senior at Harvard. There lived three families, all
Quakers, originally from Philadelphia. The three brothers had been
active abolitionists, and had fought in the Northern army, for which they
had been read out of Meeting, Living as close neighbors, the Hallowell
families had made it their practice to gather regularly Sunday evenings
at one home or another for what they called “Coffee.” At one house in
particular it was not unusual to meet a well-known artist, or writer, or
celebrity of the day:

“One evening when all of us young people had come in from playing
tennis I found a rather pudgy, pleasant looking man of perhaps forty
sitting in front of the wood fire. We were introduced to him. He turned
out to be William Dean Howells, the novelist, then editor of the Atlantic
Monthly. While supper was being brought in, he motioned to me to take a
vacant chair at his side. He wanted to know what I was doing in college.
Mostly Greek and German, and Shakespeare with Prof. Child. ‘“What else?’
He drew out of me that I had been one of the founders of the Harvard
Daily Herald, was on the staff of the Lampoon, and had sold some verses
and prose pieces to Life, the New York weekly. ‘So you write?’ he went on.
‘T would like to see some of your work.” Naturally I was flattered and
puzzled that an author of Howells’ standing should care to look at under-
graduate stuff like mine. ‘I mean it,” he added. ‘Send me some of it; what
you choose. To the office of the Atlantic.” Others came up to take his
attention. When it came time to take leave I went up to thank Howells and
say goodbye. ‘Remember what I said,’ he added as he shook my hand. I
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direction, the Atlantic continued, as it had begun, the foremost
periodical on this side of the ocean.!64
As editor of the Atlantic, Howells was both influencing others
and himself learning from his friends and contributors. It was
in the office of James T. Fields, Howells tells us, that he first
met Mark Twain in 1866. Howells had recently written a re-
view of Innocents Abroad, in which, though he had “intimated”
his “reservations” of the book, he had had “the luck, if not the
sense, to recognize that it was such fun as we had nothad before.”165
Howells’ immediate appreciation of the originality of Mark
Twain’s genius led to an intimate friendship between the two
men which lasted through innumerable adventures, both per-
sonal and literary, until Mark Twain’s death in 1910.1% In the
biography of his friend, My Mark Twain, written immediately
after his death, Howells delicately describes the nature of their
relationship. Though Mark Twain’s “graphic touch was al-
ways allowing itself a freedom” which Howells could not bring
his “fainter pencil to illustrate,”1 Howells, however, “was
always very glad of him and proud of him as a contributor” to
the Atlantic.'® When Howells visited Mark Twain in Hartford

sent him some verses I had had printed in the Lampoon and in Life. In
time came a note of thanks without further comment. That was reward
enough. There was nothing of condescension, or even amused curiosity
in Howells’ manner.”

164See an unpublished letter to T. W. Higginson, October 18, 1873.
The Berg Collection, New York Public Library.

166 My Mark Twain, p. 3. See also Mark Twain’s Letters, ed. by Albert
Bigelow Paine, (New York, 1917), 166.

168Paine points out that Mark Twain wrote more letters, and more
characteristic ones, to Howells than to any other person. Mark Twain’s
Letters, 1, 166.

167 My Mark Twain, p. 3.

168/hid., p. 19. Howells undoubtedly curbed Mark Twain’s literary
expresslon though he was unfailingly cordial to him in the editor-con-
tributor relationship, and as the enthusiastic reviewer of his books. See
Life in Letters, 1, 191; 302. See also Mark Twain’s Autobiography, I, 178.
See also Mar/c Fwain's Letters, I, 223~224; 229-230; 249; 259; 263, 266;
272; §12. Howells was the friend who stood by Mark Twain even after the

“hideous mistake” of Mark T'wain’s speech at the Whittier birthday party.

Life in Letters, 1, 241—-244. Mark Twain’s Letters, I, 315-318.
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in 1874, Innocents Abroad and Roughing It were being sold by
subscription throughout the country, and Mark Twain was be-
ginning to glimpse the possibility of great money returns from
his writing.1® Though Howells collaborated with Mark Twain
on his Library of Humor, " wrote with him an unsuccessful play,
Colonel Sellers,' joined with him in a collection of stories en-
titled Their Husbands’ Wives, 1" he never subscribed to Twain’s
grandiose literary plans,'™ nor does he seem to have been in-
fluenced by Mark Twain either in his thought or style. Howells
loved him for his boundless humanity, and perhaps helped his
friend translate his violent social indignations to articulate ex-
pression in A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court: “He
never went so far in socialism as I have gone, if he went that way
at all,” wrote Howells in My Mark Twain, “but he was fasci-
nated with Looking Backward and had Bellamy to visit him; and
from the first he had a luminous vision of organized labor as the
only present help for working-men . . . There was a time when
I was afraid that his eyes were a little holden from the truth; but
in the very last talk I heard from him I found that I was wrong,
and that this great humorist was as great a humanist as ever. I
wish that all the work-folk could know this, and could know
him their friend in life as he was in literature; as he was in such a
glorious gospel of equality as the Connecticut Yankee in King

169 My Mark Twain, p. 8. See also Mark Twain’s Letters, 1, 195.

10 ife in Letters, 1, 205, Mark Twain’s Letters, I1, 462—464; 484—485.

1M Life in Letters, 1, 354; 359; 382—383. My Mark Twain, pp. 27-28.

172 Life in Letters, 11, 215.

178Mark Twain seldom encountered Howells without throwing out a
suggestion for a literary collaboration, most of which Howells smilingly re-
fused. Mark Twain suggested, for example, that he and Howells write a
play based on Tom Sawyer, (see Life in Letters, I, 207—208. See also Mark
Twain’s Letters, 1, 260~261); that they assemble twelve authors to write
stories on a given plot, the collection to be published under the title
Blindfold Novelettes, (Life in Letters, 1, 227—228; Mark Twain’s Letters, 1,
275-279); that they dramatize the life of Mark Twain’s brother, Orion,
(Life in Letters, 1, 276—277; Mark Twain’s Letters, 1, 352—358; 362-364);
that he, Aldrich, Cable and Howells should form a “circus” and tour the
country together in a private car, lecturing as they travelled, (Life in
Letters, 1, 364-65; Mark Twain’s Letters, 11, 440—441).
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Arthur’s Court.”1"* Though Howells praised the basic “sense
and truth” of the writing of Mark Twain,” whom he called *“the
Lincoln of our literature,””?” he had nothing to learn from his
much-loved friend concerning the problems of authorship.1”
The friendship formed with Henry James at this time,!”8
however, did much to clarify Howells’ literary aims, for the two
young writers never tired of settling “the true principle of lit-
erary art”¥"® on their “‘nocturnal rambles” through the streets of
Cambridge. “We seemed presently to be always meeting, at his
father’s house and at mine, but in the kind Cambridge streets
rather than those kind Cambridge houses which it seems to me

4 My Mark Twain, pp. 43-44. Sce also ibid., pp. 80-81.

5 Harper's, LXXIV (May, 1887), 987.

My Mark Twain, p. 101. See also Howells’ praise, Mark Twain’s
Lezters, 11, 657.

"Mark Twain’s essay on Howells indicates how enthusiastic, though
limited, his appreciation of Howells’ writing was. Harper’s, CXIII (July,
1906), 221—225. An unpublished letter from Howells to Francis A. Duneka,
written on October 23, 1912, reflects Howells’ life-long affection for Mark
Twain. The Berg Collection, New York Public Library.

118James had already reviewed Jtalian Journeys, in 1868, and had at once
shown his appreciation of the story-writer talent of Howells. “Mr. Howells
has an eye for the small things of nature, of art, and of human life, which
enables him to extract sweetness and profit from adventures the most
prosaic, and which prove him a very worthy successor of the author of the
‘Sentimental Journey’.” He saw, too, that Howclls’ two books on Italy
were definitely “literature”. “They belong to literature and to the centre
and core of it,—the region where men think and feel, and one may almost
say breathe, in good prose, and where the classics stand on guard.” But,
for James, the insight Howells shows in his comment on the people he
meets in his travels is what makes him original among writers of travel
books. “Many of the best passages in his book, and the most delicate
touches, bear upon the common roadside figures which he met, and upon
the manners and morals of the populace.” North American Review, CVI
(Jan., 1868), 336-339. See My Literary Passions, p. 224, for a description
of Howells’ early meeting with James, and his mature critical comment on
his writing. See also Life in Letters, I, 137. For an analysis of the relation
of James and Howells at this time see Cornelia Kelly, The Early Develop-
ment of Henry James, (Urbana, 1930), pp. 73-80. See also Van Wyck
Brooks, “Howells ahd James,” New England: Indian Summer, (New York,
1940), pp. 224-249.

119¢Talking of talks: young Harry James and I had a famous one last
evening, two or three hours long, in which we settled the true principles of
literary art. He is a very carnest fellow, and I think extremely gifted.”
Life in Letters, 1, 116.



Ixviii William Dean Howells

I frequented more than he,” Howells remembered. “We seem
to have been presently always together, and always talking
methods of fiction, whether we walked the streets by day or
night, or we sat together reading our stuff to each other; his
stuff which we both hoped might make itself into matter for
the Atlantic Monthly.”'® Though James was seven years
younger than Howells, he was Howells’ senior “in the art we
both adored.” Not only did James direct Howells’ attention to
the French novelist Balzac, who was a formative influence on
both young writers, but, “around the airtight stove which no
doubt overheated our little parlor,”8! they read to each other
their own writing. “I could scarcely exaggerate the intensity of
our literary association.””18? “Perhaps I did not yet feel my fic-
tion definitely in me,” writes Howells, looking back on those
long-ago evenings. “I supposed myself a poet, and I knew
myself a journalist and a traveller in such books as Penetian Life
and Jtalian Journeys, and the volume of Suburban Sketches where
I was beginning to study our American life as I have ever since
studied it.”"183

As Howells walked down Sacramento Street to the crowded
horse-car which took him from Cambridge to his office in
Boston, he must frequently have observed places and people
and episodes in the light of recent conversations with James.
With the instinct of the practiced journalist on the look-out for
copy and with the delicacy of the impressionistic novelist, he
turned these street-scenes into essays for the Arlantic—"little,

180 Life in Letters, 11, 397.

18174;d., p. 398.

18The Letters of Henry James, ed. by Percy Lubbock, (New York,
l92‘f’)1’h!¢’1.,lff, 397. Though James was Howells’ guide in literary questions,
Howells was of great aid to James in getting his early stories before the
public. Howells’ own account of his relation to James as an editor is to be
found in his essay, “Henry James, Jr.,”” which appeared in The Century
Magazine, November, 1882. This essay is included in the Selections which

follow. See Kelley, “The Early Development of Henry James,” foot-
note, p. 75. See also The Letters of Henry James, 1, 10~11; 230-32.
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short, lively, sketchy things,”—many of which were in 1871
republished as Suburban Sketches.3* As Howells wrote to James,
then in England, about his new book, it “is nothing but an
impudent attempt to interest people in a stroll I take from
Sacramento Street up through the Brickyards and the Irish vil-
lage of Dublin near by, and so down through North Avenue.
If the public will stand this, I shall consider my fortune made.”188
And so, indeed, it was. For in describing his quest for a new
maid, his conversation with an Italian beggar on his back door-
step, a walk around the Irish slums of Cambridge, Howells is
more than a mere journalist; he is exploring the possibilities of
real life as stuff for fiction.1%

Inspired by his talks and his correspondence with James,!8?
by his own reading not only of the French impressionists, but
also of the new Norwegian writer of pastoral romances, Bjorn-
son,18 whose stories he had recently reviewed for the Atlantic,

184A further encouragement came to Howells in 1868, when his salary
on the Atlantic was raised from $2,500 to $3,500. His proof-reading
burdens were then lightened, “because they all feel . .. that my value to
the Atlanzic is in my writing.” Life in Letters, 1, 126.

185 Life in Letters, I, 144.

188Howells’ happy success in combining novel writing and editing is
attested by a letter of C. E. Norton to James, written February 23, 1874,
“I thought Howells would be here to-night to read a part of the new novel
he has just finished . .. It is a pleasure to see him nowadays, he looks so
much at ease, and his old sweet humor becomes ever more genial and com-
prehensive. He is in just such relations to the public that he makes the
very editor needed for the ‘Atlantic.” ”” The Letters of Charles Eliot Norton,
IT (Boston, 1913), 35-36.

187James lived in Europe during 1869—-1870; 1872-1874; 1879-1881.
His literary conversations with Howells were carried on by mail until
Howells went abroad in July, 1882.

188]n “The Literary Background of Howells’s Social Criticism,” American
Literature, XIV (Nov., 1942), 271, Arms points out, “In 1870 Howells had
read three of Bjornson’s pastoral romances in translation; in a long review
he commented most favorably upon the simplicity, the humbleness of the
characters, and their decency (although portions he quoted were con-
cerned with illegitimacy, drunkenness, and attempted murder). Of the
works and the author he concluded: ‘From him we can learn . . . that the
lives of men and women, if they be honestly studied, can, without sur-
prising incident or advantageous circumstance, be made as interesting in
literature as are the smallest private affairs of the men and women in one’s
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Howells was soon to write his first novel, if we may call Their
Wedding Journey, half travel-book and half character-sketch, by
such a term. This so-called novel, which appeared in the latter
half of 1871 in the Atlantic, at once struck the note which the
whole country immediately recognized as finely, humorously
American; when the story appeared in book form the following
year, the first edition was immediately bought up and another
demanded.!® l.ike Suburban Sketches, it was based on Howells’
own experience, as all of Howells’ writing, both essays and
novels, prove to be. As Their Wedding Journey was appearing,
in the Atlantic Howells wrote jubilantly to his father, “At last
I am fairly launched upon the story of our last summer’s travels,
which I am giving the form of fiction so far as the characters are
concerned.”® To throw a thin veil of fiction over his own
experience and call it “realism” was the literary program which
Howells adopted early in his career, and held to for the next
fifty years. “If I succeed in this—and I believe I shall—I see
clear before me a path in literature which no one else has tried,
and which I believe I can make most distinctly my own,””!!
Howells wrote with prophetic clarity to his father, as he turned
with more confidence away from journalism toward the new
possibilities apparent to him in the writing of novels, based on
experience.1?

own neighborhood; that telling a thing is enough, and explaining it too
much.’ (Atlantic Monthly, XXV, 512).” See also Life in Letters, I, 289;
the “Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXVIII (Feb., 1889), 490—491; My Liz-
erary Passions, p. 225; and an unpublished letter from Bjornson, March 13,
1884, in the Houghton Library, Harvard.

18 Life in Letters, 1, 163.

190/4;d., p. 162.

191/44d.

192The picture of American life which Howells drew in Their Wedding
Journey was so accurate that Henry Adams wondered whether it might be
one of the lasting novels of the generation because a student of some future
time could find in it a more exact account of the life of the country than in
any other book. North American Review, CXIV (April, 1872), 444. In
less elegant language, Theodore Dreiser was to express his appreciation of
the actuality of Their Wedding Journey, “Yes, I know his books are pewky
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That Howells was at the same time bidding a sentimental
farewell to himself as a poet is evident from several autobio-
graphical hints put into the mouth of Basil March, the young
husband in Their Wedding Journey, who had once aspired to
poetry. When his wife fondly tells him that he could have
written poetry as good as that which he happened to be reading
to her, he replied, as Howells himself might have on a similar
occasion:

“O no, I couldn’t, dear. It’s very difficult being any poet at all,
though it’s easy to be like one. But I've done with it; I broke
with the Muse the day you accepted me. She came into my
office, looking so shabby,—not unlike one of those poor shop-
girls; and as I was very well dressed from having just been to
see you, why, you know, I felt the difference. ‘Well, my dear?’
said I, not quite liking the look of reproach she was giving me.
“‘You are going to leave me,’ she answered sadly. ‘Well, yes; I
suppose I must. You see the insurance business is very absorb-
ing; and besides, it has a bad appearance, your coming about so
in office hours, and in those clothes.” 7’19

Poems by William Dean Howells appeared, nevertheless, in
1873, and the Muse that strays through the slender green volume
of 172 pages does look a little shabby.!% A new house in Cam-
bridge, a new job, and a very promising one, and, finally, a new
baby, the third child in the family, all seemed more substantial
to Howells than his nostalgic poems about red roses and autumn

and damn-fool enough, but he did one fine piece of work, Their Wedding
Journey, not a sentimental passage in it, quarrels from beginning to end,
just the way it would be, don’t you know, quite beautiful and true.”
Dorothy Dudley, Forgotten Frontiers: Dreiser and the Land of the Free,
(New York: 1932), p. 197.

193 T heir Wedding Journey, p. 24.

194 Poerns was not received very cordially, though probably on Howells®
reputation as a novelist, it was republished in 1886. In an unpublished
letter in the Huntington Library, written to James T. Fields on October 6,
1873, Howells thanks Fields for receiving his little book kindly, and
humorously adds that he is able to remain cheertul in spite of unenthusiastic
reviews.
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sunsets. A casual description of Howells by a friend with whom
he dined at this time does not suggest the poet. Howells seemed
to C. E. Norton “plump and with ease shining out from his eyes.
He has passed his poetic stage and bids fair to be a popular
American author.”!® Verses such as the following were char-
acteristic of the Muse of his youth who preferred not to remain
with Howells in the days of his prosperity.
And under these December skies
As bland as May’s in other climes
I move and muse my idle rhymes
And subtly sentimentalize.

One is sometimes surprised, in the midst of his subtle senti-
mentalizing, by Howells’ simple realistic descriptions of his
early life in Ohio, as in ‘““The Mulberries,” or in “Louis Lebeau’s
Conversion.” But the effective melodrama of “The Pilot’s
Story,” “The Royal Portraits,” and other poems reminds us
that Howells is essentially the novelist, though he is gifted in
many directions. It is not surprising that he himself at this time
did not know whether his power lay in novel writing, journal-
ism, or poetry. Though his fame today undoubtedly rests on
his novels, he remained faithful to journalism and poetry, as well
as to novels, for the rest of his life.!® That he was under no

WKebruary 6, 1874. The Letters of Charles Eliot Norton, I1, 33.

198]n an interesting unpublished letter written to T. R. Lounsbury on
April 5, 1883, Howells refers wistfully to the time when he thought himself
a poet, and expresses the hope that he might return to poetry again when he
is more securely established financially. Yale University Library. In
1895 appeared Stops of Various Quills.

How passionately I will my life away

Which I would give all that I have to stay;

How wildly I hurry, for the change I crave,

To hurl myself into the changeless grave!
Such a poem tells us something of Howells’ state of mind in 1895; it makes
us realize, too, that his youthful poetic gift had left him. The Mother and
the Father (1909), three “‘dramatic passages” depicting the feelings of two
parents at the time of the birth, the marriage, and the death of a daughter,
show how naturally Howells moved from prose to poetry, and also how

much more conventional in thought and feeling he was when writing
poetry. The habit of turning from one form to another never left him.
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illusion as to his poetic powers at this time is clear from a letter
he wrote to James, who had favorably reviewed Poems, “The
leaf that has commonly been bestowed upon my poetical works
by the critics of this continent has not been the laurel leaf—
rather rue or cypress.”!” Thomas Hardy, writing to him at the
time of his seventy-fifth birthday, on February 16, 1912, per-
ceived the important fact that Howells would have been less of
a novelist, had he not begun his career as a poet.1%

4. The Psychological Romance

In the light and delicate account of Their Wedding Journey,
Howells travels backwards over the route from Ohio to Boston,
which he had made as a pilgrim to the shrine of literature some
ten years earlier. In spite of his wide experience as a journalist,
both at home and abroad, Howells was still the romantic young
reporter, Percy Bysshe Shelley Ray, with A Modern Romeo,
“a psychological romance,” under his arm. Ray, like Howells,
noticed that

the difference of things was the source of his romance, as it is
with all of us, and he looked in at the window of this French
restaurant with the feelings he would have had in the presence

The humorous poems in The Daughter of the Storage (1916) take their
place among the prose sketches, and prove conclusively that Basil was
right, “It’s very difficult being a poet at all, though it’s easy to be like one.”
Under the guise of the uncle in “A Niece’s Literary Advice to Her Uncle”
(Imaginary Interviews, 1910) Howells says of himself as a poet, “When I
was a boy I had a knack at versing, which came rather in anticipation of
the subjects to use it on. I exhausted Spring and Morning and Snow and
Memory, and the whole range of mythological topics, and then I had my
knack lying idle.” p. 180. However, Howells found more to talk of than
Spring and Morning and Snow and Memory as he grew older. See his
bitter poem entitled “The Little Children,” The Book of the Homeless,
edited by Edith Wharton (New York, 1916).

97 Life in Letters, I, 181.

198Hardy’s manuscript letter is in the Houghton Library, Harvard. After
praising Howells’ novels, he writes, “You have, too, always upheld the
truth that poetry is the heart of literature, and done much to counteract the
suicidal opinion held, I am told, by young contemporary journalists, that
the times have so advanced as to render poetry nowadays a negligible tract
of letters.”
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of such a restaurant in Paris, and he began to imagine gay,
light-minded pictures about it.!%®

Basil and Isabel March,?too, find romance in the “difference of
things.” They joke and quarrel and dream their way through
the journey, enjoying the round of hotels, dining cars, carriages,
and excursion-boats, which never fail to charm the young man
from Ohio and his Bostonian wife, both of whom are well
aware of the true source of romance. A trip in a “drawing room
car,” for instance, gives them endless material for the half-
playful meditations of which this book is composed:

They reclined in luxury upon the easy-cushioned, revolving
chairs; they surveyed with infinite satisfaction the elegance of
the flying-parlor in which they sat, or turned their contented
regard through the broad plate-glass windows upon the land-
scape without. They said that none but Americans or en-
chanted princes in the “Arabian Nights” ever travelled in such
state; and when the stewards of the car came round successively
with tropical fruits, ice-creams, and claret-punches, they felt a
heightened assurance that they were either enchanted princes—
or Americans.?

There is no story to be told, and yet there is a story too,202

19The World of Chance, p. 25.

M Howells’ relationship to Basil and Isabel March was a life-long affair,
because the Marches were, in fact, the Howellses. One never knows them
intimately, yet after associating with them in Niagara Revisited Twelve
Years After (1884); A Hazard of New Fortunes (1890); The Shadow of a
Dream (1890); An Open-Eyed Conspiracy (1897); Their Silver Wedding
Journey (1899); A Pair of Patient Lovers (1901); A Circle in the Water
(1901); Hither and Tlutlter in Germany (1920) one knows them as one
knows people in “real life.” Francis A. March, Professor of Philology at
Lafayette College, and a friend of the Howe]lses, supplied the name of
“March” to Basil and Isabel. Professor March’s wife was Mildred Stone
Conway, sister of Moncure D. Conway. Howells named his younger
daughter, Mildred, after Mrs. March. MS. letter received from Mildred
Howells, in possession of the editors.

21 T heir Wedding Journey, pp. 95-96

202“Why it [the engagement of Basil and Isabel] was broken off, and why
it was renewed after a lapse of years, is part of quite a long love-story,
which I do not think myself quahﬁed to rehearse, distrusting my fitness for
a sustained or involved narrative.” p. 1.
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says the author, if only he could bring himself to tell of how
Basil and Isabel had been engaged in Europe years before, and
how that engagement had been broken and how it had all
ended at last in marriage. Thus Howells wistfully glances at the
novel latent in these travel-sketches, but turns aside, contenting
himself with a description of the bluff Colonel Ellison, his
languishing wife, and her niece, Kitty, whom the Marches meet
at Niagara. The fact that Kitty, who was invited simply to
accompany her uncle and aunt to Niagara, and then on the spur
of the moment decides to accept their urgent invitation to go
with them to Montreal and Quebec, itself suggests anotherstory.
But again Howells glances away and describes instead Isabel
March’s shopping expedition, and a tour of the cathedrals of
Quebec. The essence of Howells is all here—the light humor,
the double-edged dialogues, the sense of the romance of “real
life.” But plot is yet unborn, for Howells still thinks of himself
as the reporter writing letters to his home paper treating “‘of the
surface contrasts of life . . . as they present themselves to the
stranger.”23 One moves from chapter to chapter, sufficiently
sustained by the ironic contrasts noted by our travellers—such,
for instance, as that between the character of men and women,
as exemplified by Isabel and Basil, or as that between the New
England character and that of the Middle Westerner, or between
the rich and the poor in our country.

“Good heavens! Isabel, does it take all this to get us plain re-
publicans to Albany in comfort and safety, or are we really a
nation of princes in disguise? . . .” Since they could not help it,
they mocked the public provision which, leaving no interval
between disgraceful squalor and ludicrous splendor, accommo-
dates our democratic ménage to the taste of the richest and most
extravagant plebian amongst us.?

One musingly turns the last page of Their Wedding Journey, won-

2084 World of Chance, p. 35.
24T heir Wedding Journey, p. §8.



boevi William Dean Howells

dering whether one has read a travel book, or a collection of char-
acter sketches, or, in fact, a novel of a particularly subtle kind.2%

With A4 Chance Acquaintance (1873) there can be no doubt in
one’s mind—here is the typical Howells novel, complete and
whole. Itis Percy Ray’s “psychological romance,” only mildly
concerned with economic and social ideas, which deepened and
at the same time confused Howells’ later novels. Here we have
the same simple trio we met in Their Wedding Journey—Colonel
Ellison, or Uncle Dick, an honest, hearty and downright citizen
of Milwaukee; his wife, Fanny, who proves to be a romantic
lady of the match-making variety; and Kitty, her charming
eighteen-year-old niece, an unspoiled and warm-hearted indi-
vidual straight from a free-thinking, anti-slavery, book-reading
western New York home, like that of Howells’ youth. Kitty,
while standing by the rail of the Saguenay boat, unconsciously
slips her hand under the arm of Mr. Miles Arburton, from
Boston, mistaking him for her uncle. Here the “novel” begins,
for Mr. Arburton, buttoned up in his well-tailored coat, is a
Boston snob. All unwittingly he succumbs to the irrepressible
charm of Kitty, as they continue their study of the churches of
Quebec for a week together while Aunt Fanny recovers from a
twisted ankle. The contrast Howells draws between the cold
but very knowing comments of the young man from Boston,
as he surveys the cathedral, and the more original outbursts of
the untutored girl from the New York village, indicate that
Howells himself had, during his seven years in Boston, re-
appraised the Boston culture, to which he had at first so com-
pletely succumbed.

Howells’ skillful manipulation of the psychological novel is
clearly seen as the story unfolds. Kitty almost accepts the pro-
posal of marriage which Arburton utters in spite of his better

205See also W. M. Gibson, “The Materials and Form in Howells’s First
Novels,” American Literature XIX (1947), 158~166.



Introduction Ixxvii

judgment, but even while she hesitates two old Boston friends
of Arburton, an effusive society lady and her sophisticated
daughter, walk across the hotel porch with hands extended to
Arburton—who fails to introduce Kitty to them, he hardly
knows why. So genuine is his humiliation and distress after his
Boston friends have left and so urgent his pleas to Kitty, that
the reader almost hopes that Kitty will relent. But Kitty, like
Howells, repudiates the Boston snob, with thoughts of her own
on the qualities of a true gentleman.2® 4 Chance Acquaintance
is a perfect illustration of what Howells meant by the “psycho-
logical romance.” Through a small but significant episode,
something of the inner nature of his characters has been revealed,
and one lays the book aside, both amused and enlightened by
this swift, sure study of the motives of men and women. “I’ve
learned a great deal in writing the story,” Howells wrote to
James, who understood better than anyone else the nature of the
experiment in novel writing that Howells was carrying on, “and
if it does not destroy my public, I shall be weaponed better than
ever for the field of romance. And I'm already thirty pages
advanced on a new story.”%7

208Though Howells loved Cambridge and Boston, he never failed to
attack the Boston snob. See The Lady of the Aroostook, A Woman's
Reason, Silas Lapham, The Minister’s Charge, and April Hopes. For
Howells’ further comment on the “inconclusive conclusion” of the love
affair of Kitty and Arburton, see Niagara Revisited Twelve Years After,

. 11-12.
Pp""’Howells modified his description of his heroine somewhat between
the appearance of the story in the At/antic and its publication in book form,
because of the criticism of Henry James, who objected to Kitty’s “pert-
ness.” “Her pertness was but another proof of the contrariness of her sex.
1 meant her to be everything that was lovely, and went on protesting that
she was so, but she preferred being saucy to the young man.” Life in
Letters, 1, 174. See also Jbid., 1, 181. In his next letter to Howells, James
expresses his appreciation of the book: “But your work is a success and
Kitty a creation. I have envied you greatly, as I read, the delight of feeling
her grow so real and complete, so true and charming. I think, in bringing
her through with such unerring felicity, your imagination has fait ses
preuves.” The Letters of Henry James, 1, 34.
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5. The Italian Novels, “An Experiment Upon
My Public”

The new story on which Howells was working when he wrote
to James was A Foregone Conclusion (1875). Encouraged to
think of himself as a novelist as well as a journalist,?8 Howells
glances back over his rich and varied experiences as a consul in
Venice ten years earlier and writes the first of his Italian novels.
That Howells considered 4 Foregone Conclusion a new venture
is clear from a letter to Fields, who spoke appreciatively of the
story as it appeared in the Atlantic. The novel, Howells wrote,
was the most venturesome experiment he had so far risked, and
he would not dare to consider it a success until he had public
approval of it after its appearance in book form.®® Evidently
Howells was satisfied with the public response to this venture,
for three more novels with an Italian background appeared during
the next ten years, The Lady of the Aroostook (1879), A Fearful
Responsibiliry (1881), and finally the novel Howells himself con-
sidered his best, /ndian Summer (1886).2° Through these four

208]n 1871 James had written to their mutual friend, Charles Eliot Norton,
“Howells edits, and observes and produces—the latter in his own particu-
lar line with more and more perfection. His recent sketches in the Atlantic,
collected into a volume, belong, I think, by the wondrous cunning of their
manner, to very good literature. He seems to have resolved himself,
however [into] one who can write solely of what his fleshly eyes have seen;
and for this reason I wish he were ‘located’ where they would rest upon
richer and fairer things than his immediate landscape.” The Letters of
Henry James, 1, 30. Might not some such words as these have passed
between James and Howells on their “nocturnal rambles” at this time?
And might not Howells’ Venetian novels be a reflection of his effort to
“locate” in a “richer and fairer” environment than that which Cambridge
offered?

20Unpublished letter to James T. Ficlds, dated November 22, 1875.
The Huntington Library.

20T'wo unpublished letters from Howells in the Yale University Library
reflect Howells’ affection for /ndian Summer. The first is dated November
22, 1885, and is addressed to T. R. Lounsbury, who evidently had written
an appreciative letter to Howells. Howells replies that he enjoyed writing
Indian Summer more than he had enjoyed the writing of any novel since 4
Foregone Conclusion. It is convenient, he adds, to make use of a European
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stories Howells digests the impression made by a beautiful and
dying civilization on a young American from the West. Again,
it is by a delicate sense of contrast that Howells brings out the
“psychological” point in his “romances.” In the case of these
four novels it is the contrast between an old and a new culture.

Howells himself is in and out of all of these novels, for How-
ells’ realism is always basically autobiographical. Mr. Ferris,
the consul in A4 Foregone Conclusion, who, Howells tells us, is
one of his many predecessors as consul at Venice, seems to be,
in fact, the young author of Penetian Life. Ferris is an inter-
ested, somewhat skeptical observer of the loveliness and the
corruption of Venice; like Howells, he is only by chance a
consul for his heart is really in his painting.*'' Mr. Ferris, an
American grown accustomed to interpreting the Italian to his
countrymen, is in a position to sense better than Mrs. Vervain
and her daughter could, the misunderstanding which develops
between Florida and the Italian priest whom Mr. Ferris had
engaged to teach Florida Italian in the ruined little garden of the

background, for the author can then easily divide his characters into two
groups; however, the public now no longer wishes to read the novel set on
foreign soil, and Howells does not expect to venture in that direction again.
Wilham Lyon Phelps gives us the following anecdote, which explains the
second letter at Yale: “I once asked him which of all his stories he liked
the best, and he replied with an interrogation point. I therefore named
A Modern Instance. He reflected for a moment and then said with delibera-
tion, “That is undoubtedly my strongest work; but of all the books I have
ever written, | most enjoyed writing /ndian Summer, which is perhaps my
favorite.”” North American Review, CCXII (July, 1920), 19. Howells’
letter to Phelps is dated April 1, 1906. In this letter Howells welcomes
Phelps and his wife to the small group who know how good /ndian
Summer is. An unpublished letter to the same effect is in the Rutgers
University Library. See also “The Rambler,” Bookbuyer, XIV (July, 1897),
559. See also letter from Edmund Gosse, Jan. 8, 18go. Houghton
Library, Harvard. For Mark Twain’s enjoyment of Indian Summer sec
Mark Twain’s Letters, 11, 454-455.

211Though Howells himself did not paint, his wife did. For a description
of their excursions along the canals, when Howells took notes for Penetian
Life, and Elinor sketched, see Life in Letters, 1, 66. For an illustration by
Elinor Howells of a poem by Howells, “Saint Christopher,” see Harper's,
XXVIII (Dec. 1863), 1-2; Elinor Howells also illustrated No Love Lost,
which appeared in a separate volume in 1869. See Life in Letters, I, 136.
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Vervain’s palace apartment. Florida, the serious, inexperienced
and rather inarticulate daughter of an ill, yet frivolous mother,
becomes romantically interested in helping Don Ippolito,?2 the
priest, leave the church and come to America where his many
ingenious inventions, in which he is futilely absorbed, might be
appreciated. Don Ippolito, who does not understand Florida’s
American candor and sincerity, day by day falls more com-
pletely in love with her—as does also the well-meaning consul
who tries to extricate Florida from her dilemma. The misunder-
standings which arise between these charming, intelligent, high-
minded people are those which lie in the contrast between
American and Italian civilization. Tragedy appears when Don
Ippolito tries to convince Ferris, as the priest lies on his death
bed, that Florida really loves Ferris. Ferris” habit of skepticism,
the critical attitude he had assumed toward the headstrong Flor-
ida, made it impossible for him to understand himself or Don
Ippolitoor Florida until several years later, after the death of the
effervescent Mrs. Vervain, when he meets Florida, by chance,
in the plain light of a New York exhibition of painting. James
takes Howells to task, and rightly, for the final scene between
Florida and Ferris. The story, he points out, really ends with the
death of Don Ippolito.?® But he welcomes with enthusiasm
Howells’ use of the Italian scene, and hails “this little master-
piece” as a “singularly perfect production.”?® That Howells
was moving away from the observation of men and manners, as

212The prototype of this character may be found in “The Armenians,”
Venetian Life, pp. 195~200. Howells tells us that this character is based on
Padre Giacome Issaverdanz, a brother in the American Convent of San
Lazzaro at Venice, who often breakfasted with the Howellses. Life in
Letters, 1, 192. The Houghton Library, Harvard, has a photograph
album of the Venetian friends of the Howellses.

1Howells, it appears, tagged on the inappropriate ending at the request
of Fields, who did not think the Atlantic readers could stand a tragic
ending. To Charles Eliot Norton he wrote, “If I had been perfectly my
own master—it’s a little droll, but true, that even in such a matter one
isn’t—the story would have ended with Don Ippolito’s rejection.” Life in
Letters, 1, 198.

U North American Review, CXX (Jan. 187¢), 214.
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reflected in Penetian Life, on toward the novel, is not lost on
James. “Mr. Howells has already shown that he lacked nothing
that art can give in the way of finish and ingenuity of manner,”
he writes, “but he has now proved he can embrace a dramatic
situation with the true imaginative force—give us not only its
mechanical structure, but its atmosphere, its meaning, its
poetry.”’?6

To add to the subtlety of his “psychological romance,”
Howells doubles and triples his contrasts in The Lady of the
Aroostook (1879), in the true Jamesian manner.2® The “lady”
is Lydia Blood, the adopted child of heruncle and aunt, who are
plain honest villagers living in northern Massachusetts.?” After
consulting the minister, they at last agree that Lydia shall accept
the invitation of her dead father’s sister, Mrs. Erwin, to spend a
year with her and her English husband in Venice, and decide to
send her off on Captain Jenness’ sailing vessel, never suspecting
that she would be the only woman on board. Captain Jenness

28T he Nation, XX (Jan. 1875), 12.

26Compare Doisy Miller. James’ story had completed its serialization
four months before Howells’ began to go through the Atlanzic. Did
Daisy Miller influence The Lady of the Aroostook? In spite of the similarity
of theme and setting, there is no evidence that there was any direct relation
between the two books. Howells tells us that the suggestion for his story
came from Samuel P. Langley, the inventor of the heavier-than-air flying
machines, who, with his brother, made a similar voyage as a young man
and reported his experience to Howells when he was consul. See Life in
Letters, 1, 265.

17Mildred Howells tells us that there was little social life in Venice when
Howells and his wife lived there, so they were left much to themselves.
Mrs. Howells told her husband about life in Brattleboro. “It was this
intensive view of New England that made Howells able to understand it so
clearly when he went there to live, and it was his wife’s vivid powers of
observation and her gift for criticism that made her such a great help to
him in his work.” Life in Letters, I, 12. Among the newspaper clippings in
the Howells material in the Houghton Library of Harvard is one from the
New York Tribune, September 29, [1880?] in which a correspondent of the
Syracuse Journal quotes a friend to the effect that Howells was overheard
in a New England inn reading aloud the manuscript of 4 Chance Acquaint-
ance to his wife, chapter by chapter, as he wrote it. She interrupted the
reading with frequent comment and suggestion. John Mead Howells
reports that his father always read his novels aloud to his wife as he wrote

them.
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is a bluff and honest fellow, with two daughters of his own, who
makes every effort to conceal from Lydia the unconventionality
of her position. Lydia is beautiful, quiet, dignified; though
intelligent, she is simple, and can only meet the banter of the two
smart young Bostonians on the ship with a candid literalness.
Staniford and Dunham begin the voyage with supercilious dis-
dain of the plain little country girl, but they both succumb to
her goodness and charm before they reach Venice. Dunham
properly suppresses his emotions because he is even then on his
way to his exacting fiancée, who is travelling in Germany. But
the proud and brilliant Staniford goes through the throes of an
inner purification, which involves jumping overboard to rescue
Mr. Hicks, “the cad,” whom he accidentally knocked over the
railing in a quarrel—Lydia, of course, being the unconscious
cause. To witness the Boston snob brought low by the naive
but ladylike Lydia is a satisfaction only surpassed, in the latter
portion of the story, by the soul-searching to which Lydia, all
unknowingly, reduces her sophisticated aunt, as she sits with
quiet serenity in Mrs. Erwin’s little Venetian drawing room,
hoping, and not in vain, for a letter from Staniford. The idea of
opera on Sunday is horrifying enough to Lydia, but her mount-
ing scorn as she begins to realize the nature of the private lives
of the dazzling men and women around her is so unconcealed
that the aunt herself is moved to sigh over her own lost American
innocence. When Lydia and Staniford are married and return
to live on Staniford’s western ranch, we are asked to believe
that the differences in cultural standards of these two lovers will
be of no importance in the great open spaces of our democratic
land.

American and European manners are again the backdrop
against which Howells views his characters in 4 Fearful Re-
sponsibility (1881). Professor and Mrs. Elmore go to Venice at
the outbreak of the Civil War, when there are no more students
for Professor Elmore to teach. Like Howells, Elmore is inter-
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ested in writing a history of Venice, but unlike Howells, he is a
scholar and a gatherer of notes, rather than a writer.?8 The
history languishes and so does his wife, until she is brightened
one morning by a letter saying that Lily Mayhew,?! the younger
sister of a friend, is “‘coming out” to visit them. This beautiful
young girl proves to be the “fearful responsibility” which the
professor dreads—and with some reason. Before she arrives in
Venice, Captain Ehrhardt, a handsome Austrian officer, has
already fallen in love with her and presents himself in due form
to Elmore to make his “offer.” Professor Elmore, looking at
him through his American spectacles, is quite unable to under-
stand or appraise the Austrian, and abruptly refuses to encourage
him. Three other offers come to Lily during her visit, 20 all of
them acceptable, but none move her as did that of the handsome,
romantic, unknown Austrian. She refuses them all and sadly

28As early as 1874, Howells was interested in writing a history of Venice.
In an unpublished letter to C. E. Norton, dated December 28, 1874, he
speaks of such a project, and adds that he is eager to return to Venice. In
another unpublished letter, this one addressed to W. H. Riding, November
5, 1882, Howells refers to the same desire to write a short history of Venice.
The Huntington Library. In 1900, Howells drew up a scheme for a history
of Venice, and submitted it to H. M. Alden, the editor of Harper's. The
history was never written. Life in Letters, 11, 122-124.

29The prototype of this character was Mary Mead, the younger sister
of Elinor Mead Howells, who visited the Howellses in Venice in 1863. See
also an unpublished letter from Howells to Moncure D. Conway, January
26, 1869, in which Howells reports the presence of Mary Mead and tells
something of their life in Venice. The Berg Collection, New York Public
Library. In an unpublished letter to John Piatt written from Venice on
February 15, 1865, Howells refers to *“‘a grand masked-ball”’ similar to one
described in A Fearful Responsibility: “The other week there was a grand
masked-ball given by a Russian princess, to which Elinor and I were asked;
but being too old to go, we sent Elinor’s sister with the Russian consul’s
wife. Mary went as ‘Folly’, and I should have made verses at seeing her in
cap and bells if I had been six years younger. Ma!—This is the first mas-
querade in Venice for a great while—since 1859, and no Italians took part
in it.” In the possession of Cecil Piatt.

220Mrs. Howells sketched a picture of her sister and one of her lovers
standing on the balcony of the Palazzo Giustinian. It was afterwards dis-
covered that the picture was drawn at the moment when the young man
was rejected, and the sketch became for the family a reminder of “the fear-
fulness of the responsibility.” Life in Letters, 1, 75.
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returns home. When Elmore and his wife see her later in Amer-
ica she has grown pale and spiritless. After a few years they hear
that she has married a clergyman from Omaha, and has opened
a kindergarten with a friend. The kindly professor wonders the
rest of his days whether he blasted the lives of Lily and the
handsome captain by his American commonsense.

In these three delicately tinted Venetian novels, Howells
catches the contrast between the romantic glow of an older,
more sophisticated civilization, and the freshness and simplicity
of a younger culture. Within this frame, one sees transparently
true pictures of the people Howells himself must have known in
Ohio, Boston, and Venice, and, by flashes of insight, one is made
to understand the motives behind their refusal or acceptance of
the lovers’ proffered hands. Though these “psychological
romances” are slight, their truth makes them among the most
artistically perfect on the long Howells shelf of novels.

In 1886 Howells returned once more to the Italian-American
scene in /ndian Summer. The title has a nostalgic overtone, and
that was indeed Howells’ mood as he summoned up the romantic
Italian setting for the last time. Howells had already written
A Modern Instance and The Rise of Silas Lapham; he had re-
signed from the Atlantic and assumed his position on Harper's;
in his reading he was turning more and more to the Russians.
“Italian I care nothing for,” he wrote Aldrich in 1885, “but my
Russian I am proud of, and I think I know my Tourguenieff.”?t
Indian Summer was hardly in print before Howells discovered
Tolstoy, who was to affect so profoundly his view of the world

2 The seemingly simple art of Turgenev, in which three or four char-
acters work out the plot themselves while the author stands aside and
observes them, must have been the subject of many of the conversations of
Howells and James. In 1873, James published an essay on Turgenev, in
which he pointed out the Russian’s love of fact, his profound understanding
of his characters,; on whom he does not comment. The North American
Review, CXVIII (April, 1874), 326-356. Howells tells us he began to
appreciate the greatness of Turgenev “about the middle of the seventies.”
My Literary Passions, p. 229. In 1872 Howells reviewed Smoke for the
Atlantic, XXX (August, 1872), 234.
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for the next decade. Tolstoy made Howells less interested in the
supreme art of Turgenev, he tells us, and gave him a passionate
concern for man in society, which made him “impatient even of
the artifice that hid itself.”??? In the summer of 1882 James was
back from Europe, and lived only a few doors from Howells,
who was recovering at that time from a serious illness. The art
of the novel and Turgenev’s influence on it??® were eagerly dis-
cussed by the two novelists. The upshot of these talks was an
essay on James by Howells which appeared in the November
issue of Century Magagine, for that year.? It is James, he de-
clared, “who is shaping and directing” American novelists to-
ward an interest in character rather than plot and a reliance on
relevant detail rather than philosophic comment. It is under the
influence of James and Turgenev then, that Howells turns once
more to the Italian setting in /ndian Summer, though his thoughts
have already begun to move away from the psychological
romance to the social novel.

As Howells, in writing /ndian Summer, takes a vacation from
his more serious social novels,?% so Colville, in the story, takes
a vacation from the stress of journalism and returns again to his
beloved Florence, with the unfulfilled hope of at last writing a
history of the city of his youth. Here, seventeen years earlier,
Colville had failed to win the lady of his choice, but had gained
an undying love of the city of Florence. As he, handsome,
begloved, and forty, stands upon a bridge, gazing into the Arno
and contemplating his missed opportunities, he hears a crisp,

2 My Literary Passions, p. 23

23Henry James wrote to Howells in 1876 of his meeting with Turgenev,
to whom Howells had sent a personal greeting. Turgenev “bade me to
thank you very kindly and to say that he had the most agreeable memory
of your two books.” The Letters of Henry James, I, 49.

2¢“Henry James, "Jr.”” Century Magazine, XXV (November, 1882), 27.

28The critic writing for The Literary World welcomed Howells’ return
to his earlier style with these words, “If our leading American novelist be
wise he will not wander often awa to those rude, raw scenes nearer home

which have sometimes tempted his pen ... Mr. Howells’ arena is the
parlor.” The Literary World, XVII (March zo, 1886), 103.
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familiar voice at his elbow and recognizes the chic form of Mrs.
Bowen, “best friend” of the Miss Wheelwright of his twenties,
and now a widow. One takes in, almost at once, that Mrs.
Bowen, and not Miss Wheelwright, is the lady Colville should
have proposed to in the lost days of their youth. Before our
perfectly polite, perfectly polished hero and heroine discover
that they still love each other, Colville is doomed to repeat his
earlier error and succumb to the beautiful blonde protegée of
Mrs. Bowen, Imogen Graham, who romantically wishes to
comfort Colville for his unhappy love affair. The contrast be-
tween age twenty and age forty in love is the theme on which
Howells hangs his tale. Colville is unable to be amused by
“the Englehardt boys,” with whom he finds himself standing at
the receptions and dances to which Imogen drags him night
after weary night; Imogen is hurt by the blankness with which
Colville greets her proffered sympathy for the long-forgotten
love affair; Mrs. Bowen, perfectly controlled person though she
is, is given to unexpected moments of rage at Imogen, of whom
she had supposed herself fond. Little Ellie, the eleven-year-old
daughter of Mrs. Bowen, is the only one who maintains the
clarity of her view. She knows she loves Colville, and is only
sad when the complexity of the situation makes it impossible for
him to call at the comfortable little apartment for an afternoon
cup of tea. The masquerading of the Lenten féte, the brilliant
Florentine ball, the salons of the Italianate Americans, all serve
further to confuse our Americans, who, one feels, could never
so hopelessly have lost their path had they been safely at home,
moving among the conventions known to them all. When the
glamorous but dull Imogen finally accepts the patient Mr.
Morton, who had been wistfully waiting in the background all
during this unhappy love affair, and when Colville and Mrs.
Bowen are at last able to enjoy their interrupted conversations,
we sigh our satisfaction at belated but appropriate marriages.
That James was actually in Howells’ mind as he wrote /ndian
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Summer is clear from a whimsical little passage embedded in the
novel. A distinguished elderly lady puts up her glasses and
surveys a group of characters, observing,

“I feel that we are a very interesting group—almost dramatic.”
[To which Colville responds], “Oh, call us a passage from a
modern novel, if you're in the romantic mood. One of Mr.
James’s.” “Don’t you think we ought to be rather more of the
great world for that? T hardly feel up to Mr. James. I should
have said Howells. Only nothing happens in that case!” “Oh,
very well; that’s the most comfortable way. Ifit’s only Howells,
there’s no reason why I should’nt go with Miss Graham to show
her the view of Florence from the cypress grove up yonder.” 226

So Howells leaves to James the great romantic world of
Europe, and accepts for himself, after writing this last of his
Venetian novels, the simpler American setting.?*” James made the
other choice, and Howells never ceases to reflect on what he
felt to be James’ tragic mistake.?”8 Though James and Howells
continue to write to each other and to visit one another whenever
possible, the period of their apprenticeship is over. Now James,
bent on other game, hails Howells as the great American natu-
ralist, and urges him to be faithful to the American scene and
to widen and deepen the social implications of his novels. “I
don’t think you go far enough, and you are haunted with
romantic phantoms and a tendency to factitious glosses,” writes
James to Howells in 1884.%® In 1886,in Harper’s Weekly, James
congratulates Howells for deserting his Italian setting and return-

2265, 5

2THowells, on his first stay in Venice, looked toward his own country
with longing. “But exile is so sad, and my foolish hcart yearns for America.
Ah! come abroad, anybody that wants to know what a dear country
Americans have.” Life in Letters, I, 44. In 1876, Howells wrote to his
father, “But one at my time ofllft. loses a vast deal of indefinable, essmtml
something, by living out of one’s own country, and I’m afraid to risk it.”
Life in Letters, 1, 217. See also, ibid., 58-59; 85; 91; 338.

228Sec the last two essays Howells wrote, the first a review of The Letters
of Henry James, ed. by Pu-cy Lubbock, (New York, 1920), and the sec-
ond “The American James,” Life in Lezzers, 11, 394-399.

2T he Letters of Henry James, 1, 105.
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ing to America and a more serious interestin “common things and
unheroic lives.”’?* As for himself, James will be faithful to the be-
lief “that it takes an old civilization to set a novelist in motion—
a proposition that seems to me so true as to be a truism.”%!

To understand why Howells turned from the psychological
romances, which he wrote with such consummate skill, to the
social novel, one must look once more to 4 World of Chance,
written in 1893, seven years after /ndian Summer appeared. Ray,
as he peddles 4 Modern Romeo from publisher to publisher,
becomes less satisfied with his romance, for, having been forced
to turn to journalism in order to support himself, he has not
been able to disregard the hard terms of the ‘“‘real life” about
him. An older author friend, Mr. Kane, takes him to the noisy,
crowded apartment of David Hughes, a noble old socialist and
reader of Tolstoy, and the father of two working girls Ray had
“by chance” encountered on the train. Hughes welcomes the
young man, lends him his Tolstoy to read, but does not hesitate
to ask him, in the course of one of the Sunday morning discus-
sions of the comrades in his tenement close by the elevated
train, what kind of novel Ray had written. When Ray con-
fesses that his novel is merely a love story with a “psychological
interest,” Hughes scoffs at the idea of wasting one’s powers in
such a way when human beings on every side are being exploited
by a cruel industrial system. Ray is silently resentful and re-
solves never again to become involved with that little group of
radicals. Not the words of Hughes so much as the actual suffer-
ing of the members of Hughes’ family finally make Ray think
less well of A Modern Romeo, though by this time the book has
found a publisher and has become a best seller. One tragedy
after another befalls his friends until finally old David Hughes
himself, about to die, begs Ray to find a publisher for his socio-

280“William Dean Howells,” Harper's Weekly, XXX (June 19,1886), 394.
B The Letters of Henry James, 1, 72.
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logical study, which has been the work of many years. He
pathetically remarks that perhaps if he had time to do it again
he could cast his ideas into the form of a novel and thus find a
publisher. Ray promises to do his best for his dying friend,
knowing very well that no publisher would be interested in
such a book.

One cannot fail to see through this picture of a developing
novelist a reflection of Howells himself, who, in Their Wedding
Journey, A Chance Acquaintance, A Foregone Conclusion, The
Lady of the Aroostook, and Indian Summer, charmed his readers
with his perfectly executed psychological studies of people fall-
ing in and out of love. Both Howells and Ray were broadened
by their journalistic experience; both of them became enthusiastic
readers of Tolstoy, and both grew less sure that a love story,
even if it were true to real life, was sufficiently wide to express
their enlarged sense of the harsher aspects of living. Howells,
even while absorbed in his more lyric novels, had given proof of
his growing concern for the problems of society in such novels
as The Undiscovered Country (1880), and Dr. Breen’s Practice
(1881).282 His power to express his conception of the wider
relation of the individual to society came to its full maturity,
however, only after he resigned from The Atlantic Monthly in
1881,2 in order to give his whole time to creative writing.23
Encouraged by James, who saw in Penetian Life the germ of
Howells’ Italian novels, Howells knew at last that he was a novel-

222Howells was also growing weary of the social rounds of Cambridge.
He wrote to his father in 1876, ““We have both gone out a great deal more
this winter than ever before, and though it is all very pleasant, it is distinctly
unprofitable. For a social animal it is amusing to observe how little man
can see of his fellows without being demoralized by it.” Life in Letters, I,
217.

283The partners of the publishing firm of Houghton and Osgood, pub-
lishers of The Atlantic Monthly and of Howells’ novels, separated in 1880,
and differed in their interpretation of their agreement of separation.
Howells wrote identical letters to both men telling them that he did not
wish to become the “battle ground in fighting out your different inter-
pretations,” and took this occasion to resign. Life in Letters, 1, 293-295.

284]bid., p. 304.
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ist even more than he was a journalist. He had grown “terribly,
miserably tired of editing,”%® and was derermined to go abroad
for a rest. Perhaps the struggle between the journalist and the
novelist in Howells had been too much for his health. Success-
ful as he seemed to others in both realms. he himself did not feel
successful. “I think my nerves have given way under the fifteen
years’ fret and substantial unsuccess,” he wrote to H. E. Scud-
der, “At any rate the MSS., the proofs, the books, the letters
have become insupportable. Many a time in the past four years
I have been minded to jump out and take the consequences—
to throw myself upon the market as you did . . . . The chance
came to Jight soft and I jumped out.”?3%

Before Howells finally sailed for Europe in July, 1882, the

26/bid., p. 294.

236/bid., pp. 294-295. During Howells’ fifteen years on The Atlantic
Monthly he had prospered financially and could well afford to throw
himself upon the market, as he wished to do. According to the Critic,
(June 28, 1884), p. 307, he received $5,000 for his novels serially and prob-
ably $3,000 more when they appeared as books. To these sums for a
single titlé must be added what he received from editions subsequent to the
first, as well as his salary from the Atlanzic. Howells contributed to the
Atlantic “Their Wedding Journey” (1871), “A Chance Acquaintance”
(1873), “A Foregone Conclusion” (1874), “Private Theatricals” (1875),
“The Lady of the Aroostook” (1878), “The Undiscovered Country”’
(1880), and “Dr. Breen’s Practice” (1881). “Indian Summer” appeared
serially in Harper’sin 1885. All but one of these novels were immediately
republished as separate volumes. “Private Theatricals” was published 1n
book form as Mrs. Farrel (1921) after Howells’ death. In addition to these
novels, Howells was constantly writing shorter picces for the Atlantic
and for other magazines, and then getting them out 1n book form. Thus,
his Poems of 1873 was made up of poetry contributed to newspapers and
magazines during the preceding fiftcen or more ycars, No Love Lost, a
Romance of Travel (1869) had originally come out in Putnam’s, A Fearfil
Responsibility and Other Stories was composed of stories which had been
published here and there, and the comedy 4 Counterfeit Presentment had
first run through three numbers of the Atlantic. During these same years of
his Arlantic editorship, Howells also took on outside tasks of a journalistic
character. When approached by Houghton, who wished to publish a life
of Rutherford B. Hayes during the presidential campaign of 1876, Howells
undertook to go through a mass of MSS and write the book, which he did
in three weeks (Life in Letters, I, 226). He also edited in 1878 a series of
short autobiographies, prefaced with introductory essays, some of which
he also published in the Atlantic.
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first installment of 4 Modern Instance appeared in Century
Magazine, ushering in Howells’ brilliant decade of social novels,
which began with 4 Modern Instance (1882), and ended with
A Hazard of New Fortunes, (1890). It is well to remember that
the “psychological romance” is the basis of all of his social
novels, that during the period of his greatest interest in “‘society”
he wrote such romances as April Hopes, and that, after his
interest in the problems of society had waned, he returned to
this form in such novels as The Kentons (1902) and The Vaca-
tion of the Kelwyns (1920). During these twenty-two years,
from 1860 to 1882, Howells had turned from journalism to novel
writing. More important still, he had discovered, through
his contributions to newspapers and magazines, his own par-
ticular approach to the writing of novels, that of the quiet ob-
server of ordinary life who felt, as James said, “the romance
of the real and the interest and the thrill and the charm of the
common.”?? Now, like Percy Ray, he was ready to put aside
the psychological romance for a while and to experiment with
the social novel.

IV. NOVELIST TO SOCIAL CRITIC

“I am reading dand thinking about questions that carry me
beyond myself and my miserable literary idolatries of the
past.”

“Coming back to Boston in 1883, after a year in Europe,”
writes Howells’ daughter in her Foreword to the 1937 edition
of Silas Lapham, ‘‘my father took a house at 4 Louisburg Square
while he searched for the permanent home he always hoped to
find, but which always proved, in the end, impermanent. He
thought he had found it in a small house on the water side of
Beacon Street that he bought in 1884, and as there were various
alterations to be made in it, he spent most of the summer over-
seeing them, while he sent the rest of the family to the coun-

81 The hetters of Henry James, 11, 224.
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try.”28 Howells’ search for the permanent home which in the
end always proved impermanent, the interest he took in various
alterations of the old house, is symbolic of his search for a new,
more modern technique of novel writing, and his way of making
old forms his own. He found a convenient home in the “social
novel” where he lived for about ten years, writing the novels
on which his fame largely rests. Here The Rise of Silas Lapham
(1885), Annie Kilburn (1889), and A Hagard of New Fortunes
(1890) were written. By the end of this decade he again aban-
doned this home for a much less lasting abode, borrowed from
Bellamy, in which he housed 4 Traveler from Altruria (1894),
and Through the Eye of a Needle (1907). Having expressed in
these two “‘romances,” as he carefully subtitles them, his ideas
of social right and wrong as completely as be was ever to express
them, Howells moved back into the home which he had enjoyed
in his first days of novel writing, that of the psychological novel,
and here, in fact, he lived very comfortably until his death in
1920.2%

The contrasts to be noticed in the minor experiences of daily
living never ceased to amuse and sadden Howells, quite apart
from the larger social problems involved, and it is these subtly
analysed contrasts that form the basis of the true Howells novel.
For a sense of the range of thought which Howells entertained

288Howells moved to 302 Beacon Street in August, 1884. Life in Letters,
1, 363. See also Hamlin Garland, “Howells’ Early Life in Cambridge,”
My Friendly Contemporaries, (New York, 1932), p. 301.

29]n 1899 Howells wrote a paper in Literature, entitled “Problems of
Existence in Fiction,” in which he explained what he considered to be the
true subjects of the novelist. It is clear from his essay that he had returned
to his earlier conception of the novel. The most important problem of life
with which the novelist has to deal is “economical,” and by this term he
means “pecuniary.” Other problems are “social”’—in the strictly limited
sense—*‘as, whom shall one ask to dinner””; “domestic,” such as “a nagging
wife or brutal hushand . . . a daughter’s wishing in her innocent heart to
marry a fool . .. a lingering, hopeless sickness;” and civil, moral, and re-
ligious questions, such as “to side with your country when your country is
wrong ... to profess openly a creed which you secretly deny.” Literature,
New Series, I (March 10, 1899), 193-194. .
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on the irreconcilable natures of the sexes, for instance, one has
only to consider the lightness of April Hopes (1888) and A4n
Open-Eyed Conspiracy (1897), in comparison with the tragic
implications of The Shadow of a Dream (1890) and Miss
Bellard’s Inspiration (1905). The amusing and also tragic con-
trasts to be found in class distinctions, Howells plays with again
and again—in the gloomy and violent Landlord at Lion’s Head
(1897); in Ragged Lady (1899), with its Cinderella charm; in the
native realism of backwoods Ohio in The Leatherwood God
(1916); and in the capricious summer idyll, 7%e Vacation of the
Kelwyns (1920). The endlessly fascinating contrasts latent in
‘West and East, in Ohio, Boston, and New York, Howells muses
upon with a freshness equal to that of his early Boston days.
In Letters Home (1903) all of these groups meet—the young
author-journalist from Ohio, and the wealthy western family;
the elderly Boston aristocrat, the New York hostess, as well as
the New York tenement dweller. In The Kentons? (1902)
people from Ohio, New York, and Europe come together, mis-
understand oneanother, and quarrel or smile their way to the end
of a novel as absorbing as any Howells was able to write in the
full flush of the novel writing of the eighties. ‘““You have done
nothing more true and complete,” wrote James to Howells from
England, marvelling at this “demonstration of the freshness,
within you still, of the spirit of evocation.”?4

Howells’ “spirit of evocation” is apparent in all of his novels,
even those most freighted with social implications. This skill
he discovered for himself in the seventies; his friendship with
James, who was himself engaged in a similar quest, served to
encourage him in his own characteristic style. The ambitious
social novel, with which he experimented in the eighties and
nineties, proved finally too large for him, and he was right to

240]n this novel Howells created the boy which inspired Booth Tarking-
ton’s Penrod.
M1The Letters of Henry James, 1, 398. See also ibid, 11, 225.
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return to his earlier form of writing. In 1877, Howells wrote to
his fellow-novelist, Charles Dudley Warner, who was urging
him to broaden his social scene:

Very likely I don’t want much world, or cffect of it, in my fic-
tions. Not that I could compel it if I did want it; but I find
that on taking stock, at forty years, of my experiences, and likes
and dislikes, that I don’t care for society, and that I do care in-
tensely for people. I suppose therefore my tendency would
always be to get any characters away from their belongings, and
let four or five people act upon each other. I hate to read stories
in which I have to drop the thread of one person’s fate and take
up that of another; so I suppose I shall always have my people
so few that their fates can be interwoven and kept constantly in
common before the reader.?*

This is the essential Howells, though his contact with a larger
world through his journalistic experiences, which brought to
his attention such authors as Bellamy, Gronlund, George, Tol-
stoy and others, made him for a time move into a more imposing
home, that of the social novel.

1. Dramatic Interlude

It is significant that throughout these strenuous novel-writing
days, when Howells was thinking most seriously on social
problems, he amused himself by writing thirty-three plays,
farces, dramatic sketches and comic operas.?® “I would ten
times rather write plays than anything else,”?* he wrote Mark
Twain, who encouraged him in this departure. From 1876, the
date of The Parlor Car, to 1911, the date of Parting Friends,
these little comedies of manners appeared from time to time in
The Atlantic Monthly, Harper’s Weekly and Harper’s Magagzine.
Though some of them did find their way to the stages of Boston,

242Life in Letters, I, 233. See also ibid., 210.

28For a list of Howells’ plays, see Arthur Hobson Quinn, 4 History
of the American Drama (New York, 1937), II, 364-365.

24 ife in Letters, I, 255-256.
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New York and London,? they seem to have been written, for
the most part, to be read rather than to be acted. Concerning
Out of the Question, for example, Howells writes, “The play is
too short to have any strong effect, I suppose, but it seems to me
to prove that there is a middle form between narrative and
drama, which may be developed into something very pleasant
to the reader, and convenient to the fictionist.”?% That this
“new drama” meant a real break with the old was recognised by
William Archer, who wrote to Howells on October 13, 1890,
about “the remarks in your Harper article.”*” The comments,
he said, “apply to the English stage quite as much as to the
American . . . our dramatists are all sunk in the old rut.” He
urged Howells to turn his attention to the new drama, “which

25Quinn, 4 History of the American Drama, 11, (68-69). See also
Life in Letters, 1, 221-2225 237; 239; 245-246; 249; 251; 11, 237-238. 4
Counterfeit Presentment, for example, has quite an extensive stage history,
which may be studied 1n some detail in the Houghton Library of Harvard
University. The play was published 1n The Atlantic Monthly in August and
October of 1877; 1t was purchased by the actor Lawrence Barrett, and
appeared for the first time on the stage in Cincinnati on the evening of
October 11, 1877, after which it toured the East, playing for a night or two
in Pittsburgh, Philadelphia, Hartford, and many smaller towns, and finally
in Boston on April 1, 1878. Lengthy reviews announced the important
dramatic event in words such as the following from The Golden Rule of
Apnil 17, 1878: “The presentation of Mr. Howells’ comedy ‘A Counterfeit
Presentment’ at the Boston Museum, may be said to have marked a positive
advance, if not a new era, in a distinctly American drama.” However, the
consensus of critical opinion was that, though Howells was subtle 1n his
presentation of character, his plot was too tenuous to hold the interest of
any but the most educated audience. Though the play reccived much
acclaim, the experiment was not repeated.

Howells, however, never gave up his wish to make the legitimate stage.
His correspondence (now in the New York Public Library) with his cous-
in Paul Kester, reflects his unsuccessful effort to dramatize Stlas Lapham for
the stage. The play was turned down several times by New York producers
until the dramatization by Lillian Sabine was produced by the Actors’
Guild at the Garrick Theater, on November 25, 1919, where it enjoyed a
short run. For the story of the attempted dramatization of 4 Hagard of
New Fortunes in collaboration with Frank E. Drake, see the Howells-
Drake Letters. MS Room, New York Public Library. Frank Drake him-
self published an account of the affair in the Literary Digest, June 19, 1920.

246 Life in Letters, I, 230.

21Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXIX (July, 1889), 314~19.
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you and I (I take it) foresee and hope for . . . Why do you not,
either in theory or still better in practice, give us some guidance
towards the new technique? I have not read your pieces in
dramatic form, but I take it they are not intended for the
stage.”’?® Howells, however, never developed his comedies be-
yond the level of “mere sketches,” wisely realizing that his
“farces” were directed to a reading public, interested in amateur
theatricals. Edmund Gosse reflected the appreciation of many
readers when he wrote to Howells from London on October 12,
1882, “We are all talking about you,” he said, “I see ladies
giggling over little books in the train, and then I know they
must be reading ‘The Parlor Car.’ % On November 30, 1886,
he wrote again to Howells in gratitude for 7he Mouse Trap,
which his sister-in-law had read aloud to the Gosse household
the evening before. Gosse reported, they “laughed so much

that we voted the performance incomplete, and I had to read
it, as gravely as I could, right through a second time. I assure
you I never read anything more laughable in my life. I con-
gratulate you on a success of the very freshest and most
sprightly kind.”’2%0

By 1906 Howells had sufficiently established his relationship
with the readers, as well as the directors of plays, to call forth
the following comment from Henry Arthur Jones. “It seems
to me,” he wrote, “you have hit on the exact form of stage
direction which will make a play readable, and also convey to a
practical stagemanager the necessary suggestion for business . . .
Shaw has adopted something like it in his plays.”?! Howells
replied to this letter saying that his pieces “have been done

28MS. letter in the Houghton Library, Harvard University.

WThe Life and Letters of Sir Edmund Gosse, by the Hon. Evan Charteris,
K. C. (New York, 1931), p. 152.

%0]hid., p. 202.

#IMS. letter in the Houghton Library, Harvard University. The letter is
dated December 17, 1906.
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everywhere in private theatricals,”?? but that he still longs for
success on the legitimate stage.

In his dramatic jeux d’esprit Howells gives himself the pleasure
of letting “four or five people act upon each other,” with very
little serious reference to the social environment in which they
live. The settings are those familiar to the reader of Howells’
novels, the summer hotel, the New York apartment, the parlor
car of a train; the issues are those of drawing room comedy, and
depend for their effect on the subtle contrast of social values; the
language is the casual, natural talk of every day. Though the
writing of these plays covers the period in which Howells was
most concerned with the injustices of the world around him,
no questions of the sort ever intrude upon these little interludes,
so delightfully characteristic of Howells’ sense of the irony in
the intimate scene around him.

That Howells’ plays were not presented professionally more
often is not surprising, for the best of them are trial sheets of a
novelist rather than serious plays. He, in fact, calls Out of the
Question, “a long story in dramatic form.”?3 In The Story of a
Play (1898), a novel “founded, as far as the theatrical vicissi-
tudes of the imaginary play are concerned, upon several expe-
riences of my own,”?* he states clearly the various reasons why
the play form was unsatisfactory to him, especially after the
manuscript had found its way into the hands of a famous actor
and a producer. One can only conclude that Howells was a
novelist and not a dramatist, and that he never seriously mis-
took his vocation.?%® His plays are brief and witty scenes which

%2Howells’ letter is dated December 30, 1906. The Life and Letters of
Henry Arthur Jones, ed. by Doris Arthur Jones, (London, 1930), p. 238.

263 Life in Letters, I, 227.

%4“Howells’ Unpublished Prefaces,” edited by George Arms, New
England Quarterly, XVII (December 19, 1944), 588.

25]n a letter to Paul Kester, October 6, 1896, Howells says that he has

little faith in himself as far as the theater goes. MS. Room, New York
Public Library. The idea of an author talking over a play with a famous
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could be inserted into any of his stories. Consider, for instance,
this opening of 4 Counterfeit Presentment:

On a lovely day in September, at that season when the most
sentimental of the young maples have begun to redden along
the hidden courses of the meadow stream, and the elms, with a
sudden impression of despair in their langour, betray flocks of
yellow on the green of their pendulous boughs—on such a day
at noon, two young men enter the parlor of the Ponkwasset
Hotel, and deposit about the legs of the piano the burdens they
have been carrying: a camp-stool, namely, a field easel, a closed
box of colors, and a canvas to which, apparently, some portion
of reluctant nature has just been transferred.?

Here, surely, is the casual, genial atmosphere of the Howells’
novels. In a letter to Henry Arthur Jones, Howells admits as
much: ‘“The full stage direction was meant for part of the litera-
ture in things to be read rather than seen.”’27

That Howells used the play form as exercise sheets for longer
narratives is further borne out by the fact that, having once as-
sembled a group of characters congenial to him, he is loath to
let them go. In the course of seventeen years, from 1883 to
1900, he wrote no less than twelve plays about the Robertses and
the Campbells, who in their day delighted the readers of Har-
per’s and the Atlantic, much as we are pleased to-day by
familiar figures who appear again and again in The New Yorker.
Our characters are the talkative Agnes Roberts, her absent-
minded husband, Edward, her brother, Willis Campbell from

actor before writing it had been suggested to Howells in 1875 by Clemens,
when the well-known actor Haskins was looking for a playwright to put
into words a plot of his. Howells wrote, ‘““Thank you for thinking of me
for Mr. Haskins’s play. I should certainly like to talk with him, for I believe
I could write a play in that way—by having an actor give me his notion.”
Life in Letters, I, 204. Several months later he wrote, “I have seen Haskins.
His plot was a series of stage situations, which no mortal ingenuity could
harness together.” Jbid., 207. Howells made a similar effort for the actor
Laurence Barrett. Jbid., 257—-258.

256Edition of 1877, p. 7.

27 Life in Letters, 11, 232.
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California, who in the course of these scenes falls in love with
and marries the clever Amy Somers. They meet in 7he Sleep-
ing Car (1883); they appear in The Elevator (1885), suspended
between two floors; Willis and Amy fall in love at Five O’Clock
Tea (1889); they stand on chairs for want of 4 Mouse Trap
(1889), and greet The Unexpected Guests (1893) for dinner, at-
tempting in vain to carry off the situation.”® In these comedies
of manners, which, if they were gathered together in one vol-
ume, would form a short novel, Howells amused his generation
by playing finger exercises for his novels. More than that, he
gave his readers a humorous insight into the scenes and situa-
tions around them. Never once through all these years of play
writing, did Howells insert a scene involving “society” in the
larger sense. “They will do,” he wrote to Henry Arthur Jones,
“to amuse the idleness and the intolerable leisure of young
people of good society, or young people who wish to be of it,
and fancy that my plays will help them.”%%9

2. The Shaker Novels

As a young boy Howells had ample opportunity to consider
the “social problems” of life, but, as he tells us over and over
again, it did not occur to him that these problems should find
their place in literature. His work with his brother and his
father in the printing office of the Ohio State Journal, their
heartbreaking effort to buy the home in Jefferson that his mother
longed for, talks with the fugitive slaves who passed through
Jefferson on their way to Canada, his experiences as night editor
of the Cincinnati Gazetze, might have turned Howells’ mind
from his Spanish grammar and his translations of Heine to the
social problems at hand.2® But years of slow maturing seem to

%8See also The Garroters (1886), A Likely Story (1889), The Albany
Depot (1892), A Letter of Introduction (1892), Evening Dress (1893), A
Masterpiece of Diplomacy (1894), The Smoking Car (1900).

269 Life in Letters, 11, 238.
#0Howells” unwillingness to look at the harsh side of life was evident
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have been necessary to make Howells aware of the story material
latent in the economic struggle around him. When he made his
famous pilgrimage to Boston, he tells us that he watched the
girls pouring out of a shoe factory in Massachusetts, with no
particular curiosity or interest. His comments on the beggars
and cripples of Venice in Penetian Life are those of a clever
young journalist. On a later visit to this city in 1883, he writes,
looking back on his earlier self, “I don’t think I began to see the
misery of it when I lived here. The rags and dirt I witnessed
in a walk this morning sickened me.”?! In Zheir Wedding
Journey he scarcely notices the social panorama through
which the Marches travelled, so interested is he in the com-
ments of Basil and Isabel as they gaze upon the churches and
forts of Quebec and Montreal. “I do not defend the feeble
sentimentality,” he writes, “but I understand it, and I forgive
it from my soul.”%?

Though Howells’ youthful experiences in Ohio provided him
with no key to the sordid scenes of big cities, it nevertheless did
leave with him a picture of community life, which is reflected in
all of his social thinking. From the log-cabin days of the
Howells family on Little Miami River, William Dean had been
attracted by the notion of a group of mutually helpful people
living together, sharing their work and their pleasures, freed
from the slavery of a competitive society.2® In 1876 he wrote a
description of “A Shaker Village,” which appeared in The A:-
lantic Monthly, for he saw among the Shakers some of these
same familiar ideals of social living. The Shakers, Howells ob-

as a boy. When he was about twelve years old a young seamstress was
employed to help his mother. The seamstress was unmarried and preg-
nant; Howells refused to speak to the girl, and, in fact, treated her so un-
kindly that the girl herself was reduced to tears, and Howells reprimanded
by his parents. Years of My Youth, p. 42.

261 Life in Letters I, 340.

22T heir Wedding Journey, p. 197.

203Mrs. Howells’ uncle, John Humphrey Noyes, was one of the founders
of the Oneida Community in New York. See Life in Letters, I, 11.
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served, “present great temptations to the fictionist.”2% Howells
used this setting in The Undiscovered Country (1880), and he
returned to it again in two later novels, or long short stories,
both published in 1896, The Day of Their Wedding and A Part-
ing and A Meeting.*® He is charmed by the cool, plain interiors
of the large, barn-like Shaker dwellings, their homespun rugs,
the simple furniture, the bountiful meals so generously served
to strangers. He watches these grey-clad men and women move
about their acres of rich farm land, prune their laden orchard
trees, join in their strange communal dances, and he wonders
whether they might have the answers to such harassing ques-
tions as money, sex, and God. What he discovered interested
him, but did not convince him that the Shakers held the key to
Utopia. In each of his books on the subject, he tries to explain
their inadequacy as well as their wisdom.

The Undiscovered Country, in fact, is more concerned with the
country of the spirit after death than with Utopia on earth, and
his conclusion is stated in the title. Howells’ puppets, for they
are hardly more, are a “Dr.” Boynton, and his daughter Egeria.
The “doctor” is an honest and mistaken spiritualist with hyp-
notic control of Egeria, who, he thinks, isin touch with the spirits
beyond the “‘veil.” A plain and downright journalist, Mr. Ford,
who attends one of the seances, tries to free the girl, with whom
he is in love, by exposing the father, who he at first thinks is
merely a charlatan. Dr. Boynton, fearing an exposure in the
papers, flees from Boston with his daughter, who almost dies in
a snowstorm on a country road near the Shaker village of Yard-
ley.266 The Shakers kindly tend this strange pair, and eagerly
look forward to the *“demonstration” which Dr. Boynton prom-
ises them. But when Egeria recovers from her illness, she seems

264Jbid., 209. See also Jbid., 225.

266The Shakers form part of the general background of several of the
novels not ptimarily concerned with Shakerism. See 4 World of Chance,

The Vacation of the Kelwyns, and Mrs. Farrel.
268From the names of two Shaker villages, Shirley and Harvard.
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no longer willing to act as a medium for her father, who finally
dies of the disappointment. Egeria is free to marry Ford, and
he easily convinces her that “the undiscovered country” will
always remain undiscovered. Howells, rational as he was, in-
herited a strain of mysticism from his Swedenborgian father
which made it necessary for him to go through this rather pro-
longed discussion of spiritualism in order to come out with a
repudiation both of spiritualism and of the Shaker belief that
we must live as saints in order to prepare to join the saints after
death.?” Egeria chooses marriage in spite of the gentle urgings
of the Sisters and the Brothers that she should join their Heaven-
ly Order and leave marriage to those of the Worldly Order.8
The most important contribution to Howells’ thinking at this
time was not mysticism or marriage, but rather communal liv-
ing, which he now is able to study at first hand, and which he
makes use of in his later social novels.

3. Toward the Social Novel

Dr. Breen’s Practice (1881), A Modern Instance (1882), and
A Woman’s Reason (1883) bring Howells closer to the genuine
social novel. All three of these novels are concerned with prob-
lems faced by women; two of them deal with women’s effort to
earn a living, and one with divorce. In Dr. Breen’s Practice and
A Woman’s Reason, Howells points out that professional women
are not successful because the people around them assume that
they cannot succeed. Dr. Breen, or Grace Breen, is the kind of
woman who goes in for a doctor’s career not because of an
ardent interest in medicine or the human race, but because of a

7For references to Howells’ religious views see note 22 on page xxiii of
this Introduction. Howells was inclined toward mysticism all of his life,
but his Christianity was also strongly social in its bent. Sec Howells’ re-
view of Richard Ely’s Social Aspects of Christianity, Harper's, LXXX,
(Feb., 1890) 484—485.

208This same aspect of Shakerism is treated again in the two rather

melancholy long short-stories, 4 Parting and a Meeting, and The Day of
Their Wedding (1896).
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disappointment in love.?® She finds herself in a large and drafty
summer hotel on an isolated point of the Maine coast with her
moralizing, puritanic mother, who disapproves of her daughter’s
profession, an old school friend, Mrs. Maynard, and Mrs. May-
nard’s child, Bella. Mrs. Maynard not only has tuberculosis, but
is also getting a divorce from her husband, who is somewhere
in the West. The conscientious Dr. Breen follows her about
with shawls and good advice, but nothing can protect Mrs. May-
nard from her own foolishness, especially when Mr. Libby, an
old friend of her husband’s, turns up and invites her for a run
in his sailboat. When Mr. Libby, who is, in fact, rapidly falling
in love with Grace Breen, tries to take back the invitation be-
cause of a threatening storm, Dr. Breen urges her to go, not
being altogether sure of her own motives in advising Mrs. May-
nard not to take the sail—for the doctor herself is succumbing
to Mr. Libby and knows it.

The storm does break; the boat is badly damaged. As a
result, Mrs. Maynard is critically ill, but not so ill as to keep her
from stating her distrust of a female physician at a moment of
crisis. Dr. Breen swallows her pride and goes for the doctor of
a near-by village, a gruff and virile middle-aged bachelor, Dr.
Mulbridge, who at first refuses to help, ostensibly because Dr.
Breen is a homeopath, but actually because she is a woman. He
agrees to take the case if Dr. Breen promises to be entirely under
his direction. Dr. Breen accepts the position, but at least is able
to say ‘“no” very primly and firmly when he proposes marriage
to her after Mrs. Maynard’s recovery. The combined effect of
the tart remarks of her mother, the weak and foolish lack of con-
fidence shown by Mrs. Maynard, and the bullying of Dr. Mul-
bridge, make Grace glad to give up her plans to become a doctor

29The popularity of the theme at that time is suggested by the fact that
a Miss Phelps submitted a novel, Doctor Zay, to the Atlantic at the time
when Howells’ story was appearing. Another “younger and less well-

known authoress” at about the same time sent him the outline of a novel
similar to that of Dr. Breen's Practice. Life in Letters I, 299—300.
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in favor of becoming the simple wife of Mr. Libby, whose light-
ness and sweetness, one supposes, is to be strengthened by his
strong-minded wife. A woman can be a doctor, Howells seems
to say, but only if she is willing to put up with the disapproval
of society and also steel herself against the weakness of love.

But if a woman has no professional training at all, as in the
case of Helen Harkness in 4 Woman’s Reason,*and is suddenly
left penniless by the death of a father, her chances of earning a
respectable living are slim indeed. Helen Harkness, just before
the death of her father, tells her literal-minded fiancé, Robert
Fenton, that she is not at all sure she loves him, and that he had
better seize the first opportunity to join his ship. To her con-
sternation, he promptly signs up for a three-year term at the
Naval Station in Hong Kong,?”* knowing nothing of the death
of Mr. Harkness. In spite of the affectionate solicitude of a
whole family of Butlers, Helen prefers to move to a Boston
boarding house after the sale of her home and her possessions,
and try to support herself in the various ways open to genteel
ladies of the nineteenth century—by painting flowers on pottery
vases, by writing reviews for a newspaper, which are secretly
re-written by a friendly editor, and finally and most successfully,
by making hats for servant girls. But Helen “was, as the sum of
it, merely and entirely a lady, the most charming thing in the

20The novel was begun in 1878. See Life in Letters, 1, 255; 319; 324.
It was completed in Switzerland in 1882. Here Howells fled from the
sociability of London, where he was unable to work on this novel, which
he considered “a most diflicult and delicate thing to handle.” Life in
Letzers, I, 329. See George Arms, “A Novel and Two Letters,” Journal
of the Rutgers University Library, VIII (Dec., 1944), 9-13, which shows
Howells’ painstaking effort to be accurate in the details of a rather fantastic
story.

’x';lyEdmund Gosse sent Howells a pamphlet on night life in Hong Kong,.
Howells was so shocked by what he read that he destroyed the pamphlet.
See Edmund Gosse, Living Age, CCCVI (July 10, 1920), 99. See also a
letter from Gosse to Howells, dated October 12, 1882, in which Gosse
offers to send Howells “some blue-books lately published here” on the
“life in the low quarter of the town.” But perhaps, he adds, “your hero is
careful not to get into bad company.” The Life and Letters of Sir Edmund
Gosse, by Evan Charteris, (London, 1931), 155.
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world, and as regards anything but a lady’s destiny the most
helpless.”?2 All of her elegant education in dancing, music, and
art proves useless, so also do the friends of her aristocratic Bos-
ton world, most of whom silently fall away, except for the jolly
Butler girls, who are romantically impressed by poor Helen’s
painful effort to be independent, and Mrs. Atherton, a kind-
hearted society matron.? More useful to Helen is the curt, prac-
tical Cornelia Root, who rooms across the hall from her in her
boarding house, and the clever Mr. Evans,? of Saturday After-
noon, who lives on the floor below with his wife and child. Both
of these characters know how useless Helen’s efforts are and are
amused or sardonic, according to their natures, at her young-
ladyish attempts in art and journalism.

Not only does Helen’s education leave her totally unprepared
to earn her living, but she, like Grace Breen, has her difficulties
with inappropriate suitors, both high and low. While her own
unfortunate fiancé, in an attempt to return to her, is tossed ashore
with one companion on an atoll in the Pacific,2”® a plain young
English nobleman, Lord Rainford, falls in love with Helen,
whom he quite mistakenly admires for her feminism. Lord
Rainford is a Liberal who hopes to find advanced social ideas in
this country, but habitually misinterprets what he sees. He is,
in fact, too good for Helen, who, confused by the Butler sisters,
is unable to say no to him until he is deeply in love with her. A
still more difficult lover is the old widower who bought her
father’s house and terrifies Helen by attempting to restore her
to her home as his wife. When Robert does return he finds a
paler, thinner Helen, busily making hats for servant girls in the

224 Woman’s Reason, p. 137.

218She appears in 4 Modern Instance as Clara Kingsbury, who in that
novel marries lawyer Atherton. Mrs. Atherton re-appears in Silas Lap-
ham, A Minister’s Charge, and An Imperative Duty.

214See also The Minister’s Charge and The Quality of Mercy.

276 Think of sd domestic a man as I wrecking his hero on a coral island—

an uninhabited ato//—in the South Pacific! There’s courage for you!”
Life in Letters, I, 255.
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hot little hall bedroom of her former servant. She marries him
and slips back into her niche in society, no wiser than she was
before. But the reader, if not Helen, has shared many reflections
with Howells on the futility and snobbery of the education
given to the protected young lady of the nineteenth century.

Although A4 Modern Instance deals with another phase of
nineteenth century miseducation, it takes one into the wider
field of divorce as well. With the publication of this novel,
Howells began serializing his novels in the Century Magazine
rather than in The Atlantic Monthly.?™ Aswe have seen, Howells’
social conscience was already alive before he left the Atlantic;?™
the move does, however, mark a real growth in Howells” social
outlook.

When Marcia Gaylord, the impetuous, romantic, willful
daughter of a stern old lawyer-father in Equity, Maine, elopes
with Bartley Hubbard, the clever young scapegrace journalist of
the town, real issues are raised, not all of which have been
answered today. From the finely-drawn opening scene in a
snow-covered New England village, the long tale of misery un-
winds. Soon after the elopement, Bartley Hubbard is looking
for a job on a Boston paper, while his bored wife watches for
him from a lodging-house window. Bartley exploits his old
college friend, Ben Halleck, for the sake of a “special story”
about his wealthy father, an injury to which Ben, for Marcia’s
sake, closes his eyes. Marcia, who smothers Bartley with her
affection, is more and more frequently left alone while Bartley
finishes his stories in the saloons frequented by his fellow journa-
lists. Nor does their child, whom Bartley loves too, really bring
this ill-mated pair together, for the misunderstanding between
the materialistic, practical Hubbard, and the willfully blind,
emotional Marcia is too complex.

28Century offered $5,000 for each novel serialized.
2MSee George Arms, “The Literary Background of Howells’s Social
Criticism,” American Literature, XIV (Nav., 1942), 267-271.
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Ben Halleck, who sees the tragedy growing and generously
attempts to help, is unable to avert the final catastrophe. Hub-
bard deserts Marcia, and is not heard of again until a newspaper
notice, stating his desire for a divorce, appears in a western
paper. The old judge, Ben, and Marcia, together with the child,
make a melancholy trip west to protect the name of Marcia.2
Hubbard now has degenerated into a fat, red-faced small-town
editor, but Marcia is still romantically devoted to her old illusion
and refuses to understand Ben Halleck’s love for her, which Ben
never allows himself to put into words. Mr. Atherton, the sar-
donic lawyer who befriends Marcia throughout, agrees with Ben
that, since he loved Marcia before she was divorced from Hub-
bard, he has forfeited his right to declare his love now that she is
free. Howells made his great break with the code of his day
when he wrote a novel in which divorce is frankly considered;
he could not allow Ben to marry Marcia.?”® Marcia and her child
fade away to a quiet life in Equity; the beautiful, domineering
girl becomes a colorless, purposeless, middle-aged woman, and
stands as a symbol of the futility of the romantic pursuit of love.

4. The Social Novel

The romantic attitude toward love and marriage is treated
with the same sad irony in The Rise of Silas Lapham, though
the difference in cultural outlook between Marcia Gaylord and

Bartley Hubbard is more fraught with tragedy than that be-

28In April, 1881, Howells made a trip to Crawfordsville, Indiana, to
observe a Western divorce case trial, and thus to make more accurate the
details of his description in 4 Modern Instance. See Life in Letters, 1, 297.

279]n 1882 Robert Louis Stevenson read this novel as an attack on divorce
and, since his wife had divorced her husband to marry him, withdrew his
invitation to Howells to visit him while Howells was in England. Life in
Letters, 1, 332-333. In 1893 Stevenson apologized to Howells. /4id., I1., 37~
38. Edmund Gosse, on August 30, 1882, expressed his appreciation of the
novel, “The end of A Modern Instance is superb. You draw your threads
together with extraordinary skill. The old Judge remains the most striking
character all through, but all is strong and consistent.” Unpublished letter
in the Houghton Library, Harvard.
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tween Irene Lapham and young Tom Corey, whose mismar-
riage is averted by the good sense of the Rev. Mr. Sewell.?%

Whereas the Lapham family is growing richer each year, the
old, aristocratic Corey family stands every year more in need of
money.28! Howells makes the most of the contrast of the
Laphams, plain, good-hearted, loving, and intelligent, with the
Coreys, equally good-hearted, loving and intelligent, but not in
the least plain. When it becomes clear that Tom loves, not the
beautiful domestic Irene, but the dark and humorous Penelope,
one shares Howells’ hopes for a happy marriage, beneficial to
both families. All of his life, Howells remained loyal to the
staunch qualities of the village American, though he liked the
breed all the better for the addition of Boston culture. One sees
in Silas Lapham as good a statement as possible of the respect
Howells always held for the simple environment of his youth,
which was no stronger than his love for the civilization of Bos-
ton. A marriage between the two groups promised, in this case,
the happiest outcome. For Silas Lapham, who is symbolic of
the aggressive, inventive business man of the post Civil War
period, was crude in his ruthless business ethics, as his treatment

280The Rev. Mr. Sewell re-appears in The Minister's Charge and The
Story of a Play. The novel inspired Lowell to write to Howells, on July 1,
1885, “I have just been reading ‘Silas Lapham’ with great interest and ad-
miration. *Tis the most wonderful bit of rea/ism (isn’t that what you call
it?) I ever saw, and Henry James is of the same opinion. Zola is nowhere.”
The Letters of James Russell Lowell, 11, 297.

281The move of the Lapham family to the “new house” reflects Howells’
move from Louisburg Square to Beacon Street. That Howells was mindful
of the social implications of this move is clear. While his family was still
in the country, he spent weeks alone in the new house arranging his books.
To his father he wrote, “And how unequally things are divided in this
world. While these beautiful, airy, wholesome houses are uninhabited,
thousands upon thousands of poor creatures are stifling in wretched bar-
racks in the city here, whole families in one room. I wonder that men are
so patient with society as they are.” Life in Letters, I, 364. Similar
words are used in Silas Lapham, p. 273. Howells was consciously using
his own experience in this novel. To James he wrote on August 22, 1884,
“Drolly enough, I am writing a story in which the chief personage builds a

house ‘on the water side of Beacon,” and I shall be able to use all my ex-
perience, down to the quick.” Life in Letters, 1, 366.
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of his partner, Rogers, proved; and the Coreys, in their way
reflect the sin of their group—they had forgotten how to work.
Silas Lapham’s “rise” in the end of the story above his earlier
self, when he allows his business to fail in order to repay Rogers,
reflects Howells’ belief in the spiritual integrity of the American
business man; Tom Corey’s desire to work in the Lapham Paint
Factory, as well as to marry Silas’ daughter,? seems to suggest
Howells’ belief in the soundness of American democracy, so
long as class distinctions are not allowed to crystallize. By the
marriage of Penelope and Tom, Howells brings together the two
plots, and, what is still moreimportant, suggests the interdepen-
dence of social classes in a democracy.

That Howells’ real interest in the first of his great social novels
was centered on Silas himself rather than on the love-story is
clear from an unpublished synopsis of The Rise of Silas Need-
ham 8 as the novel was first entitled, which Howells presumably
sent to the editor of Century, before the serial began to appear in
November, 1884. In the opening interview with Bartley Hub-
bard, Howells wrote, Needham’s career will be traced from his
squalid youth to the time of his prosperity. His character will
then be analysed; his love affair told; the episodes marking his
rise will be presented; his unjust treatment of his partner will be
portrayed, as well as the fact that his conscience never ceased
troubling him after he succeeded in edging his partner out of the
business. The subordinate plot of the proposed novel Howells
summarized in two sentences in which he indicated that the
social position of the Needhams in Boston would be studied and
Penelope’s romance reported. Evidently the intricacies of the
three-cornered love affair were not in Howells’ mind when he

282See 4 Minister’s Charge, p. 382, for further news of Tom and Penelope.

283]n the Huntington Library. The manuscript, which is undated, is in
Howells’ handwriting. Mildred Howells tells us that “Howells would not
submit his work to editors but offered them an outline of his idea for a
story or article, for them to accept or decline on the strength of his other
writings, usually before the thing was written.” Life in Letters, 1, 355.
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worked out the synopsis of his story. After this passing refer-
ence to a subplot Howells’ thought returned to Silas Needham’s
character, in the portrayal of which, he tells the editor, neither
the good nor the bad aspects are to be spared. His low motives
are to be presented unsparingly, his family troubles revealed,
while the underlying moral strength of the hero is, at first, to be
only suggested. According to the original plan Silas abandoned
the paint business after he had amassed a fortune, and turned to
speculation. Later, in a railroad deal, the choice is once more
presented to him of squeezing another man or getting squeezed
himself. Now Silas is weakened by the wrong he committed
earlier in life, but finally he does resist the temptation and ac-
cept financial ruin. The reader is made to feel that this deliberate-
ly chosen failure marks the rise of Silas Needham. In The Rise of
Silas Lapham Howells toned down the stark tale, though he
held in all essentials to his outline, the “other man” becoming,
first, two Englishmen, intent on their commissions for a
wealthy English charitable foundation, who wish to buy from
Silas property which Silas warns them the railroad has the
right to purchase at any time at a much lower figure, and,
second, an unwary purchaser of the Lapham Paint Works,
who, when Silas tells him the truth about the financial con-
dition of the company, withdraws his offer. Silas Lapham, like
Silas Needham, resists temptation and is financially ruined,
though morally he “rises” superior to his former blustering
and bullying self.

In this story of the moral struggles of Silas Lapham, Howells
is clearly reaching out for the idea that one cannot wrong a
fellow man without suffering wrong oneself. Silas’ final conver-
sation with the Rev. Mr. Sewell, who, throughout the book is
the voice of wisdom, expresses the meaning of the tale.?

284See also an unpublished letter to Mrs. J. T. Fields, of July 19, 1885,
in which Howells writes that he is glad Silas Lapham still pleases her, and
that he hopes it will continue to do so to the end, for there the true meaning
of the lesson is to be found. The Huntington Library.



Introduction cxi

“‘Sometimes,’ Silas said to Sewell, ‘I get to thinking it all
over, and it seems to me I done wrong about Rogers in the first
place; that the whole trouble came from that. It was just like
starting a row of bricks.”. . . “We can trace the operation of evil
in the physical world,’ replied the minister, ‘but I'm more and
more puzzled about it in the moral world.” 2%

As we shall see, this same thought, which in his next novel,
The Minister’s Charge, Howells calls “complicity,” is developed
and illustrated in the three social novels we are about to discuss.
The deftly handled love story of Irene, Penelope and Tom,
added to the stark story of Silas, reflects the Howells we have
come to know as the writer of “psychological romances.” The
more tragic tale of Silas, as originally planned, suggests Howells’
deepening sense of the moral questions implicit in society. Per-
haps the greatness of The Rise of Silas Lapham lies in the fact
that it was written just at the moment when Howells was turning
from his earlier love stories to his later social novels. In the
finished novel, considered by many to be his masterpiece, the
psychological and the social interests are happily blended in the
two interweaving plots.

The same group of Bostonians, whom we have met in 4
Woman's Reason and in The Rise of Silas Lapham, re-appear in
The Minister’s Charge (1887), the most penetrating criticism of
stratified Boston which Howells had yet written.?8® Bromfield
Corey, Mrs. Atherton, the Rev. Mr. Sewell, all consider the
problem of Lemuel Barker, the gifted young country boy adrift
in Boston, and they all give the wrong answers. Mr. Sewell,

85T ke Rise of Silas Lapham, pp. 513-514.

286]n 1883 Henry Alden, to whom Howells had submitted an outline of
his story, asked him to modify his plan. Howells refused. See Life in
Letters, 1, 356. Evidently Alden had wanted *“‘a more considerable hero.”
See ibid., p. 361. But Howells insisted that he wished “to make a simple,
earnest, and often very pathetic figure of my country boy.” (f6id.) “I
believe in this story, and am not afraid of its effect before the public.”
(Zbid., p. 362). Perhaps this discussion delayed the novel; in 1886 it was
serialized in Century.
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in fact, was the summer visitor at Willoughby Pastures, who
first in a generous but casual mood praised Lemuel’s poetry. To
his embarrassment, Lemuel sent some of his effusions to him in
Boston, and, when the minister failed to comment on them,
came himself to ask him whether he thought he would succeed
in a literary career in Boston.

Faced with the necessity for honesty, the minister tells him
that his poetry is not good, and that he had better go home to
the farm. But Lemuel had secretly hoped to rescue his destitute
mother and sister in the country by his poetry. He listens to
the minister’s words in silence, stumbles out of the house, goes
to sleep on a bench in the Common, wakes up to find his money
stolen. He pursues the boys he thinks have stolen it, but is him-
self arrested as the thief who had made off with a shop girl’s bag,
and spends his first night in Boston in jail. “The minister’s
charge” is given work in a flop house, when he is freed from
jail, and here the Rev. Mr. Sewell finds him several days later,
having read an account of the episode in the morning paper over
his comfortable cup of coffee. The kindly-disposed minister
temporarily rescues him by getting him a job as furnace man in
the home of Miss Vance, one of his society parishoners, but his
position is soon made impossible by Miss Vance’s niece, Sybil,
who resents Lemuel’s dignified aloofness. Lemuel himself se-
cures a job as clerk in The St. Alban Family Hotel, where he
meets a charming young art student, Miss Carver, and her
friend, Madeline Swan.

This relationship would have been consoling to Lemuel, had
it not been for the fact that he had already become involved with
the tubercular Statira Dudley and her protective friend, Wanda
Grier, two illiterate little shop girls, one of whose pocket-books
he had been accused of stealing on the first eventful evening in
Boston. In short, Lemuel falls into all the snares awaiting the
country boy adrift in the big city, most of which can be traced
back to the bland and irresponsible encouragement given to
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Lemuel by the society minister, the Rev. Mr. Sewell, who finds
himself beyond his depths as he tries vainly to swim after his
charge. Howells’ description of the street on which the little
shop gitls live, their room, their clothes, and the peculiar vul-
garity of their language, and their feelings, show that he is per-
fectly familiar with the scenes and the people he looked at so
unwillingly as a young reporter on the Cincinnati Gagerze.
Howells does not sentimentalize these two young women, who,
once they have their hands on Lemuel, do not intend to give
him up to any Miss Carver—nor do they do so until Statira her-
self grows bored with Lemuel. The thought which the minister
extracts, with the help of Mr. Evans,?" from the whole disturb-
ing experience, is one of Howells’ favorite ideas, which he here
calls for the first time, “complicity”. By this term he means
that all lives are involved with all others, the sum total of which
is God.

This thought of complicity, basically social, is the one he half
humorously, half ironically illustrated in his next novel, Annie
Kilburn (1889), which again shows the futility of the helping
hand held out to the poor and unfortunate, whom we are not
willing to accept, in all simplicity, as equals. Howells, who in
1860 watched the girls pouring out of a shoe factory with no
feeling for the possible novel material to be found in such a
scene, is, in 1888, fully aware of all the tales a factory might
tell.288

Before our social thought had become tinged with economic
and psychological implications, Howells conceived the theory
of “complicity”, which for him served to carry the social mean-
ing for which a later generation coined a new vocabulary. How-

287We have already met Mr. Evans in 4 Woman’s Reason. See Sewell's
Sermon on Complicity. The Minister’s Charge; pp. 457—459.

288“Mr. W. D. Howells, the novelist, has been in Lowell for three days
this week, inspeéting local manufacturing establishments, to obtain ma-
terial for a new novel.”” The Critic, New Series, VII (February 26, 1887),
103.
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ells’ thought is basically Christian, in the Tolstoyan sense,? and
its meaning is essentially social.

Annie Kilburn herself reminds one of the younger Howells,
in her kindly but mistaken attitude toward the poor. She re-
turns to her large, old, empty mansion in the small town of
Hatboro, Massachusetts, after the death of her father, Judge Kil-
burn, with whom she had lived for many years in Rome. When
the women of the town call on her to ask her to help establish a
“Social Union” for the factory workers of this industrial town,
she accepts, thinking that she might thus somehow “do good”
to those less fortunate than herself. The ladies are planning an
evening lawn-fete, to which all but the workers themselves are
to be invited.

Mr. Peck, the radical young widower-minister, shocks Annie
by pricking her bubble of philanthropy. He points out to her, in
clear and unadorned terms, that no one who is not willing
actually to share the poverty of the poor can do them good.
Mr. Peck becomes the mouthpiece for Howells’ theory of
“complicity.” But he is a peculiarly unmagnetic personality and
has absent-mindedly neglected his perverse little daughter,
Idella. Annie persuades him to let her take the child into her
house, in her general effort to do good to someone.

Annie attempts to help further by providing summer outings

289Howells tells us that he had “turned the corner of [his] fiftieth year”
when he first knew Tolstoy. The influence of Tolstoy must have been
with him, then, when he was writing Annie Kilburn, (1888). Compare
Howells’ review of Tolstoy’s Que Faire? (1886), for Harper’s, July 1887,
included in this volume, pp. 367-368. See My Literary Passions, p. 258.
Howells says further that Tolstoy “has not influenced me in aesthetics
only, but in ethics, too, so that I can never again see life in the way I saw it
before I knew him . .. Tolstoy gave me heart to hope that the world may
yet be made over in the image of Him who died for it.” Jbid., pp. 250-251.
To T. W. Higginson, Howells wrote on September 28, 1888, that Tolstoy
teaches men to live as Christ did, individually and collectively, and that
that is Tolstoy’s entire message, which is less simple than it sounds.
Unpublished letter in the Berg Collection, New York Public Library,
Howells wrote to Hamlin Garland in 1888, “Annie Kilburn is from first to
last a cry for justice, not alms.” Life in Letters, 1, 419.
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for the patients of her comfortable, sceptical friend, Dr. Morrell.
After the tragic death of one of these children, Annie is still
further disheartened. Nor are her confused ideas of social right
and wrong clarified by one of the most engaging and distressing
of Howells’ characters, Mr. Putney, who sees through the whole
social structure maintained by the leading citizens of Hatboro,
but is himself so hopelessly lost in drink that his wisdom avails
him not at all. When Annie finally marries Dr. Morrell, we feel
that at least society is protected from her good works, for ac-
tually she herself has learned little from her experiences. Howells
himself, however, through the serious Mr. Peck and the ironic
Mr. Putney, has mocked at our smug, stratified society, which
tries to quietitsconscience by charitable lawn parties, but only suc-
ceeds in making stillmore obvious the division between the classes.
“Social Union” is still further from attainment, after the club
room for the workers of Hatboro is opened, than it was before.
In seven crowded years, from 1881 to 1888, Howells moved
from the generalized interest in communal living, which we saw
in The Undiscovered Country, to the more specific criticism of
society in The Minister’s Charge and Annie Kilburn. What turn
would his thought now take? Both Johns Hopkins and Harvard
offered Howells professorships during this period of his greatest
pewer.?® But he refused these opportunities, flattering as they
were to a “‘self-lettered man,” because he fully realized that his
approach to literature was not the traditional one. “Tam reading
and thinking about questions that carry me beyond myself and
my miserable literary idolatries of the past,”?'he wrote to Gar-
land in 1888. Ten years later, Howells attempted to account for
the change of outlook which took place in the *8os:
“It was ten years ago,” said Howells, “that I first became in-
terested in the creed of Socialism. I was in Buffalo when

290Life in Letters, I, 330-332; 386. For an interesting discussion of what
Howells would like to teach if he should accept the professorship at Johns
Hopkins, see ibid, I, 331.

217bid., 408.
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Laurence Gronlund lectured there before the Fortnightly Club.
Through this address I was led to read his book “The Co-opera-
tive Commonwealth,” and Kirkup’s article in the Encyclopedia
Britannica. Afterward I read the ‘Fabian Essays;’ I was greatly
influenced also by a number of William Morris’s tracts. The
greatest influence, however, came to me through reading Tolstoi.
Both as an artist and as a moralist I must acknowledge my deep
indebtedness to him.”%%?

Howells may have attended the convention of the Socialist
Labor Party, which met in Buffalo, in September, 1887; he cer-
tainly read Gronlund’s Co-operative Commonwealth?® (1884),
which is a modified interpretation of Marx’s Das Kapital. 2
Henry George,?® Edward Bellamy,2 T. W. Higginson, and
other socialistic writers of the period, contributed to what
Howells called a real renaissance in his social thinking. Garland,
looking back as an elderly man to his early meetings with
Howells, wrote, “He was at this time deeply moved by the social
injustice which we had all recently discovered, and often as we
walked and talked he spoke of Bellamy’s delineation of the
growing contrasts between the rich and the poor.”?7

22The American Fabian, IV, No. 2, (Feb., 1898), 2. See also J. W.
Getzels, “William Dean Howells and Socialism,” Science and Society, 11
376-386 (Summer, 1938), and Conrad Wright, “The Sources of Mr.
Howells’ Socialism,” Science and Society, II (Fall, 1938), s14~517. .

298 Harper’s, LXXVI (April, 1888), 801-804; LXXVII (June, 1888), 154.

24There is no evidence that Howells read Das Kapital, though the 1889
translation must have reached his desk.

295Hamlin Garland believed in the single tax idea of George, and talked
about it with Howells, but Howells did not agree with Garland on the
question. See Life in Letters, I, 407-408. See also Garland, “Meetings
With Howells”, The Bookman, XLV (March, 1917), 6. Howells visited
George in 1892 and wrote to his father, “He believes his doctrine is gaining
ground, though I don’t see the proofs.” Life in Letters, 11, 21. Putney, in
The Quality of Mercy, is converted to the single tax idea.

28Howells reviewed Looking Backwardinthe “Editor’sStudy,” Harper’s,
LXXVIL (June, 1888), 154-155. Bellamy wrote to Howells, on October
17, 1888, “I cannot refrain from congratulating you upon the Hazard of
New Fortunes, 1 have read the last numbers with enthusiasm. You are
writing of what everybody is thinking and all the rest will have to follow
your example or lose their readers.” The Houghton Library, Harvard.

97“Meetings With Howells,” The Bookman, XLV, (March, 1917). 6.
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Furthermore, Howells’ early religious faith was, during this
decade, shaken by the current controversy between science and
religion. The mysticism of his youth was translated into a social
religion.?®® The novels of Tolstoy became to Howells that
“final consciousness” through which, he said, “I came ... to
the knowledge of myself in ways I had not dreamt of before, and
began at least to discern my relations to the race, without which
we are each nothing.”?® The idea of “complicity,” which Ho-
wells first consciously articulated in The Minister’s Charge, and
again in Annie Kilburn, is strengthened and enlarged by his
reading of Tolstoy, who taught him%o “see life not as a chase
of a forever impossible personal happiness, but as a field for
endeavor toward the happiness of the whole human family.”’300
Two years later Howells published 4 Hagzard of New Fortunes,
(1890), which, through the complex interrelations of its several
plots, illustrates the interdependence of the ““whole human
family,” as Howells had come to understand t.3!

5. Novelist Turned Critic

In order to feel his way into the new and broader New York
scene, which reflected his own change from The Atlantic Month-
ly to Harper’s Magagine in 1885, Howells made use of his old
friends, the Marches. “I used my own transition to the com-

298See H. G. Belcher, “Howells’s Opinions on the Religious Conflicts of
his Age”, American Literature, XV (Nov. 1943), 262~278.

29 My Literary Passions, p. 258.

300/bid., p. 251.

80t 4 Hazard was begun in 1887, soon after the Chicago anarchists had
been condemned to die. The fact that Howells identified himself with their
cause sufficiently to write an impassioned letter to the New York Tribune
(Nov. 6, 1887), urging that they be freed, no doubt added depth to this
most ambitious of all of Howells’ novels. Life in Letters, I, 398. See
also a letter Howells wrote at this time to his sister, “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 princi-
ples of progress and sympathy for the struggling mass . .. The last two
months have been full of heartache and horror for me, on account of the
civic murder committed last Friday at Chicago.” Jéid., 404.
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mercial metropolis in framing the experience which was wholly
that of my supposititious literary adventures,” Howells tells us
in his Introduction to 4 Hagard of New Fortunes written twenty
years later. The first six chapters of the book are taken up en-
tirely with house hunting in New York, after Basil March decides
to give up his position in a life-insurance office in Boston and ac-
cept Fulkerson’s3? offer of the editorship of Every Other Weck.
“There is nothing in the book with which I amused myself more
than the house hunting of the Marches,” writes Howells, and the
reader shares his pleasure. These delightful chapters, quite out of
harmony with the rest of tfe novel, remind one of the best of the
earlier, simpler novels, which were content with an unhurried ac-
countof commonplace experience; they give no hint of the darker
tale about to be unfolded, which was not, after all, the kind of
story Howells enjoyed telling. In a letter to T. W. Higginson,
Howells admits the structural weakness of the novel with disarm-
ing candor, assuring Higginson that he was entirely right in his
comment on the opening chapters, where, for all his hammering,
Howells did not begin to construct the real edifice of the book.3%

After March has irrevocably cut himself off from his Boston
position, Fulkerson lets him know that the real owner of Every
Other Week is a certain Dryfoos, who proves to be an utterly
ignorant Pennsylvania farmer, suddenly possessed of a fortune

302“Fylkerson was imagined from an old friend of mine, Ralph Keeler.”
Life in Letters, 11, 38. Ralph Keeler was an operator of showboats on the
Missouri and the Ohio Rivers. Van Wyck Brooks, The Times of Melville
and Whitman, (New York, 1947), p. 88.

33Howells adds in the same letter to Higginson of January 30, 1891,
that he was writing the opening passages of the novel when his daughter
Winifred was stricken, and that after her death he could not change them.
Winifred Howells died on March 3, 1889. See Howells’ Introduction to the
Library Edition of 4 Hazard of New Fortunes, (New York, 1911). See
The Explicator, I, No. 14 (Nov., 1942) for an analysis of the opening
chapters of 4 Hazard as a part of the structural whole. Thomas Hardy
particularly admired the opening of 4 Hazard, which he says, in an un-
published letter written on May 10, 1892, he has just been reading. “I like
the opening; one seems to see New York, and hear it, and smell it.”> The
Houghton Library, Harvard.
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from the oil which was discovered on his farm. Dryfoos, with
his fat and confused old wife, his two crude and violent daugh-
ters, Mela and Christine, and his misunderstood son, Conrad,
moves to New York. There he buys a marble mansion, and also
a magazine, which it is March’s ill fortune to edit.

For a while Dryfoos is too occupied with spending money in
New York to bother the staff of Every Other Weck, but he at
last begins to visit the office, and soon arranges a large dinner
party at his palace for the editors. Among the many reporters,
art editors, translators, editorial writers, who work for the paper,
and whose personal stories we are told in detail, there is one, a
gifted old German named Lindau,3* who, at the splendid dinner
sent in from Sherry’s, by accident calls down the personal insult
of Dryfoos, who instinctively objects to Lindau’s radical ideas.
Lindau was an old friend and teacher of March’s, a good
socialist, and a man gifted in languages. To rescue him from
utter poverty, March had found occasional translating for him
to do on Every Other Week. When Dryfoos demands his
resignation, March offers his own instead, and succeeds in out-
bullying the enraged old man.

Meanwhile Conrad, who hates his father’s bigoted ignorance,
has taken a minor position on the paper, and, through Lindau,
has become interested in a street car strike then in progress in
New York. In the violence of the strike the young boy is killed,
and his father, who has completely failed to understand his son,
is broken with grief. The two daughters, whose vulgarity and
insolence have kept them apart from the finer-grained Conrad,
are crushed by the blow and are glad to move away from the
marble mansion in which they have always been unhappy.

304The original of this character was an old German teacher under whom
Howells studied in Columbus and whose name he forgot. “He was a
political refugee, of those German revolutionists who came to us after
the revolts of 1848, and he still dwells venerable in my memory, with his
noble, patriarchalty bearded head.” Years of My Youth, p. 135. Compare
David Hughes, in 4 World of Chance, who seems also to be based on the
same character,
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The fact that Lindau, the very person whom Dryfoos had not
hesitated to insult and bully from the heights of his wealth,
should be the perfectly innocent means by which Conrad should
be killed, illustrates Howells idea of “‘complicity” in human
relations.3® Our lives are inextricably bound together. Wealth,
unaccompanied by understanding, brings only unhappiness.
Lindau, who lives in a sordid little room among the poor, repre-
sents the Tolstoyan disregard of possessions. Basil March, who
always reflects Howells’ viewpoint, scorns Dryfoos, and be-
friends Lindau, though he himself, like Howells, steers a middle
course between the two and manages to keep his job. The
violence of the tragedy of Dryfoos’ whole millionaire career,
the loneliness and illness and pride of Lindau, the cheerful vul-
garity of Fulkerson, who acts as a general promoter of Every
Other Week, combine to crowd out any interest in the various
love affairs, most of them unhappy, which make their way into
the story. Howells is not able, in the end, to draw together his
scattered plots, and come to a satisfying conclusion. Perhaps
he himself realized the structural weakness of his novel. In any
case, he never again attempted to bring together such widely
disparate groups of people as a means of finding the answer to
the problems of a competitive society.

Basil and Isabel March, whose experiences in New York
bring them in contact with important people and events, slip
back into their kindly personal lives after this plunge into tra-
gedy. They meditate upon the love affairs of their friends in
The Shadow of a Dream (1890), and go off to Saratoga in An

35For another example of Howells’ idea of “complicity,” see The
%uality of Mercy (1892). Though not distinctly a “social novel,” it does
show the terrific temptation under which men in a moneyed society strug-
gle. When one of them succumbs to temptation, as Mr. Northwick does,
and embezzles $50,000, the fault lies as much with society as with the
individual, Howells points out. The right and wrong of the case cannot be
determined, but the suffering inflicted on the two daughters Northwick
deserts is obvious enough. Maxwell, the young reporter for The Abstract,
editorializes the case for Howells in terms of “‘social complicity.”
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Open-Eyed Conspiracy (1897), there to indulge in a little harmless
match-making, and, having taken their children to see Niagara
Falls,®® finally enjoy Their Silver Wedding Journey (1899), with
no more serious thoughts on the warring forces of society.

But if Basil March, as an editor of Every Other Week, was not
bold enough in his thinking to work through his adventures to
thoughts on the nature of society, Howells himself was. From
the quietness of the “Editor’s Study” of Harper's Magagine,
where Howells had been established since 1886, came notions of
“the new order,” which he thought of as evolving out of “the
imperfect republic of the United States of America.” That
Howells had changed from a novelist writing of “the more
smiling aspects of life, which are the more American,”®7 to a
critic of the false democracy of this country, is clear from a brief
perusal of some of the reviews which appeared in the “Editor’s
Study” during these years. Of 4 Village Tragedy,*®® by Mar-
garet Wood, Howells writes, “A sense of the inevitable repeti-
tion of such tragedies as long as the needless poverty of our
civilization exists will haunt [the reader| after the features and
incidents of the story begin to fade.” In his review of Face o
Face with the Mexicans,*® by Fanny Chambers Gooch, Howells

308 Niagara Revisited, 12 years after their wedding journey, Chicago, 1884.
This story was first published in the Atlantic of May, 1883. With the
permission of James R. Osgood, Howells’ literary agent, it was reprinted
by D. Dalziel of Chicago, in 1884, for the Fitchburg Railroad Company,
to advertise the Hoosac Tunnel Route from Boston to Niagara Falls.
The Chicago printing company failed to pay Howells for the use of the
story, and the edition was suppressed. See “A Bibliography of the First
Editions of the Writings of W. D. Howells,” compiled by Albert Lee,
The Book Buyer, XIV (1897), 143. One copy of this extremely rare
pamphlet is in the Huntington Library, and another is in the Clark Library
of Los Angeles, California. Howells included Niagora Revisited as the
last chapter of Their Wedding Journey in all subsequent editions of that
book. §ee Life in Letters, I, 315—316.

307 Harper's, LXXIII (Sept., 1886), 641. See also Edwin H. Cady, “A
Note of Howells and ‘The Smiling Aspect of Life,”” American Literature,
XVII (May, 194%), 175~178.

38 Harper’s, LXXVIII (M, 1889), 986.

309]4:d, LXXVIII (Jan., 1889), 319.
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observes, “We do not stop to consider that the people who do
the hard work of a nation, who really earn its living, seem by no
means comfortable and happy in proportion to the national
riches and prosperity.” Howells’ social conscience is troubled
by Alice Rollins’ Uncle Tom’s Testament,*0 try as he might to
avert his gaze:

[The author] has found that the tenement-house curse of New
York has its origin primarily in the rapacity of landlords and
secondarily in the savagery of the tenants; the former have ac-
customed the latter to squalor, till now they prefer it . . . But is
there any hope of permanent cure while the conditions invite
one human creature to exploit another’s necessity for his profit,
or a bad man, under the same laws, may at any moment undo the
work of a good one? This is the poignant question which the
book seems to leave unanswered. It is so poignant that we are
fain to turn from it to more strictly literary interests again, and
try to forget it.

Not until Howells had written himself out on the subject of
“the new order” in his two books on Altruria, was he able to
turn again to “more strictly literary interests.” “I am not in a
very good humor with ‘America’ myself,”’3!! he writes to Henry
James, in 1888, while 4 Hazard of New Fortunes was appearing
in Harper's Weekly,

“It seems to be the most grotesquely illogical thing under the
sun; and I suppose I love it 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.”

810/bid., LXXVII (Oct., 1888), 802. Edwin H. Cady points out that
“Howells never truly faced the violent and sordid facets of reality” as a
mature writer, because of “‘an adolescent psychological breakdown and its
hangover, into adulthood, of neuroticism.” See E. H. Cady, “The
Neuroticism of William Dean Howells,” PMLA, LXI (March, 1946),
229-238.

?“L}ife in Letters, 1, 417.
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Howells did “trust pen and ink with all the audacity of his
social ideas™ in A Traveler from Altruria (1894) and Through the
Eye of a Needle (1907).3% In these two companion volumes,318
he throws aside all but the bare semblance of a novel and tells us
what he thinks of the capitalistic society in which he himself had

312In “A Christmas Dream,” which appeared in the “Editor’s Study” in
1890, we have the first reference to Altruria. Harper’s, LXXXII (Dec.,
1890), 152—156. In this essay Howells wrote, ‘““The change which had passed
upon the world was tacit, but no less millennial. It was plainly obvious
that the old order was succeeded by the new; that the former imperfect re-
public of the United Statesof Americahad given place to the ideal common-
wealth, the Synthetized Sympathies of Altruria. The spectacle was all the
more interesting because this was clearly the first Christmas since the es-
tablishment of the new status.” In the Christmas, 1891, issue, Howells, un-
der the protection of “The Christmas Boy,” expressed his indignation at
the cruelties of capitalistic society. Again he stated his belief that from
our present imperfect system a new order will evolve in which the relation-
ship between property and work is more equable, and the equilibrium be-
tween the two is maintained by the state. Harper’'s, LXXXIV (Dec.,
1891), 153-15G.

38See Arms, The Social Criticism of William Dean Howells, unpublished
thesis, New York University (1939), p. 166. Arms points out that im-
mediately after the serializing of 4 Troveler from Altruria in the Cosmo-
politan (Nov., 1892-Oct., 1893), “The Letters of an Altrurian Traveler”
ran in the same magazine until September, 1894. The last five installments
of the “Letters” were used in 1907 as the first part of Through the Eye of the
Needle. The thought of the two books is, therefore, more closely connected
than critics have sometimes supposed. Howells planned to publish both
romances in one volume in the Library Edition of his works. George
Arms, “Howells’ Unpublished Prefaces,” New England Quarterly, XVII
(Dec., 1944), 589~590. An unpublished letter to Sylvester Baxter, March 8,
1895, indicates that Howells was meditating his second book on Altruria as
early as 1895. He asks Baxter in this letter to let him know how he thinks
A Visit to Altruria would go, after commenting on a new book by Edward
Bellamy, [Miss Ludington’s Sister]. Huntington Library. Several un-
published letters exchanged between Howells and Bellamy show that
these two social thinkers were in active correspondence during this fruitful
decade. On June 17, 1888, for example, Bellamy wrote to Howells con-
cerning a name for a new party “aiming at a national control of industry”
and discussed at length the dissimilarity between Looking Backward and
Gronlund’s Cooperative Society. Before the appearance of A4 Traveler from
Altruria, on August 14, 1893, Bellamy wrote, “I am awaiting the September
Cosmopolitan with impatience. Yours in the sympathy of a common aspi-
ration,” and after the romance had appeared, he wrote, on November 7,
1893, “The respohsibility upon us who have won the ear of the public, to
plead the cause of the voiceless masses, is beyond limit. You have stood up
to it nobly in your Altruria.” The Houghton Library, Harvard.
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been so successful. Making use of a hollow novel form popular-
ized by Edward Bellamy’s Looking Backward (1888), and bor-
rowing many of the ideas he had found in Gronlund’s Co-op-
erative Commonwealth 3 Howells gives final expression to all the
social ideas which had been brewing in his mind during these
ten most significant years of his intellectual life. These social
ideas were never again incorporated in a genuine novel, for they
proved too complex for the typical Howells story to which he
remained loyal for the rest of his life. Published thirteen years
apart, these two Altrurian “romances” actually reflect the
thought of the *9os and mark the height of Howells’ dissatisfac-
tion with American society. Like Percy Ray, of 4 World of
Chance, who promised to put into novel form all the sociological
ideas of David Hughes, Howells attempted to make palatable to
the reader of his day the burden of social thought which had
come to him from others.

At the time when Howells was contemplating and writing his
two Altrurian tales he was also serializing reminiscent accounts
of his childhood and youth,#5 which were collected under the
following titles: 4 Boy’s Town (1890), My Year in a Log Cabin
(1893), My Literary Passions (1895), Literary Friends and Ac-

344For a more detailed account of Howells’ debt to Gronlund in the
writing of these two books, see Arms, “The Literary Background of
Howells’s Social Criticism,” American Literature, XIV, (Nov., 1942) 260~
276. Howells, in his preface to the 1911 edition of 4 Hagard of New
Fortunes, does not refer to Gronlund, though his influence on Howells was
undoubtedly strong. He writes in 1911, of his feelings twenty-five years
earlier, “We had passed through a period of strong emotioning in the
direction of the humaner economics, if I may phrase it so; the rich seemed
not so much to despise the poor, the poor did not so hopelessly repine.
The solution of the riddle of the painful earth through the dreams of
Henry George, through the dreams of Edward Bellamy, through the
dreams of all generous visionaries of the past, seemed not impossibly
far off.” See also the “Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXVII (June, 1888),
154. For a contemporary account of the “splendid aim of Howells,
who attacks the whole economic framework of modern society,” see The
American Fabian, IV, No. 2 (Feb., 1928), p. 2.

315“In these days I seem to be all autobiography.” Life in Letters,
11, 129,



Introduction p—

quaintance (1900), and The Flight of Pony Baker (1902).31% The
democratic society of Ohio, which he pictures in these books,
where as a boy he had read and worked and played in an almost
classless society, must have been constantly before him as he
wrote his descriptions of an ideal community. Between those
early Western Reserve years and the New York of the nineties
lay the vast accumulation of American wealth, which changed
the whole nature of our society from that of a democracy to
that of a plutocracy. Howells did not forget the lessons of his
youth; the relationship between money, work, and democracy
were never overlooked through the days of his own prosperity
and success.?V

Howells’ trip to Europe, in 1882—1883, served to reinforce
these social lessons. Switzerland, where Howells and his family
passed two peaceful months in the autumn of 1882, is the coun-
try in Europe which pleased him the most. “I found Switzerland
immensely to my liking,”’318 he wrote. Again from Lake Geneva
he said, “It is a distinct pleasure to be in a Republic again; the
manners are simple and unceremonious as our own, and people
stand upright in all respects. The many resemblances to Amer-
ica constantly strike me; and if I must ever be banished, I hope

316In an unpublished letter to W. W. Riding, March 30, 1898, Howells
says that the episodes in this story are real. When Howells’ grother was
11 years old he was asked to carry the sum of $2,000 from Cincinnati to
Hamilton. The thunderstorm and the runaway were episodes of other
adventures of this brother. Huntington Library.

317[n a letter to Charles Eliot Norton, written on March 19, 1902, Howells
describes a boat trip on the Ohio River from Pittsburgh to Cincinnati and
back: “Through the veils of coal smoke I saw the little ugly house, in the
little ugly town, where I was born, the steamboat not staying for me to
visit it. The boat did, however, let me visit a vanished epoch in the life
of the shores, where the type of Americanism, for good and for bad, of
fifty years ago, still prevails.” It is marred by hideous industrialism “but
thousands of comfortable farmsteads line the banks which the river
is always eating away (to its own hurt), and the diabolical contrasts of
riches and poverty are almost effaced. I should like to write a book
about it. I went-because I had pretty much stopped sleeping.” Life in
Letters, 11, 154.

38 Life in Letters, I, 335.
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it may be to Switzerland.”31® He took great interest in trying out
his French on his fellow boarders, on the peasant who raked
the garden, on the village pasteur, “who lives nearby on the
mountain side.” “I am perpetually interested,” he wrote, “in the
life of a foreign community, which is yet so kindred in ideas and
principles to ours.”3%0

Howells at this period felt that men without the control of
social legislation become selfish, that they quickly create a class
society, holding property, but not assuming responsibility. He
saw, too, that work should earn for itself, not opprobrium, but
the right to enjoy property. Howells had been born and bred
in a slavery-hating group; the inequalities of an industrial society
seemed to him simply another form of slavery, the new indus-
trial slavery, endangering our democracy,?! and the remedy for
the situation, he thought, was not revolution, but the vote.3??
These are the basic ideas which Howells, as a critic of our so-
ciety,3® expressed in his two studies of Altruria. He derived

39/bid, p. 322.

320]pid., p. 326. See A Little Swiss Sojourn (1892), written from a note-
book kept at this period.

321See Howells’ address at the dinner given him on his 75th birthday.
North American Review, CCXIl (July, 1920), 11. Sce also Howells’
discussion of Whittier in Literary Friends and Acquaintance, pp. 134-136.

322]n two unpublished letters of Howells to Sylvester Baxter, the first
dated July 4, 1897, and the second, May 11, 1898, Howells expresses his
faith in the vote as a means of changing society for the better. Hunt-
ington Library. See also Life in Letters, II, 26.

#Howells avoided identification of himself with the Socialist Party.
“People say that you are a Socialist,” remarked a young reporter in an
interview with Howells. “I should not care to wear a label,” Howells
replied. “I do not study the question—the question studies me. In great
cities one does not easily avoid it. But socialism is not imminent. If the
people wanted it they would have it, and without any revolution.” This
incident is reported by Francis W. Halsey, ed., American Authors and Their
Homes (New York, 1901), p. 109. In 1894 Howells became a member of
the advisory board "of The Social Reform Club of New York, the purpose
of which was to improve social and industrial conditions in New York.
But Howells was never willing to take up the cause of one class against
another. For a description of Howells delivering a lecture on Socialism
before The Social Reform Club, see Hamlin Garland, Roadside Meetings,
(New York, 1903), pp. 411—412. In justifying his approval of The Bread-
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them from his contact with such men as Henry George, Edward
Bellamy, and others, and from his wide reading, from his obser-
vation of the social unrest around him, from his never-forgotten
memories of a simpler, better society in the Western Reserve,
and from his European travels. The deepening of his social
awareness can be traced in his novels, for he, like all true novel-
ists, evolved his thoughts by means of novel writing.

Howells, the critic, temporarily silenced Howells, the novel-
ist—but only temporarily, for Howells is often the Mr. Twelve-
mough of A Traveler from Altruria, the writer of popular
novels,3* who cannot be silenced, even by Mr. Homos, the
large-minded Altrurian. The Traveler moves with disquieting
composure among the guests of a New England summer hotel,
and stands perhaps for Howells” more critical self, in constant
debate with Mr. Twelvemough, who reflects his lighter nature.
Mr. Homos, who points the way to the democratic America of
an enlightened future, shocks and embarrasses his host, Mr.
Twelvemough, on his arrival at the station by attempting to
help the baggage man with his trunk. Mr. Twelvemough is
overwhelmed with confusion, later in the evening, when Mr.
Homos rises to relieve the waitress bearing in his dinner on a
heavy tray. Mr. Homos cannot, or will not, understand why a
social stigma should be attached to work, in spite of the efforts
made to explain our class distinctions by the banker, the pro-
fessor, the minister, the doctor, the society woman, and the other
guests, who gather on the hotel porch to talk with the new ar-
rival. They cannot explain, because, in fact, there is no adequate
explanation of the inequalities of a democratic society.

“T wish—I wish,” said the minister, gently, “it could be other-
wise.” “Well, I wish so, too,” returned the banker, “But it

winners, by John Hay, he wrote. “the working men a5 working men are no
better or wiser than the rich as the rich, and are quite as likely to be false
and foolish.” Life in Letters, 1, 357-358.

See 4 Traveler From Altruria (1894), p. 44.
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isn’t. Am I right or am I wrong?’®® he demanded of the manu-
facturer, who laughed.

The talk on the hotel porch remains politely evasive. How-
ells’ real attack on the industrial system is expressed by a young
farmer, with whom Mr. Homos talks:

“If you want to see American individuality,” he explains, “the
real, simon-pure article, you ought to go down to one of our
big factory towns, and look at the mill-hands coming home in
droves after a day’s work, young girls and old women, boys and
men, all fluffed over with cotton, and so dead-tired that they can
hardly walk. They come shambling along with all the indi-
viduality of a flock of sheep.”%%

Mr. Homos listens to the young farmer sympathetically, for
Altruria, like the United States, had also passed through the
Age of Accumulation.??” But the people of Altruria had, finally,
by the simple device of the vote, gained control of the state and
resolved to form a society based on the idea of the good of all
rather than the good of the individual. In expressing this
forward-looking idea of the relation of the state and the indi-
vidual, Howells was also expressing, through Mr. Homos, a
belief in the traditional social concepts of Christianity:

“T do not see why the Alturian system should be considered so
very un-American. Then, as to whether there is or ever was
really a practical altruism, a civic expression of it, I think it
cannot be denied that among the first Christians, those who im-
mediately followed Christ, and might be supposed to be direct-
ly influenced by his life, there was an altruism practiced as
radical as that which we have organized into a national policy
and a working economy in Altruria.”3%

25/bid., p. 202.

88/4id., p. 161.

3T jmagine that the difference between your civilization and ours is
only one of degree, after all, and that America and Altruria are really one at
heart.” A Traveler from Altruria, p. 31.

38Jpid., pp. 160-161; see also p. 48. Howells’ Altrurians were very good
Christians. They declared, “We believe ourselves the true followers of
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The Judge, smoking his cigar on the hotel porch, made the
most adequate comment on another occasion, when he said,
“Remember that wherever life is simplest and purest and kind-
est, that is the highest civilization.”3?®

Howells gives us a glimpse of this highest civilization, in
contrast with the confused, moneyed, undemocratic society of
New York, in Through the Eye of the Needle. In this book, Mr.
Homos meets the charming and wealthy Eveleth Strange, and,
with some difficulty, persuades her to relinquish her fortune in
favor of marrying him. Her letters back to this country, de-
scribing the life in her adopted land, make up the second part
of this book. We hear of the clothes of the Altrurians, their
games, their schools—and we are bored. For this Utopia is no
more interesting than any other, though the ideas expressed are
the best. Howells, too, was bored, and, like the unredeemed Mr.
Twelvemough that he was, after writing these two descriptions
of his dream republic, he returned to his novel writing.

The novels which came from Howells’ pen with undiminished
regularity the rest of his life are singularly untouched by the
social thought of the nineties. For it was the earlier novels
which he really loved. As an old man of seventy-three he writes,
“In going over my books I find that 18 or 20 volumes have
been written since I came to Harpers in 1886, and 10 or 12 before
that. Of course, my meat went into the earlier ones, and yet
there are three or four of the later novels which are as good as
any.”33 For a time it seemed to Howells that there might be
“a vital promise” in the novel written for social rather than
aesthetic ends. “Ten or fifteen years ago,” he wrote in 1902,
“when fiction was at its highest mark, there seemed a vital

Christ, whose doctrine we seek to make our life, as He made His.” Pp.
299—300. See also Life in Letters, 11, 266.

3T he Kentons, p. 144. The judge of A Traveler from Altruria appears in
The Kentons. As late as 1918 Howells was still referring to Altruria in the
“Easy Chair.” See Harper’'s, CXXXVII (Sept., 1918), §89—592.

80 Life in Lesters, 11, 268.
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promise in its masterpieces besides and beyond their aesthetic
value.” “The phenomena of our enormous enterprise” now
no longer appeared to Howells “as the best material for fiction,
as the material with which art would prosper most. That ma-
terial is the stuff for the newspapers, but not for the novel, except
as such wonders of the outer world can be related to the miracles
of the inner world. Fiction can deal with the facts of finance and
industry and invention only as the expression of character;
otherwise these things are wholly dead. Nobody really lives in
them, though for the most part we live among them.”3! Thus
ended Howells’ experiment with the social novel; his interest
in social problems, however, he never lost. As late as 1914,
Howells wrote to his cousin, Bertha Howells, thanking her
for the political “literature” she had sent him and assuring
her of his sympathy. He added that he would not set his
civic ideals lower than the millennium.332

Though Howells, from the eminence of “The Editor’s
Study,” and then “The Editor’s Easy Chair,” became the Dean
of American Letters, and as such, our leading critic, he never
again seriously attempted to write a social criticism of our
country; his real interest lay more strictly in the realm of litera-
ture. In Silas Lapham, The Minister’s Charge, Annie Kilburn,
A Hazard of New Fortunes, Howells had realized the “vital
promise” to be found in the social novel through the formulation
of his theory of the “complicity,” or the interrelation of human
affairs. ‘“The phenomena of our enormous enterprise” seemed
to him at last too large for the novel; he returned once more to
the story written for aesthetic ends, and ¢oncerned with “the
miracles of the inner world.”

31The “Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CXXIV (March, 1912), 636.

32See unpublished letter to Bertha Howells, January 18, 1914. The Berg
Collection, New York Public Library. See also an account of Howells’ ad-
dress to The Twentieth Century Club, in The Boston Journal, March 1,
1900. Howells spoke on the subject of Liberty and Equality in the hall
of the Boston University Law School, which was filled to overflowing.
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V. THE CRITIC
“Essaying has been the enemy of the novelist that was in me.”

For almost thirty-five years, from 188533 to 1920, Howells
was associated with Harper’s Magazine. His critical thought in
this period may be divided neatly into two phases, which are
distinguished by the two names of the departments for which
he wrote—the “Editor’s Study” and the “Editor’s Easy Chair.”
“The Study,” wrote Howells in retrospect, as he left it in
1892,%4 “opened its doors (with something too much of a bang)”
when he entered it determined to fight for “the cause of Com-
mon Honesty in Literature ... The spectacle has not been
seemly; the passions of the followers of fraud and humbug were
aroused; they returned blow for blow, and much mud from
afar.”3%  After the vigorous battle for realism which Howells
carried on in “The Study,” he was ready to recline in the “Easy
Chair.” For when Howells returned to Harper’s in 1900, the
battle had been won, or, rather, had passed to other fields, leav-
ing the “Easy Chair” untroubled—and unread.

In 1888, several years after he had joined Harper's,3*

338Howells’ connection with Harper and Brothers began in the autumn of
1885. He did not undertake ““The Study” until January, 1886. Howells’
social connections with Harper’s began earlier. See Life in Letters, I,
168-169; 253. For Howells’ own account of his long association with
Harper’s, See The Literary Digest (June 12, 1920), §4.

s34Howells left Harper's temporarily in 1892 to become an editor of the
Cosmopolitan.

838 Harper's, LXXXIV (March, 1892), 640—642.

338For a year after Howells left Boston and before he settled in New
York, he livedwith his family near the Sanatorium in Dansville, New York,
where his daughter, Winifred, had been taken. Howells made frequent
moves during this period. In February, 1888, he lived in an apartment at
46 West gth Street; for the summer of 1888, he occupied a small house in
Little Nahant, near Boston; in the following autumn he moved to a house
in New York, east of Stuyvesant Square. Howells always preserved
a sentimental preference for Boston. See an unpublished letter to Mrs.
J. T. Fields, December 13, 1896, in which he speaks of the years of exile in
New York, and of the happy times in Cambridge. Huntington Library.
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Howells moved his home to New York. A month later he wrote
to his friend, Thomas S. Perry:

I have been trying to catch on to the bigger life of the place.
It’s immensely interesting, 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.’%7

In this stirring atmosphere of New York, Howells not only
wrote his most powerful social novels, but also, from the
“Editor’s Study” of Harper’s Magagine, presented the problem
of realism in fiction and defended his ideas with patience and
resourcefulness. Howells’ defence of his literary theories was
the more potent, because during these six years, from 1885 to
1891, the greatest of his novels, Silas Lapham, Indian Summer,
The Minister’s Charge, Annie Kilburn, and A Hazard of New
Fortunes, were illustrating his conception of realism. When
some of the famous Harper's essays were gathered together
and published under the title of Criticism and Fiction in 1891,
Howells had made his critical contribution to the art of novel-
writing. He had defined precisely what he meant by “realism,”
and in doing so he had indicated clearly the range and the
limitations of his thinking. His defence of such men as Mark
Twain, Henry James, Hamlin Garland, Stephen Crane, Frank
Norris, and many others, made him the spokesman of the
“new school” of writers of his day. Though Howells talked
from his “Easy Chair” in his unfailingly amiable way from
1900 to 1920,38 he had little of importance to add to what he
had already said.

87 Life in Letters, I, 413. For a full account of the literary friendship of
Thomas Sergeant Perry and William Dean Howells see Thomas Sergeant
Perry (1845-1928), A Biographical Study, unpublished thesis by Agnes
Virginia Harlow. Duke University, Durham, North Carolina, 1946.

38Many of these essays were collected in Literature and Life (1902), and
in Imaginary Interviews (1910).
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2. First Principles

“Commonly,” wrote Howells, our critics have “no princi-
ples, but only an assortment of prepossessions for and against”*%?
the unfortunate authors who fall into their hands. No such ac-
cusation could ever be made against Howells; the principle to
which he returned in all of his comments on novels was that of
“truth and sanity in fiction.” In the first review to issue from
“The Study,” Howells praises a pile of new novels, for “we find
in nearly every one of them a disposition to regard our life
without the literary glasses so long thought desirable, and to see
character, not as it is in other fiction, but as it abounds outside
of all fiction.”3% “Let fiction cease to lie about life; let it portray
man and women as they are, actuated by the motives and the
passions in the measure we all know,” he writes in an essay
on Mark Twain.#! To young novel writers he says, “Do not
trouble yourselves about standards or contempts or passions;
but try to be faithful and natural; and remember that there is no
greatness, no beauty, which does not come from truth to your
own knowledge of things.”32? Howells boldly ridicules the
popular novelist of his day, and, incidentally, the novel reader:

The kind of novels he likes, and likes to write, are intended to
take his reader’s mind, or what that reader would probably call
his mind, off himself; they make one forget life and all its cares
and duties; they are not in the least like the novels which make
you think of these, and shame you into at least wishing to be a
helpfuler and wholesomer creature than you are. No sordid
details of verity here, if you please; no wretched being humbly
and weakly struggling to do right and to be true, suffering for
his follies and his sins, tasting joy only through the mortification
of self, and in the help of others; nothing of all this, but a great

39 Harper’s, LXXV (June, 1887), 156.
340/4id., LXXII (January, 1886), 322.
u1/4id, LXXIV (May, 1887), 987.
2/4id., LXXV (September, 1887), 641,
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whirling splendor of peril and achievement, a wild scene of
heroic adventure . . . with a stage ‘picture’ at the fall of the cur-
tain, and all the good characters in a row, their left hands pressed
upon their hearts, and kissing their right hands to the audience in
the good old way that has always charmed and always will
charm, Heaven bless it{33

Almost every issue of Harper’s, between the time when
Howells entered ‘“The Study,” and the time when he closed its
door, brought forth another defence of realism, which was often
accompanied by a denunciation of the romantic attitude. “The
talent that is robust enough to front the everyday world and
catch the charm of its work-worn, care-worn, brave, kindly
face, need not fear the encounter, though it seems terrible to the
sort nurtured in the superstition of the romantic, the bizarre,
the heroic, the distinguished, as the thing alone worthy of paint-
ing or carving or writing.”’* The novel reader is in part to
blame for this attitude, Howells says, for he must have the prob-
lem of a novel solved for him “by a marriage or a murder,”
and must be “spoon-victualled” with a “moral minced small and
then thinned with milk and water, and familiarly flavored with
sentimentality or religiosity.”’ %

Articles soon appeared in all the leading magazines of the
times, in The Atlantic Monthly, The Nation, The Dial, The
Forum, in defence of the romantic and the idealistic.3% A
critic of The Chicago Sunday Times insisted that Howells had
said that “‘mediocrity is all of human life that is interesting—
that a mild sort of vulgarity is the one living truth in the char-
acter of men and women.” All realists, complained this critic,
deal with the faults of human nature instead of attempting to
find in American life subjects “fit for heroic treatment.”%7

387bid., LXXV (July, 1887), 318.

34/bid., LXXVII (July, 1888), 317-318.

8/bid., LXXXI (September, 1890), 640.

#6See Herbert Edwards, “Howells and the Controversy over Realism,”
American Literature, 111 (Nov., 1931), 239-248.

M1The Literary World, XVIII (Sept. 3, 1887), 281. It is appropriate to
quote here a letter written by James P. Stabler, an uncle ofp one of the



Introduction CXXXV

The battle between the romantics and the realists was suf-
ficiently important to move The Daily Tribune to send a young
reporter up to Lake George from New York City in July, 1887,
to interview this outspoken critic and novelist. The interview
appeared in the Sunday edition of the Tribune, on July 105 in it
Howells makes a simple statement of his position, which seems
to a later generation unassailable. After a description of Howells’
“long, low, rambling cottage, on the side of the lake,” and of
Howells himself, “in a soft felt hat, a white flannel shirt, and a
large, easy pair of corduroy trousers,” the reporter begins his
pre-arranged remarks:

“There are very many beautiful Indian romances relating to the
mountain and islands and inlets all about here, Mr. Howells,”
he ventured to suggest. “True,” replied Howells, “the history
of Lake George is full of romance, but, then, you know, I look

editors of this volume, to Howells, and Howells’ reply. The Stabler letter
is dated March 14, 1879. It is in the possession of Mrs. Frederick W.
McReynolds, of Washington, D.C.

“Dear Sir: In the last serial number of “The Lady of the Aroostook’ oc-
curs this passage—‘Women are never blinded by romance, however much
they like it in the abstract.’

“The statement made thus broadly cannot be truc it seems to me,
whether applied to man or woman, and 1t occurred to me that it was
probably intended especially for Lydia, & was through an oversight put
in the form of a gencrality.

I should be very glad to know whether the conjecture is right; and
if at the same time you could justify yourself in the eyes of several ladies
of my acquaintance by giving a sufficient reason for inflicting such aname
as Lydia Blood upon such a lovely character as the heroine. 1 should be
much pleased to be able to appease their just indignation—In the absence
of a good reason, an abject apology might possibly answer. Very truly,
Yours &c. James P. Stabler.”

Howells replied on March 17, 1879, from the office of The Atlantic Monthly:

“Dear Sir: I’'m afraid that I can’t explain or excuse my heroine’s name,
which secemed to me from the first an essential part of her.

“I still think I am right on the point you allege against me. Women
worth thinking and writing about are never blinded by romance, though
they are often blinded by affection.”

On the reverse of Howells’ letter J. P. Stabler has written the following
comment: “Mr..Howells begs the question by limiting the application of a
broad statement which included all women to ‘women worth thinking or
writing about.” He attempts to justify himself by qualifying the phrase
without admitting that he was in error—1I do not think that candid or very
manly & will always think less of Howells for it. J.P.S.”
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upon that as the province of poetry rather than of prose narra-
tive. Ithink that it is asking a good deal of people in these busy,
practical times, to go back with you for a half a dozen or more
generations, and to lose themselves among strange customs and
among strange people in a strange land . . . The real sentiment
of to-day requires that the novelist shall portray a section of
real life, that has in it a useful and animating purpose. All the
good work of our times is being done on this theory.” “How
do you answer the charge that real life is commonplace?”” pur-
sued the catechizing reporter. ‘“By asserting that the very things
that are not commonplace are those commonly called common-
place. All the rest has long since become hackneyed. In the
preposterous what is there to invent? Nothing, except what is
so preposterous as to be ludicrous.”

Protests against Howells’ defence of *“‘the commonplace” as
a fit subject for the novelist did not cease to appear as long as
Howells occupied “The Study.” Charles Dudley Warner, in
the Atlantic, voiced the feeling of many readers when he de-
clared that the novel should “lighten the burdens of life by tak-
ing us for a time out of our humdrum and perhaps sordid con-
ditions, so that we can see familiar life somewhat idealised.”34
The Literary World pointed out that “‘the world is tired of
Kodak pictures of the dreary commonplaces of life;#® The
Critic came out for “happy endings” as “healthful and sane,”
and stated that “a taste for disappointing conclusions is an
artificial one, acquired at the expense of much that is necessary to
perfect moral sanity. 30

But there were other writers, besides Howells, interested in
realism; his defence of Mark Twain, Henry James, Hamlin
Garland, Stephen Crane, Frank Norris, as well as many minor
realists,?! forms an important part of Howells’ ammunition.

8T he Atlantic Monthly, L1 (April, 1883), 469.

39T he Literary World, XXVIII (Sept. 3, 1887), 281.

30T ke Critic, V1, New Series, (July 10, 1886), 20.

#1From the list of writers whom Howells encouraged and commend-
ed for their realism one might also mention George W. Cable, Joel
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When Mark Twain shocked literary Boston more by his man-
ners than by his ideas, Howells never lost faith in him as the
most original of American writers. He published his stories and
essays, edited his manuscripts, and finally, after Mark Twain’s
death, wrote up this unbroken literary friendship in My Mark
Twain. As we have seen, James and Howells, in the course of
long walks and talks through the streets of Cambridge, had
developed their ideas of realism; Howells’ defence of James in his
famous Century essay of November, 1882, was a defence of his
own beliefs as well. James, like Howells, was accused of lack of
““pathos and power,” “passion and emotion,” for which he sub-
stituted, said his critics, immorality and dullness.32 When
Garland’s Main Travelled Roads appeared in 1891, Howells
wrote at once in the “Editor’s Study””:

The type caught in Mr. Garland’s book is not pretty; it is ugly
and often ridiculous; but it is heart-breaking in its rude despair
... he has a fine courage to leave a fact with the reader, un-
garnished and unvarnished, which is almost the rarest trait in
an Anglo-Saxon writer, so infantile and feeble is the custom of
our art.38

In Roadside Meetings (1930) Garland tells of the unfailing en-
couragement he received as a young writer from Howells, then
in a position of eminence among American writers. Garland
introduced Stephen Crane to Howells, and immediately Howells
befriended the struggling young journalist by writing an in-
troduction to Maggie, a Girl of the Streets, and by attempting,
in vain, to find a publisher for the book.3* Reviewing for one of

Chandler Harris, Madison Cawein, James Whitcomb Riley, Sarah Orne
Jewett, Mary E. Wilkins, Edith Wharton, Mrs. Humphry Ward, and
Booth Tarkington. Houghton Library, Harvard.

32Herbert Edwards, “Howells and the Controversy over Realism,”
American Literature, 111 (Nov. 1931), 246.

383The “Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXXIII (Sept., 1891), 639~640.
See also Hamlin- Garland, The Bookman, XLV (March, 1917), 17, and
My Friendly Contemporaries, (New York, 1932), 204~296.

84T he Bookman, 1 (May, 1895), 229—230. On August 15, Stephen Crang
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Harper’s short-lived magazines, Literature, Howells was one
of the first to recognize and publically praise the power in Frank
Norris’ McTeague. After Norris’ sudden death in 1902, Howells
wrote the first appraisal to appear in print; here he pointed out
that the author had not been sufficiently appreciated in Ameri-
ca.® Howells’ articles on these writers were important not only
in themselves, but as a part of his patient and independent de-
fence of realism.

Howells” novels and his critical essays together reflect the
first major battle to take place in this country over the novelist’s
right and duty to tell the truth. Howells, Garland tells us, had
become an issue in the literary movement of the day; his utter-
ances from the “Editor’s Study” had the effect of dividing the
public into two opposing camps. Howells’ novels were “being
read aloud in thousands of home circles, and clubs and social
gatherings rang with argument . . . He was not only admittedly
a great novelist but the most talked about critic in all America.
His utterances on the side of the realists had made him hated
as well as loved.””3%

2. Theory of Realism

The five component parts of Howells’ theory of realism,37
each of which became a point of attack for his adversaries, are

wrote to Howells, “I am grateful to you in a way that is hard for me to say.
In truth you have always been so generous with me that grace departs at
once from my pen when I attempt to tell you of my appreciation.” Un-
published letter to Howells in the Houghton Library, Harvard.

355“Frank Norris,” The North American Review, CLXXV(Dec., 1902),
769—778. Reprinted in this book, pp. 384-394-

356 Roadside Meetings (New York, 1930), §5—56.

87Arms points out that Howells was moving toward a formulation of
a critical theory of realism while still associated with the Atlantic. “The
Literary Background of Howells’s Social Criticism,”” 4merican Literature,
XIV (Nov., 1942), 264-271. Howells’ analytical mind was definitely
interested at this time in discussing and disputing the basic principles of
writing and criticism. Perhaps that is why he was tempted to accept
President Gilman’s offer of a professorship at Johns Hopkins in 1882.
See Howells’ long letter on how he would handle a class in literature or in
writing were he to become a college professor. Life in Letters, 1, 330-331.
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his defence of the commonplace as the source of novel material,
his insistence that character is more important than plot, his
attack on the romantic writers, his attitude towards idealism
and morals, his belief in realism as the expression of democracy.
It is important to realize that the ideas set down in “The Study”
were not mere theories devised by an editor in need of copy;
they were the outgrowth of many years of novel reading and
novel writing.

Howells had been consciously seeking the real in human ex-
perience as far back as 1872, when Their Wedding Journey ap-
peared; his search was the same when he wrote his last novel,
The Vacation of the Kelwyns. It was, in fact, the commonplace,
the average, which supplied Howells throughout his life with
sufficient material for amused, as well as serious, meditation.
“Nothing in a story can be better than life.”%8 Howells, glancing
over the shoulders of the Marches, on Their Wedding Journey,
surveys the carful of people bound for Montreal, and observes:

It was in all respects an ordinary carful of human beings, and it
was perhaps the more worthy to be studied on that account. As
in literature the true artist will shun the use even of real events
if they are of an improbable character, so the sincere observer
of man will not desire to look upon his heroic or occasional
phases, but will seek him in his habitual moods of vacancy and
tiresomeness. To me, at any rate, he is at such times very
precious; and I never perceive him to be so much a man and a
brother as when I feel the pressure of his vast, natural, unaffected
dullness. Then I am able to enter confidently into his life and
inhabit there, to think his shallow and feeble thoughts, to be
moved by his dumb, stupid desires, to be dimly illumed by his
stinted inspirations, to share his foolish prejudices, to practice
his obtuse selfishness. Yes, it is a very amusing world, if you
do not refuse to be amused.3®

888 Life in Lerters, 1, 361.
35%Pp. 86-87. For further references to realism in fiction in Howells’
novels, see Their Wedding Journey, p. 110; Suburban Sketches, pp. 66, 84,
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This appreciation of “the commonplace” as material for
the novel is repeated in The Rise of Silas Lapham. It is com-
paratively simple to paint a young man dying for his country,
observed one of the guests at the Latham dinner party; how
much more difficult to show him fulfilling the duties of a good
citizen—and this is what the speaker would attempt were he a
novelist. ‘““What? the commonplace?” echoed another guest,
“Commonplace? The commonplace is just that light, impal-
pable, aérial essence which they’ve never got into their con-
founded books yet. The novelist who could interpret the com-
mon feelings of commonplace people would have the answer
to ‘the riddle of the painful earth’ on his tongue.’’3%

The romantically inclined heroine of 7The Vacation of the
Kelwyns finds it at first difficult to reconcile herself to marrying
an average man. Thinking over her recent engagement to
Emerance, she is struck by the fact that

It was not at all the exaltation she had expected in her love for
the hero of her dreams, and, in fact, Emerance was not that hero,
though she found that she liked him better than if he had been.
In derivation and education he was entirely middle-class, as far
removed from what was plebeian as what was patrician. He had
not come out of the new earth, which would have been heroic;
he had sprung from soil wrought for generations, on the com-
mon level, which was average.?!

Emerance was, therefore, according to Howells, the kind of
young man worth studying—and marrying—who would finally
teach Parthenope to look with more understanding on what she
called ““the commonplace.”

It is perhaps Howells’ love of the average human being, who
might, by the exertion of his will, develop into a very unusual
92, 172~173, 181, 186, 191; A Chance Acquaintance, p. 164; Dr. Breen's

Profession, pp. 187—188 Silas Lapham, pp. 277—280; The Minister's Charge,

PP 434; 459, 457-
30T e Rise of Silas Lapham, pp. 284-285.

261D, 247.



Introduction cxli

individual, which most sharply differentiates Howells from the
later naturalists who accepted the scientists’ picture of man in a
pre-destined universe in which his will-power could not avail.
Howells reflected the scientific atmosphere of his day in his study
of the average man in his natural environment; in his insistence
on the power of men to improve, he remained in opposition to
the deterministic philosophy of such later writers as Dreiser
and Farrell.%62

Contemplation of the daily round of most people had taught
Howells the further lesson that, much as we yearn for incident or
plot in our experiences, we must reconcile ourselves to the fact
that life is usually dull, and that our pleasure must come from
ordinary day-to-day adventures. “The want of incident for the
most part of the time” was what the Marches found most sur-
prising on their Wedding Journey. Howells comments,

and I who write their history might also sink under it, but that I
am supported by the fact that it is so typical in this respect. I
even imagine that ideal reader for whom one writes as yawning
over these barren details with the life-like weariness of an actual
travelling companion of theirs.3#

The lesson of the relation of plot to character Howells had
learned many years before, when as a boy in Ohio he had pored
over Don Quixote. I believe that its free and simple design,”
he wrote in My Literary Passions, “where event follows event
without the fettering control of intrigue, but where all grows
naturally out of character and conditions, is the supreme form
of fiction.”3% Howells describes the “‘joyful astonishment” with

362[n spite of the fact that Henry James wrote to Howells, “I regard you
as the great American naturalist” (Letters of Henry James, I, 105), Howells
does not discuss the distinction between realism and naturalism, which he
leaves for a later generation to quarrel over. The opposition, in Howells’
mind, was rather between realism and romance. See Howells’ two essays
on the death of Zola and the death of Norris reprinted on pp. 372-383
and 384-394 of this book. North American Review, CLXXV (Nov.,
1902), §87-596; (Dec., 1902) 769-778.

$5Pp. 94-95.

34p, 26,
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which, years later, he discovered Turgenev’s art of subordi-
nating plot to character. “Here was amaster who wasapparently
not trying to work out a plot, who was not even trying to work
out a character, but was standing aside from the whole affair,
and letting the characters work the plot out.” The story flows
naturally from their characters, and when they have said or done
something, you understand why “‘as unerringly as you would if
they were people whom you knew outside of a book.”% The
art of Turgenev was, in short, the art of realism. In his essay
on Henry James, Howells sums up his attitude toward dramatic
incident in stories, when he defines the “new school,” of which
he says he is a member. “It studies human nature much more
in its wonted aspects, and finds its ethical and dramatic examples
in the operation of lighter but not less vital motives. The
moving accident is certainly not its trade; and it prefers to avoid
all manner of dire catastrophes.””366

Perhaps Howells’ attack on the romantic classics, popular in
his day, brought down more wrath upon his head than any other
aspect of his defence of realism.? He did not hesitate to say to
the lovers of Scott, Thackeray, and Dickens, that “at least three-
fifths of the literature called classic, in all languages, no more
lives than the poems and stories that perish monthly in our
magazines. It is all printed and reprinted, generation after gen-
eration, century after century; but it is not alive; it is as dead
as the people who wrote it and read it . . . A superstitious piety
preserves it . .. but nobody really enjoys it.”’3¢8

In admiring the art of Jane Austen, Trollope, Turgenev,

3857bid., p. 230.

388Century Magazine, XXV (Nov., 1882), 28. Henry James was in
Boston in 1882 for the winter. During the early months of 1882 they had
many conversations together, the result of which was the Century article.
“Harry James is spending the winter only a few doors from us. . . I see him
constantly, and we talk literature perpetually, as we used to do in our
walks ten years ago.” Life in Letters, I, 311.

387See Life in Letters, I, 336-338.

388 arper’s, LXXV (Sept., 1887), 641,
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Tolstoy, and other great realists, Howells shocked his generation
by pointing out the lack of truth, hence of art, in the great ro-
mantics of classical literature, who pretend to be telling us
the truth. “The absolutely unreal, the purely fanciful in all the
arts” Howells insists he always loved as well as ““the absolutely
real.” What he objected to “is the romantic thing which asks to
be accepted with all its fantasticality on the ground of reality;
that seems to me hopelessly bad.”3® Discussion of the realists
and the romantics of established reputations made more clear to
his readers exactly what Howells meant by his use of the terms.
Realism is nothing more nor less than “the truthful treatment
of material, and Jane Austen was the first and last of the English
novelists to treat material with entire truthfulness.” “The art
of fiction, as Jane Austen knew it, declined from her through
Scott, and Bulwer, and Dickens, and Charlotte Bronte, and
Thackeray, and even George Eliot, because the mania of ro-
manticism had seized upon all Europe, and these great writers
could not escape the taint of their time.” Anthony Trollope
most resembles Jane Austen, Howells points out, “in simple
honesty and instinctive truth, as unphilosophized as the light
of common day.”? In My Literary Passions, Howells speaks
of “the gross darkness of English fiction” from which Turgenev
roused him, Turgenev, who “was of that great race which has
more than any other fully and freely uttered human nature, with-
out either false pride or false shame in its nakedness.”¥! Tur-
genev had set a standard of truth for the novel of the future.3

Not only does the romantic view of life distort events in in-

88 My Literary Passions, pp. 216—217.

30Criticism and Fiction, pp. 73—75. Howells called on Trollope when he
first visited England in 1865. Life in Letters, I, 93. Howells dined with
Hardy when he was in England in 1893. /id, 349. In 1867 Howells met
Dickens at the home of Longfellow. /bid., 122~124; 126-127.

87pp. 230-231. For further discussion of the romantic English novel as
compared with those of the Russians, see the “Editor’s Study” in the
following numbers of Harper’s: LXXII (Feb., 1886), 486; LXXIII (Sept.,
1886), 639; LXXVIII (May, 1889), 982—983.

312 Life in Letters, I, 232.
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sisting on the importance of plot, but it also blurs one’s view of
truth by an appeal to the idealistic. Howells never misses a
chance to enveigh against the noble attitudes which his char-
acters assume.’ As the Rev. Mr. Sewell says for Howells in
Silas Lapham, when Pen tries to renounce Tom Corey because
her sister romantically desires him, *““We somehow think it must
be wrong to use our common-sense. I don’t know where this
false ideal comes from, unless it comes from the novels that be-
fool and debauch almost every intelligence in some degree.”3

False heroines and heroes are to blame, says Howells, for a
great deal of harm in the world, because they exaggerate the
importance of passion and consider love “altogether a finer
thing than prudence, obedience, reason.”¥’> Marcia Gaylord, in
A Modern Instance, who placed love above reason, is such “a
false heroine” and is punished, not by Howells, but by life itself
for her waywardness. Much as Howells liked his heroine, he
was bound, as a conscientious novelist of the “new school,”
to depict her downfall, for “if a novel flatters the passions, and
exalts them above the principles, it is poisonous.”3® The hero,
too, of popular novels, so loved by the sentimental reader, is
devoted to the “old romantic phase of chivalrous achievement
or manifold suffering for love’s sake, or its more recent develop-
ment of the ‘virile,” the bullying, and the brutal, or its still more
recent agonies of self-sacrifice, as idle and useless as the moral
experiences of the insane asylum.”3” Thus it became the
“Fearful Responsibility” of Mr. Elmore to protect his young
guest from the charms of the “virile” Captain Ehrhardt. “Idon’t

#3See also April Hopes, Indian Summer, An Imperative Duty, The
Shadow of a Dream, The Son of Royal Langbrith, A Modern Instance, The
Vacation of the Kelwyns for the dilemmas into which false idealism leads
people.

374p. 339; see also p. 306.

85Craticism and Fiction, p. 9G.

38Criticism and Fiction, p. 95. See also Harper’s, LXXIV (April, 1887),
825 and “A Niece’s Literary Advice to her Uncle,” Imaginary Interviews
(1910), p. 176.

M Jbid., 97.
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believe in heroes and heroines, and willingly avoid the heroic,”’3™
wrote Howells.

Mrs. Farrell, the only woman in all of Howells’ novels of
genuinely evil influence, is harmful precisely because she is al-
ways playing her “Private Theatricals” and making a false
appeal to the romantic idealism of her lover. Rachel Woodward,
a foil for the alluring Mrs. Farrell, is the character blessed with
common-sense, humor, and downrightness. ‘“Private Theatri-
cals,” which came out in the Atlantic in serial form in 1875~
1876, was not published in book form until 1921, when it ap-
peared under the title Mrs. Farrell, because the people of the
village did not like to see themselves depicted so realistically.
Yet Mrs. Farrell’s summer flirtation in a New Hampshire board-
ing house of the seventies always managed to remain on the
decorous side of an illicit love affair. Readers of a later day are
inclined to point to this novel as typical of Howells’ tiresome
insistence on the decorums of social life no matter what the
actual situation was. It is worth noticing that the relation be-
tween Mrs. Farrell and William Gilbert need not go further
than a flirtation to make clear the devastating effects of such a
woman on the people around her. “Your Mrs. Farrell is ter-
rific—do for pity’s sake give her the Small Pox—she deserves
it—""3"writes Mrs. Fanny Kemble to Howells in 1875, express-
ing, very probably, the opinion of the general reader of the 4:-
lantic at that time.

The following passage from the “Editor’s Study” presents
Howells’ belief that the moral atmosphere of a generation is an
aspect of the “reality” to be described, and with this view one
can hardly take issue:

Sometimes a novel which has this shuffling air, this effect of
truckling to propriety, might defend itself, if it could speak for

318 ife in Letters, I, 361; see also the discussion of the novel at the Corey
dinner table, The Rise of Silas Lapham, pp. 277-280.
39 Life in Letters, I, 205.
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itself, by saying that such experiences happened not to come
within its scheme, and that, so far from maiming or mutilating
itself in ignoring them, it was all the more faithfully representa-
tive of the tone of modern life in dealing with love that was
chaste, and with passion so honest that it could be openly spoken
of before the tenderest bud at dinner. It might say that the
guilty intrigue, the betrayal, the extreme flirtation even, was the
exceptional thing in life, and unless the scheme of the story
necessarily involved it, that it would be bad art to lug it in, and
as bad taste as to introduce such topics in a mixed company,
and that the vast majority of the company are ladies.3*

Though one recognizes that Howells, as a realist, must remain
faithful to ““the tone of modern life,” one cannot escape the reali-
zation that to accept “the tenderest bud at dinner” as the arbiter
of morals is fatal to a novelist of any period, even the 1880’s.
The inadequacy of Howells’ novel The Coast of Bokemia (1893),
is proof of a certain moral squeamishness in Howells which
sometimes lessened his power as a novelist.*! Though dealing
with artists, Howells says in his Introduction that he must re-
main on the coast of Bohemia, and not penetrate that dangerous

89Criticism in Fiction, pp. 148-149. See also ibid. p. 152. See also the
“Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXIX (June, 1889), 151.

381In 1884 Edmund Gosse, through Howells’ efforts, was invited to
lecture by the Lowell Institute. Mr. and Mrs. Gosse stayed with the
Howellses. Edmund Gosse tells of walking with Howells ““in the dingier
part of Boston, when he stopped and looked up at a very ordinary little
house. ‘How happy I should be,’ he said, ‘if I could see everything that is
done and hear everything that is said in such a house as that for a week!” I
made a rude suggestion about what might possibly be going on behind
those dull windows. Howells did not laugh; but he put up his hand as if to
ward off a blow. ‘Oh! don’t say that!” he cried, ‘I couldn’t bear it; I couldn’t
write a line if I thought such things were happening.’” Living Age,
CCCVI (July 10, 1920), 99-100. In a letter to John Hay, of March 18,
1882, Howells writes of his son “John is at this moment curled up on the
lounge reading Doctor Breen’s Practice. For this reason, if for no other,
I could not have palpitating divans in my stories; my children are my cen-
sors, and if I wished to be wicked, I hope they would be my safe-guards.
... I am a great admirer of French workmanship, and I read everything of
Zola’s that I can lay hands on. But I have to hide the books from the chil-
dren!” Life in Letters, 1, 311.
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territory, because we would not wish “our gitls” to make such
a perilous trip. We can only conclude that realism is a term
relative to the period in which the author lives and to his own
way of seeing the life around him.%?

Howells” “reticent realism,” as he himself terms it, is op-
posed to the romantic in that it attempts to “portray men and
women as they are, actuated by the motives and the passions in
the measure we all know;” it should “forbear to preach pride
and revenge, folly and insanity, egotism and prejudice;” it
should “not put on fine literary airs,” but should “speak the
dialect, the language, that most Americans know—the language
of unaffected people everywhere.”3% Howells’ realism, as illus-
trated by his novels and as explained in the “Editor’s Study,”
is in the tradition of Jane Austen, Anthony Trollope, Turgenev,
and Tolstoy, who are, says Howells, the greatest novelists, be-
cause the most truthful. He took up arms against the classical
romanticists, such as Scott and Dickens, as well as their follow-
ers in his day, F. Marion Crawford, Kipling, and others, who
falsify the real, and thus depart from the truth of ordinary, com-

> <

382For further discussion of Howells’ “reticent realism,” see Edwin H.
Cady,“The Neuroticism of William Dean Howells,” PAM LA, LXI (March,
1946), 229-238; sec also George Arms, The Social Criticism of William
Dean Howells, Unpublished thesis, New York University (1939), pp.
276—283.

383Criticism and Fiction, p. 104. Howells enjoyed what seemed to him
natural American talk in his own writing and in the writing of others. In
reviewing a group of novels for “The Study,” he wrote that he was glad
“of every tint any of them [the novelists] gets from the parlance he hears; it
is much better than the tint he will get from the parlance he reads . . . For
our novelists to try to write Americanly, from any motive, would be a
dismal error, but being born Americans, we would have them use ‘Amer-
icanisms’ whenever these serve their turn; and when their characters speak,
we should like to hear them speak true American, with all the varying
Tennesseean, Philadelphian, Bostonian, and New York accents.” Har-
per’s, LXXII (Jan. 1886), 325. For an interesting discussion of elocution
versus a boy’s natural talk, see The Facation of the Kelwyns, pp. 116-118.
“My idea is that the sum of this art is to speak and to write simply and
clearly,” for this is “also to write beautifully and strongly.” Life in
Letters, 1, 331. See also letters of Nov. §, 1891, and May 20, 1894, to T.
W. Higginson. Berg Collection, New York Public Library.
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monplace experience. His own practice as a novelist made clear
the critical position he defined in the “Editor’s Study,”* and
now reminds us that, though writing in the larger tradition of re-
alism, he was himself a nineteenth century American, with that
century’s view of “the proprieties.”’3%

Howells’ moral provincialism was corrected to some extent
by his wide reading of the novelists of Europe, then practically
unknown to American readers. Through the columns of Harp-
er’s he upbraided his fellow critics for not being familiar with
“the universal impulse” felt by nineteenth century Europe,
“which has given us the work not only of Zola, but of Tour-
guéneff and Tolstoi in Russia, of Bjérnson and Ibsen in Nor-
way, of Valdés and Galdés in Spain, of Verga in Italy.””3% This
“‘universal impulse” was the impulse toward brotherhood; Tol-
stoy, more than any other writer, was “a revelation and a de-
light” to Howells during the six years that he was speaking to

384For further references to realism in the “Editor’s Study,” see Harper’s,
LXXIV (April, 1887), 827-829; LXXV (July, 1887), 318; LXXVIII
(Dec., 1888), 159; LXXXIII (July, 1891), 317.

35An incident which indicates Howells’ reading of the “proprieties”
occurred when Gorky came to this country in 1906, with a woman who
was not his wife. Howells’ own description of the episode, written to his
brother, shows his kindly personal attitude toward Gorky, and also his
sense of the impossibility of going against the conventions of his day.
“Mark Twain and I have been having a lively time about the Russian
novelist and revolutionist, Maxim Gorky; we were going to give him a
great literary dinner, but he has been put out of 3 hotels with the lady
who was not his wife, and M. T. has been swamped with reporters wanting
to know ‘how about it.’ . . . He is wrong, but I feel sorry for him; he has
suffered enough in his own country, except for the false relations which
cannot be tolerated here. He is a simple soul and a great writer, but he can-
not do impossible things.”” Life in Letters, I1, 219—220. See also My Mark
Twain, pp. 93—95. See also The Letters and Journal of Brand Whitlock,
by Allan Nevins (New York, 1936), I, 111.

388Criticism and Fiction, p. 28. In 1887, Howells wrote an introduction
for an edition of Tolstoy’s Sebastopol, in which he expressed Tolstoy’s
ideas which he later repeated in My Literary Passions. Howells used every
opportunity to educate his readers on the subject of Tolstoy through the
“Editor’sStudy.” See Harper’s, LXXV (July, 1887), 316; ibid., (Aug., 1887),
478; tbid., (Sept., 1887), 638-640; LXXXI (Sept., 1890), 6423 LXXXI
(Oct., 1890), 802; LXXXIV (Jan., 1892), 318; LXXXII (April, 1891), 806;
“The Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CXIV (Feb., 1907), 479—482,
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the reading world from the “Editor’s Study” precisely because
he reinforced Howells’ belief that behind the technique of real-
ism lay a social philosophy of brotherhood or democracy.

Howells lifted The Cossacks from his shelves where it had
been lying for the past five or six years, he tells us, when he had
“turned the corner” of his fiftieth year—when, in fact, he had
just taken over “The Study.” “I did not know even Tolstoy’s
name when I opened it, and it was with a kind of amaze that I
read it, and felt word by word, and line by line, the truth of a
new art in it.”3%" After reading him, Howells felt he could
“never look at life in the mean and sordid way”#8 that he did
before he read Tolstoy. Turgenev, Howells had formerly
looked upon as the last word in literary art; now he seemed to
him the first, for the lesson he had to teach was aesthetic, whereas
Tolstoy’s lesson was ethical. “Tolstoy awakens in his reader
the will to be a man; not effectively, not spectacularly, but
simply, really.”® By pursuing not personal happiness but the
happiness of the whole human family, one achieves the ethical
end of man, which is more important than the aesthetic. *“The
supreme art in literature had its highest effect in making me set
art forever below humanity.”3%

With Tolstoy fresh in his mind, Howells was not able to be
silent when the Chicago anarchists were executed in 1887; he
viewed with concern the telegraph strike of 1883, the engineers’
strike of 1888, the Homestead strike of 1892 and the Brooklyn
street car strike of 1895.3! The purpose of art, Howells came to
believe, is to lighten the burden of the people. It is not produced
for artists themselves, nor even, surprising as it may seem, for
the art collectors; it is produced for the masses. Moreover,
writers should realize their true position in society, since “the

87 My Literary Passions, p. 253.

388Jbid., p. 257.

389Jbid., p. 250.

390/bid., p. 258.
31Life in Letters, 11, 24—26; §8.
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author is, in the last analysis, merely a working-man.” “I wish
that I could make all my fellow-artists realize that economically
they are the same as mechanics, farmers, day-laborers.”3? Per-
haps, says Howells, neither the writer nor the artist of the world
will ever come into his own “as long as there are masses whom
he ought to consort with, and classes whom he cannot consort
with.” The writers of the future should be instrumental in
bringing about that “human equality of which the instinct has
been divinely implanted in the human soul.”3%

In a magnificent blast from the “Editor’s Study,” Howells
brings into harmony all that he had for years been preaching
on the subject of realism with all that he had come to believe
on the subject of social democracy:

The pride of caste is becoming the pride of taste; but as before,
it is averse to the mass of men; it consents to know them only in
some conventionalized and artificial guise. It seeks to withdraw
itself, to stand aloof; to be distinguished and not to be identi-
fied. Democracy in literature is the reverse of all this. It wishes
to know and to tell the truth, confident that consolation and
delight are there; it does not care to paint the marvelous and
impossible for the vulgar many, or to sentimentalize and falsify
the actual for the vulgar few. Men are more like than unlike one
another; let us make them know one another better, that they
may be all humbled and strengthened with a sense of their fra-
ternity. Neither arts, nor letters, nor sciences, except as they
somehow, clearly or obscurely, tend to make the race better and
kinder, are to be regarded as serious interests; they are all lower
than the rudest crafts that feed and house and clothe, for except
they do this office they are idle; and they cannot do this except
from and through the truth.3%

33“The Man of LettersasaMan of Business,” Literature and Life, pp. 33-34.

33/hid., p.35. Arms points out that the “equality’” Howells most trusted
was that of the middle class. He grew more and more distrustful of the
laboring class as believers in equality. George Arms, The Social Criticism
of William Dean Howells, unpublished thesis, New York University
(1939), 253-56.

#4The “Editor’s Study,” Harper's, LXXV (Sept., 1887), 639. See also
Howells’ address on the occasion of the dinner given in his honor on
his seventy-fifth birthday, North American Review, CCXII (July, 1920), 11,
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Realism, then, grows from a genuine respect for the common
man, and is therefore the basis of a democratic literature; the
romantic grows from the aristocratic and the desire for the
unusual; it is essentially undemocratic.

From an appreciation of the commonplace in fiction as a
limitless source of interest and amusement, Howells developed
a belief in the necessity for such an appreciation on the part of
critics and novelists as well, if we are ever to have a truly demo-
cratic, hence truly American, literature. He came to believe
that it is “quite impossible for criticism in sympathy only with
class interests, growing out of class education, and admitting
only class claims to the finer regard and respect of readers, to do
justice to the American school of fiction.”®% In a penetrating
discussion of Matthew Arnold’s criticism of American society,
that we have no “distinction,” Howells pointed out that the
idea of distinction is essentially a snobbish one. “‘Such beauty
and such grandeur as we have is common beauty, common
grandeur . . . It seems to us that these conditions invite the
artist to the study and the appreciation of the common, and to
the portrayal in every art of those finer and higher aspects which
unite rather than sever humanity, if he would thrive in our new
order of things . .. The arts must become democratic, and then
we shall have the expression of America in art.”’3% At the time
that Howells was moving rapidly in his social thought toward
socialism, in his thought as a critic he was more and more
closely identified with democracy.

3. The Easy Chair
In March, 1892, Howells left “The Study,” convinced that

in which Howells’ anti-slavery doctrines arc expanded to include anti-
wage-slavery belicfs. See also H. G. Belcher, “Howells’s Opinions on the
Religious Conflicts of His Age,” American Literature, XV (Nov., 1943),
274. Here the writer points out that Howells, as early as 1866, saw the
relationship between democracy and Christianity, which seemed to him
“the vital force in American democracy.”

35The “Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXXI (July, 1890), 317.

06/4:d., LXXVII (July, 1888), 317-318.
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nothing more was to be gained by his arguments for realism.
He packed up his pictures and busts of “‘canonized realists,”
“not, indeed, with the intention of setting them up in another
place, but chiefly to save them from the derision and dishonor of
the street.”’3" For six unhappy months he became editor of the
Cosmopolitan, in the hope, he said, of “freedom from the anxiety
of placing [his] stories and chaffering about prices, and relief
from the necessity of making quantity,” and also with the hope
that he could “do something for humanity as well as the humani-
ties.”3® Howells’ work on the Cosmopolitan began with the May,
1892, issue, but from the start the association was unhappy, and
on June 30 he wrote his father that his name would come off the
title-page after August. The reason he gave for the break was
“hopeless incompatibility.”3%

Howells’ association with Harper did not altogether lapse,
however, during the eight years after he left “The Study” and
before he took over the “Easy Chair,” for, from 1895 to 1898,
he undertook to conduct a regular department for Harper’s
Weekly, called “Life and Letters”® and contributed to Litera-
ture, another Harper publication. But he did gain freedom from
arduous editorial duties, and enjoyed a period of amazing ac-
tivity. Howells published a dozen or more plays during these
years, eleven novels, two volumes of short stories, four or five
volumes of reminiscences or memoirs, a book of poetry, and a
book of travel. He sailed to France to visit his son in 1894;4
he took a trip to Germany for three months to profit by the

3 /bid., LXXXIV (March, 1892), 643.

8] ife in Letters, 11, 19.

®/4id, p. 24.

40The department continued for eighty-eight numbers. Many of the
papers were later collected in book form, and published under the title
Literature and Life (1902). Howells contributed to Literature from May,
1898, to November, 1899.

“1Howells was in Paris for only a week when a cable reporting that
his father had had a stroke made him return at once to this country.

Howells visited his father for two weeks in Jefferson on his return. William
Cooper Howells died August 28, 1894. Life in Letters, II, §2~53.
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waters of Carlsbad in 1897; he undertook in 1899 a lecture tour
which extended into the West as far as Kansas and Nebraska.
Though financially successful in the venture, Howells suffered
under the necessity of facing large and unfamiliar audiences.
“Read Heroes and Heroines last night to 450 refrigerators,” he
wrote from Grinnell, Iowa. Lecturing, he said, “would be pleasant
if I liked it,and if it did not kill me; but I don’t, and it does.”402
“Ilook back on my lecturing with terror!” he wrote to his daugh-
ter after it was over, ‘“What a hideous trade!” And the worst of
it was, he complained to Mark Twain, he was successful.4%
When Howells returned to Franklin Square,® full of plans
for a history of Venice,** he found his relationship to the house
of Harper and Brothers distinctly altered. In the first place
Harper had recently been rescued from failure by J. P. Morgan,
who took it over and put in Colonel George Harvey as manager.
“Harpers seems to be on their feet—or somebody’s feet again,
and to be moving forward. But it is all still very strange and
sad, down at Franklin Square. I am doing a series of papers for
the Bazar on Heroines of Fiction, that interests me. Butmy papers
are reportorially spoken of as ‘stories,” and I am hurried on
proofs, as once I was Not.”#% The old atmosphere was gone;

42Life in Letters, II, 111—-112. “Heroes and Heroines” was a paper
Howells had prepared for his lecture tour. Two other lectures were
“Novels” and “Heroines of Fiction.” See unpublished letter to W. H.
Bishop of December 25, 1899, in the Huntington Library.

493/bid., p. 127. See also Howells’ letter to Mark Twain on the subject
of lecturing, ¢bid., pp. 119—120. Mark Twain and Howells had, at various
times in this busy decade, given “readings” together. See Mark Twain’s
Letters, p. 453.

#4The year after Winifred’s death Howells moved to an apartment in
Boston to be near his son John, then a student at Harvard, and to allow
his daughter Mildred to make her debut in Boston. In November of 1891,
the family returned to New York.

45The history was never written, though Howells sent a fairly detailed
outline of the book to Alden at this time. See Life in Letters, I1, 122—124.
The idea had been in Howells’ mind for many years. See p. Ixxxiii, note
218, Compare Professor Elmore in 4 Fearful Responsibility, who also
wished to write a history of Venice, and Theodore Colville of Indian
Summer, who planned a history of Florence.

408/ ife in Letters, II, 125.
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Howells, moreover, found his own business relation to the
House quite different from the loose understanding of the days
of “The Study.” In December, 1900, he took over the “Easy
Chair,” and in a letter to his sister, he reported, “I am very
happy . . . in a new relation I have formed with Harpers which
... includes taking all I write at a fixed price, and making me
literary adviser of the house. It relieves me of all anxiety about
marketing my wares.” 47

By May of the following year, however, Howells is beginning
to find his editorial duties irksome. “I have done no fiction since
last spring,”’*® he writes to his old friend and fellow novelist-
journalist, Thomas Bailey Aldrich, “except a short story—The
Easy Chair, and the N. A. Review papers®® having been
quite enough for me. I hate criticism; I suppose my feeling must
be much like your own. I never did a piece of it that satisfied
me; and to write fiction, on the other hand, is a delight. Yet in
my old age I seem doomed (on a fat salary) to do criticism and
essays. I am ending where I began, in a sort of journalism.”
Though Howells continued to earn his living, and a very com-
fortable one it was, by journalism, he remained at heart the
novelist. In spite of the very advantageous business arrange-
ment Howells made with Harper, the “Easy Chair” often
became for him the “Uneasy Chair,” as he called it in a letter to
Aldrich, in which he laments, “It might have been wiser for me
to keep out of that place, but at 63 one likes a fixed income, even
when the unfixed is not bad. Essaying has been the enemy of
the novelist that was in me. One cannot do both kinds without
hurt to both. If I could have held out fifteen years ago in my

41 Life in Letters,I1,137. As editor of the “Study,” Howells had earned
$10,000 a year, and had engaged to bring out all his works under Harper’s
imprint, but at no fixed price.

18/hid., p. 144.

49Howells at that time was writing regular monthly articles for the
North American Review as well as for Harper’s. For a list of his contribu-

tions to the North American Review, see that magazine, CCXII (July,
1920), 14-16.
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refusal of the Study, when Alden tempted me, I might have
gone on and beat Silas Lapham. Now I can only dream of some
leisure day doing better.”#1® In an essay for Scribner’s (1893)
concerning the man of letters as a man of business,*! Howells
describes the business of writing as it was practiced in his day.
All young journalists, he says, wish to turn novelists: they must
be business men as well as literary men, however, and are often
forced to make compromises.*'?

Some such compromise between literature and business
Howells had been making ever since his arrival in New England
in 1860, ostensibly to investigate the shoe factories, but actually
to meet the literary men of Boston. Now, as then, he managed
to maintain the compromise. One cannot escape the thought,
however, that had Howells died in 1900, and never occupied
the “Easy Chair” at all, his most significant critical ideas on
literature and life would have been expressed. For twenty years
he mailed his copy to Franklin Square, sometimes from his
cottage at Kittery Point, Maine,*® sometimes from a London
hotel, sometimes from a retreat in Florida. With unfailing reg-

401 ife in Letters, 11, 138. Sce also ““A Search for Ceclebrity,” Imaginary
Interviews, pp. 184-192. See also the “Editor’s Study,” Harper’s, LXXX
(March, 1890), 644-645.

411The Man of Letters as a Man of Business,” Literature and Life,(1902).
The business of writing, as Howells saw it, is reflected in many of Howells’
novels, 4 Modern Instance, A Hazard of New Fortunes, The World of
Chance, The Quality of Mercy, and others.

42Qne is reminded of a letter written to his sister Victoria in 1856, when
Howeclls was 19 years old, “I want to make moncy, and be rich and grand.”
Life in Letters, 1, 14. To President Gilman Howells wrote when he was
offered a professorship at Johns Hopkins, “I am by trade and by affection
a writer of novels, and I cannot give up my trade, because, for one reason,
I earn nearly twice as much money by it as you offer me for salary.” Life in
Letters, I, 331. When Howells died he left an estate of well over $150,000.
See undated, uncaptioned newspaper clipping in the Howells-Kester
letters, MS. Room, New York Public Library.

s3Howells bought a summer house at Kittery Point, Maine, in 1902. For
many years this was home to the family. In 1910, after the death of Mrs.
Howells, Howells turned it over to his son, John Mead Howells, and pur-
chased a house at York Harbor. For a description of this house, see Ham-
lin Garland, “Howells’ Home at York Harbor,” My Friendly Contempo-
raries (1932), 118—119.
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ularity he managed to fill his monthly columns with pleasant,
easy essays, such as “Around a Rainy-Day Fire,” and “A Day
at Bronx Park.”#* Harmless as these titles sound, one must
observe that in commenting on the pile of novels, poetry, essays
which covered his desk, Howells never missed an opportunity to
preach “‘that sermon which we are always preaching, in season
and out of season,” the sermon on realism. “Only the steady
and steadily stirring narrative of every-day facts”41® is interest-
ing, he reminds the reader again and again. In 1901 Howells
reviewed with enthusiasm the first of Frank Norris’s trilogy,
The Octopus—thus the old realist greeted the young naturalist.416
As late as 1910 Mark Twain, expressing the thought of his gener-
ation, called Howells “the first critic of the day.”#7

But Howells had no intention of battling for “truth in liter-
ature,” as he did in the old days of “The Study.” When asked
by one of his readers to write an article on “the function of the
critic,” he replied, was not “The Study” “perpetually thunder-
ing at the gates of Fiction in Error, and no more sparing the
dead than the quick?”” Did not “The Study”’ offend the feelings
of “that large class of dotards who believed that they read Walter
Scott all through once a year?” Did it not horrify the worship-
pers at the shrines of Thackeray, Dickens and Balzac? *“Did not
it preach Hardy and George Eliot and Jane Austen, Valdés and
Galdés and Pardo-Bazdn, Verga and Serao, Flaubert and the
Goncourts and Zola, Bjérnson and Ibsen, Tourguénief and

44These titles were given the essays when they were reprinted in
Imaginary Interviews in 1910.

45The “Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CXXII (April, 1911), 795.

46The “Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CIII (Oct., 1901), 822-827.

41"Written in the hand of Mark Twain on the margin of the letter from
Howells to Mark Twain, which is published in Life in Lerters, 11, 278.
The manuscript letter is in the Huntington Library. The note reads, “I
reckon this spontaneous outburst from the first critic of the day is good to
keep, ain’t it, Paine?” Mark Twain was evidently sorting his letters for
Paine, who was then preparing material for his life of Mark Twain. Letters
of appreciation poured in to Howells from such people as Thomas Hardy,
Armnold Bennett, William and Henry James, to mention but a few names.
The Houghton Library, Harvard,
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Dostoevsky and Tolstoy,and Tolstoy, and even more Tolstoy,
till its hearers slumbered in their pews? The tumult of those
strenuous days yet fills our soul, and shall we again unseal their
noises?”” The answer is undoubtedly “No.” No more “stormy
reverberations from that sulphurous past, no echoes of that
fierce intolerance, that tempestuous propaganda which left the
apostle without a friend or follower in the aesthetic world”4!8 are
ever again heard from the urbane and kindly occupant of the
“Easy Chair,”*1? who became in 1908 the first president of the
American Academy of Arts and Letters.

Just as Howells never failed to put in a word for realism,
though a milder word than we heard from “The Study,” and
to encourage serious young writers, such as Brand Whitlock,2
s0 he continued to lift a voice of protest against the social ills of
the world. In 1896, Howells wrote to a friend, “I am rather
quiescent in my social thinking, just now.”#?! In 1905, however,
when he must have been at work on Through the Eye of the
Needle,?2he devoted an “Easy Chair” to a mildly satiric essay on
the rich man in our society. Why should the world unite to
deride him, he innocently asks, when the rich man at least re-
turns a portion of his gains in art galleries, libraries, and fellow-
ships. Do we, who are fortunate enough to be poor, do so well?
“It could almost be desired that every man were rich, so that in
some such equality we who at present are poor might not look
too self-righteously on our opulent neighbors; but since this is
not practicable, it behooves us, who enjoy the advantage of a
comparative poverty, not to deal harshly with our less fortunate

418The “Easy Chair,” Harper's, CXXII (May, 1911), 957.

‘¥For further references to realism see the “Easy Chair,” Harper's,
CXXVI (March, 1913), 634-637; CXXXI (July, 1915) 310-313; CX XIX
(Nov., 1919), 92§-928.

NSee George Arms, “‘Ever Devotedly Yours’” in the Journal of the
Rutgers University Library, X (Dec., 1946), 1-19. See also unpublished
lettersfrom Brand Whitlock to Howells, in the Houghton Library, Harvard.

N[ ife in Letters, 11, 70.

4%See note 313 in this Introduction, on p. cxxiii.
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fellows.”*® In spite of the watering down of his more radical
social views, Howells spoke from the “Easy Chair” for prison
reform,# for woman suffrage,*? for the brotherhood of man.42
In 1916, when the English government put to death four Irish
rebels, Howells wrote a long letter of protest to the Evening
Post;#? in 1918, when we had entered the World War, Howells
reverted to the Altrurians to explain his attitude toward war.
When invasion threatened, he explained, the Altrurians did not
remain neutral but adopted conscription, built a hospital for the
wounded and launched a Liberty Loan.#8 “Certain hopes of
truer and better conditions on which my heart was fixed twenty
years ago are not less dear,” he wrote in the Introduction to the
Library Edition of his works. Though Howells grew old and
tired, he never gave up his socialistic beliefs. When Brand
Whitlock came to tea with Howells in his “cooperative, if not
quite Altrurian” apartment on §7th Street, they talked of
“sociology, and the Socialists.” Whitlock expressed his faith in
the “philosophic anarchists like Emerson and Tolstoy and Whit-
man and our Sam Jones,” but added that he thought “we’d have

B Harper’s, CXII (Dec., 1905), 1§1.

24 7bid., CXX (March, 1910), 633-636. Compare Howells’ comments on
prisons in A Traveler from Altruria and in his short story “A Circle in
the Water,” in A4 Pair of Patient Lovers (1901).

42]pid., CXXI (Oct., 1910), 795~798. See also Harper's, CXXIV (Feb.,
1912), 471—474 and CXXVII (June, 1913), 148—-151: CXXXVI(Feb., 1918),
450—453. Howells marched in the Suffrage Parade of May, 1912, in New
York.

28/hid., CXXIV (April, 1912), 796-799; CXXIV (Jan. 1912), 309-312;
CXXIX (Nov., 1914), 958-961. Howells’ encouragement of Paul
Lawrence Dunbar should be noted here. He had already reviewed Dun-
bar’s poectry in Harper’s Weekly, and in 1896 wrote an introduction to
his book of poetry, Lyrics of Lowly Life. See Dunbar’s letter of apprecia-
tion in the Houghton Library, Harvard.

427 Life in Letters, 11, 359.

428The “Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CXXXVII (Sept., 1918), 589-592. See
an unpublished letter to Sylvester Baxter, dated May 30, 1915, in the
Huntington Library, protesting German despotism and expressing the hope
that the German people may outlive it. On January 2, 1900, Howells
accepted an invitation from E. W. Ordway, to become one of the vice-
presidents of the Anti-Imperialist League. MS. Room, New York Public
Library.
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to go through Socialism to get to it.” Howells replied, ‘“That’s
just what I am—we’ll have to pass under the yoke.”#? “But one
is so limp and helpless in the presence of the injustice which
underlies society, and I am getting so old,”%0 he wrote in a
moment of sadness to his old friend, Mark Twain.

4. Travelling Critic

Travel books seemed to the aging Howells a form of com-
ment, or social criticism, if you will, more attractive than dia-
tribes on realism or blasts against the capitalistic system. “I will
confess here that I have always loved the world and the pleas-
ures which other sages pretend are so vapid.”#! He writes
genially from his “Easy Chair,” “Itis now the May of the year
that is past, and everybody is beginning to go to Europe, and in
the apt disguise of a steamer-chair, got from the deck steward
for a dollar, the Easy Chair is beginning to go too.” He adds
characteristically, “There may be a topic over there, but it is
doubtful if the Easy Chair has any motive so distinct.”432 But
Howells always did find a topic over there which he never failed
to turn to good use, either in the form of articles or another
travel book, or both.

The travel books which Howells wrote during the years he
occupied the “Easy Chair’” might be considered an aspect of his
work as a critic—or a journalist—satisfactory to the man of
business, as well as to the man of letters.3® The extraordinary

40The Letters and Journal of Brand Whitlock, ed. by Allan Nevins,
I (New York, 1936), 110-111.

90 Life in Letters, II, 175. In an unpublished letter to Albert B. Paine,
dated May 30, 1910, Howells discusses the spcakers he would like to invite
to address the “Commemorative meeting” to be held after the death of
Mark Twain, suggesting that a Labor man be included. Huntington
Library.

431 Vears of My Youth, pp. 168—169.

432The “Easy Chair,”” Harper’s, CXXVIII (April, 1914), 796.

43In London Fi[ms(1906) p. 2, Howells reminds us of the many trips to
England he had enjoyed before he offered his “films” to his readers: “One
could have used the authority of a profound observer after the first few
days in 1861 and 186y, but the experience of weeks stretching to months in
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success of Penetian Life, republished many times since its first
appearance in 1866, and of Jtalian Journeys, which as late as
1901 was reprinted in a de luxe edition with illustrations by
Joseph Pennell,*® assured the tired editor of eager readers,
among his still untravelled American public, for the easy, unhur-
ried words which flowed so endlessly from his pen. When
Howells returned from Europe in 1882, he had notes for two
travel books in his bag, Tuscan Cities (1886), and A Little Swiss
Sojourn (1892). From the observations,—inconclusive, amused,
critical, anecdotal,—of visits in 1904 and 1908, came not only
London Films (1906), but also Certain Delightful English Towns
(1906), and Seven English Cities (1909); from his winter in
Rome in 1908 came Roman Holidays (1908);%% Familiar Spanish
Travels (1913) appeared after a three months visit to Spain in
I91I.

“Travel is still an unexplored realm compared with that of
fiction,” wrote Howells, delighted that he could thus easily
capitalize his trips abroad, “the smallest occurrence on the high-
way of land or sea will always command breathless attention
if properly worked up. The tragical moments of a delayed lunch
are full of fascination for any one whose train has broken down
or been snowed up short of the station where the dining car was
to have been put on.”*” Much of the material for these travel

1882 and 1883, clouded rather than cleared the air through which one
earliest saw one’s London; and the successive pauses in 1894 and 1897, with
the longest and latest stays in 1904, have but served to confirm one in the
diffident inconclusion on all important points to which I hope the pages
following will bear witness.”

44H., H. Boyesen reports that 40,000 copies sold by 1893. George Arms
and William M. Gibson, “Five Interviews with William Dean Howells,”
Americana, XXXVII (April 1943), 266.

45An enlarged edition was published in 1872 and two illustrated trade
editions in 1901.

460n this visit to Italy, Howells had an interview with the king of Italy,
which lasted half an hour. See letter to Paul Kester from John Mead
Howells among the unpublished letters of the Howells-Kester collection in
the MS. Room of the New York Public Library.

47The “Easy Chair,” Harper’s, CXXVI (March, 1913), 637.
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books was, in fact, a redoing of his letters home. “He jotted
down his English impressions and experiences in note form in
letters to his wife,” his daughter Mildred tells us, “and much
that he wrote her he afterwards used in writing Certain Delight-
ful Towns and London Films.”*® Nor did Howells intend to
penetrate far beneath the surface in his role of observer. “If any
one shall say that my little pictures are superficial, I shall not be
able to gainsay him. I can only answer that most pictures
represent the surface of things.”#® Talk of weather, of London
lodging houses, the American tourist abroad, the Englishman’s
love of royalty, St. James Park on a Bank Holiday, flowed
month by month through Harper’s Magazine, and then was
turned into handsomely illustrated books. Never is the even
tenor of the familiar prose broken by a melodramatic incident,
or by a disturbingly critical remark, “So very mild are the excite-
ments, so slight the incidents, so safe and tame the adventures
of modern travel 40

Occasionally one is reminded of the more vigorous Howells
as one reads these quietly flowing pages. When he visits the
House of Commons, for example, Howells pauses to consider
“how far socialism had got itself realized in London through the
activities of the County Council, which are so largely in the
direction of municipal control.”#4! If one hears little of socialism
in London, he says, “that is because it has so effectually passed
from the debated principle to the accomplished fact.” It has
become incorporated in so many established institutions that it
is accepted as something truly conservative. “It is not, as with
us, still under the ban of a prejudice too ignorant to know in
how many things it is already effective; but this is, of course,
mainly because English administration is so much honester than

481 fe in Letters, 11, 186-187.

49 London Films, pp. 1-2.

“0/pid., p. 102. See also “Luxuries of Travel,” Imaginary Interviews,

p- 146.
#1/bid., p. 9.
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ours.”#2 And again, Howells glances across at the women visitors
in the gallery of Parliament, discretely placed behind a grille
which made them look like “frescoed figures done very flat,”
and expresses his thoughts on the question of women in politics
in England and in the United States, coming to the sensible
conclusion that when women really want the vote they will
have it. But for the most part, these travel essays are more
concerned with tea on the terrace with Lloyd George and his
wife!® than with more serious thoughts. “I find a sort of fuzzy-
mindedness very prevalent with me, here,” he writes his wife,
“and it seems as if clear-thinking must cost more effort than it
does in America.”

For all Howells’ “fuzzy-mindedness,” and his willingness to
be pleased by the English, he never quite succumbs to them, nor
loses the critical smile that lights the pages of his essays. “I
don’t believe the English half know what they’re doing things
for; certainly the kinder sort don’t. That’s why they’re able to
put up with royalty and nobility; they’ve not thought it out;
they are of the same mental texture as Jimmy Ford’s basement-
diners. [Henry] James says he has not known above two women
who were not snobs; but there are several more men, though
they are very rare, too. Monarchy is a fairy tale that grown
people believe in and pay for. They speak quite awedly of
royalties and titles, and won’t join in the slightest smile about
them.” 4% Unlike Henry James, Howells never lost his American
viewpoint. Strolling with his daughter through the lovely
English countryside around Plymouth, he pauses to muse upon
an Elizabethan mansion, set in an extensive deer park, and points
out that an alien, “if he has a heart to which the ideal of human
equality is dear, . . . must shrink with certain withering doubts

442 ondon Films, pp. 69~70.

#“3Unpublished letter of Howells to Paul Kester, January 8, 1911. The
MS. Room of the New York Public Library.

41 ife in Letters, 11, 193.
5 /bid,
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as he looks on the lovely landscapes everywhere in which those
who till the fields and keep the woods have no ownership, in
severalty or in common.” However, Howells concludes, the
system works, and the landscape is serene and beautiful. “I do
not say that any such anxieties spoiled the pleasure of my after-
noon,”*% he wrote, as he turned to thoughts more acceptable
to the readers of Harper’s.

On his next trip abroad, in 1908, Howells and his daughter
joined Mrs. Howells and John in Rome, where the family passed
the winter. Though the readers of Harper’s now hear more of
beggars, priests, and archeologists, the essays which trickle
through the magazine and are finally gathered up under the title
of Roman Holidays have much the same pleasant, instructive,
anecdotal quality that one finds in the English essays. Howells’
Ttalian is not so good as it was almost fifty years ago when he was
consul in Venice, and he very soon “fell luxuriously into the
habit of speaking English like a native of Rome.”*” The How-
ells family lived comfortably in the modern section of Rome,
drove from church to art gallery to Forum accompanied by the
voluble guides whom Howells overtipped, and saw no more nor
less than the Italy familiar to pre-war tourists.

But the Italian essays were sufficiently read, presumably by
thousands of Americans planning similar tours, to encourage
Howells, several years later, to offer his Harper’s readers his
impressions of Spain, where he journeyed in 1911 with his
daughter.#® We are again mildly interested in the adventures

46Certain Delightful English Towns, p. 20. See also p. 233 for further
comment of the same sort.

47 Roman Holidays, p. 100.

48In 1909 Howells made a brief trip to Carlsbad, Germany, with his
daughter, and then visited England and Wales, where he looked up the
home of his ancestors, which he had previously visited in 1883. See Life in
Letters, 1, 343-45. After the death of his wife in 1910, Howells and his
daughter were again in England. See an unpublished letter to W. H.
Riding, dated July 4, 1910. Huntington Library. Howells writes again ot

the death of his wife in another unpublished letter dated July 14, 1910,
addressed to Howells’ old friend John Piatt, and lent to the editors by
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with cab drivers, descriptions of hotels and foods, and train
compartments with which Familiar Spanish Travels (1913)
abound. Since Howells as a boy in Ohio had taught himself the
Spanish language, and pored over the pages of the great Spanish
authors, a certain sadness for the lost enthusiasms of his youth
creeps into his mood.

All appeared fair and noble in that Spain of his which shone with
such allure far across the snows through which he trudged morn-
ing and evening with his father to and from the printing-office,
and made his dream of that great work [Don Quixote] the com-
mon theme of their talk. Now the boy is as utterly gone as the
father, who was a boy too at heart, but who died a very old man
many years ago; and in the place of both is another old man
trammeled in his tangled memories of Spain visited and un-

visited.4?

5. The Dean Installed

The boy who had read Dante and Cervantes in the original
in Ohio, lived long enough to see all that Europe had to offer
him; he wished now to find a permanent home. After one last
visit to England in 1913, Howells returned to New York and
moved into an apartment at 130 West §7th Street, which was to
be his home until his death. “I am aware of being physically
weaker than I once was, and my work, which has always been
so dear to me, is not so satisfactory, though it comes easier.
I rattle it off at a great rate, but it does not delight me as it used
to do, though now and then a little paper seems just as good as
anything I ever did.”*® But often the “Easy Chairs creak along

Cecil Piatt. Further in the same letter Howells writes, ‘“We are having a
most interesting time, such as I would once have written her about. Well!”
Howells was, on this trip, lunching and dining and talking with Gals-
worthy, Hewlett, Gosse, Barrie, and James.

“9Familiar Spanz.r/z Travels, pp. 74-75.

07 ife in Letters, 11, 240. See also the unpublished letter of Howells to
Paul Kester, Fi ebmary 2§, 1913, in which Howells speaks of his weariness.

The MS. Room, New York Public Library.
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so heavily and slowly.”#! An added discouragement came in
1911, when Harper’s attempt to launch a Library Edition of
Howells’ complete works failed. In spite of Harper’s proud
statement, in the issue of August 1911, that “perhaps no literary
announcement ever made quite takes rank with this one,” no
more than six volumes of this edition ever appeared.

For many years before Howells’ death he felt himself out-
moded in the literary world in which he had been a leader. “I
am comparatively a dead cult with my statues cut down and the
grass growing over them in the pale moonlight,”4?2 he wrote
to his friend Henry James. When he turned to the current
books on his desk his judgment was often unsure. Howells had
stubbornly disregarded Sidney Lanier; Booth Tarkington he
welcomed; about Theodore Dreiser he was silent; to Robert
Herrick he wrote that he could not review his novel until he
straightened him out on some of the moral questions raised by
the book;* Joyce Kilmer he greeted in these terms, “I like you,
my dear young brother, not only because you love beauty, but
love decency also. There are so many of our brood I could
willingly take out and step on.”# In a long review of poetry
by Frost, Lindsay, Fletcher, Aiken, Masters, Lowell, and others
Howells showed sympathy for what seemed to him real and
natural. But his attack on vers libre in this article suggests
that his taste in poetry was outmoded.%

Howells knew, however, that the young writers would win
and that he was on the way out. In 1915 he wrote to Henry
James, “A change has passed upon things, we can’t deny it; I

817bid., 371.

®2/pid., 350.

46374:d., 262.

“ilbid., 352-353

45 Harper’s, CXXXI (Sept., 1915), 634—637. Compare Howells’ in-
sistence as a young critic that Whitman was not a poet. Life in Letters, I,
116. Howells’ review of Whitman’s November Boughs is written in the
same spirit as his review of Drum Taps in 1866. See the “Editor’s Study,”
Harper's, LXXVIII (Feb., 1889), 488.
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could not ‘serialize’ a story of mine now in any American mag-
azines, thousands of them as there are.”’% The following
November, for the first time in fifty years, a manuscript of How-
ells was rejected, and by Harper’s, to whom he was obligated to
submit all his material before marketing it elsewhere. “In fifty
years the inevitable acceptance of my work everywhere had
perhaps spoiled me for refusal; but the first thing I offered Har-
per’s, some months ago, was unconditionally refused.”* Only
temporarily daunted by the rebuffs of a changing world,
Howells continued to find happiness in writing as he travelled
back and forth from New York to Florida, from Boston to
North Carolina, in quest of warmth and health. With his old
power to adjust to the times, he wrote in 1916 from Kittery
Point, where he was visiting his son’s family, that he was “hop-
ing to finish the scenario of my next novel, The Home-Towners.
I bring moving-picture folks into it; you know they abound in
St. Augustine, where I have put the scene of the story. It will
be quite different from all my other things.”® The novel was
never finished, nor was the autobiographical volume, Years of
My Middle Life, pushed beyond the preliminary jottings.*%
On his death bed, in the spring of 1920, Howells began his
unfinished essay on Henry James,*® the friend and critic who had
encouraged him in his best work, and to whom his thoughts
reverted in the end.

One of the fruits of the friendship between Howells and James
was that each made a final critical appraisal of the other before
his death. On February 19, 1912, Henry James wrote an “open
letter” from England to be read at the dinner held in New York
in honor of Howells’ seventy-fifth birthday.*! For almost fifty

4% Life in Letters, 11, 349.

‘57151{1., 365. 349

%8/hid., 363.

%9/bid., 387.

40/bid., 394~399.

$61The Letters of Henry James, 11, 224~226,
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years these two leading novelists of their day had conversed and
corresponded with each other; James was, therefore, peculiarly
able to understand the lasting qualities of this many-sided writer,
who began his career as a poet, ended it as a critic, touched
greatness as a novelist and never ceased to be a journalist. Of
Howells’ books, he wrote:

They make a great array, a literature in themselves, your studies
of American life, so acute, so direct, so disinterested, so pre-
occupied but with the fine truth of the case . . . The rea/ affair
of the American case and character, as it met your view and
brushed your sensibility, that was what inspired and attached
you...you gave yourself to it with an incorruptible faith. You
saw your field with a rare lucidity; you saw all it had to give in
the way of the romance of the real and the interest and the thrill
and the charm of the common, as one may put it; the character
and the comedy, the point, the pathos, the tragedy, the particu-
lar home-grown humanity under your eyes and your hand and
with which the life all about you was closely interknitted. Your
hand reached out to these things with a fondness that was in
itself a literary gift, and played with them as the artist only and
always can play: freely, quaintly, incalculably, with all the as-
surance of his fancy and his irony, and yet with that fine taste
for the truth and the pity and the meaning of the matter which
keeps the temper of observation both sharp and sweet . . . what
I wished mainly to put on record is my sense of that unfailing,
testifying truth in you which will keep you from ever being neg-
lected. The critical intelligence . . . has not at all begun to ren-
der you its tribute . . . your really beautiful time will come.”
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149—50. (Contains some entries not listed hereinunder.)

Leary, Lewis. “Doctoral Dissertations in American Literature,
1933—1948,” American Literature, XX, 184—5 (May, 1948).
(Lists 15 dissertations. For earlier work, see ibid., IV, 439
(Jan., 1933). For later dissertations and research, see “Re-
search in Progress,” Publications of the Modern Language
Assoctation and American Literature.

Quinn, A. H. “Bibliography and Play-List,” in 4 History of the
American Drama from the Civil War to the Present Day. New
York: 1943, 1, 364—6. (Best list of plays and productions.
Supplementary material is in G. C. D. Odell’s Annals of the
New York Stage [New York, 1927-].)

[Van Doren, Carl.] “William Dean Howells,” in Cambridge
History of American Literature. New York: 1921, IV, 663—6.

II. TEXT

“The Writings of William Dean Howells, Library Edition.”
New York: [1911], six volumes. My Literary Passions and
Criticism & Fiction, The Landlord at Lion’s Head, Literature
and Life, London Films and Certain Delightful English Towns,
Literary Friends and Acquaintance [with My Mark Twain], A
Hagard of New Fortunes. The Library Edition, of which no
more volumes were published, was intended as the collected
work of Howells. From time to time, books in uniform bind-
ings were issued by Houghton Mifflin, Harper, Douglas,
and French (farces), but they cannot be regarded as final,
definitive editions. Few revisions appear to have been made
in books once issued, the plates generally remaining the same.
Into non-fictional works, however, additional chapters were
sometimes introduced.

Contributions to newspapers and periodicals. Much remains
uncollected. The major regular appearances (itemized in
Gibson and Arms, A Bibliography of William Dean Howells)
are cited below:
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Critical articles, North American Review (1864-69, 1872,
1888, 1894, 1899-1916). See ibid., CCXII, 14-16 (July,
1920) for list.

Reviews, Arlantic Monthly (1866-81). See Atlantic Index
for those ascribed to Howells.

“Editor’s Study,” Harper’s Magazine (1886-92).

“Life and Letters,” Harper’s Weekly (1895—98).

“American Letter,” Literature (1898).

“Editor’s Easy Chair,” Harper’s Magazine (1900—20).

Arms, George, ed. “Howells’s Unpublished Prefaces,” New

England Quarterly, XVII, 580-91 (Dec., 1944). (Five pref-

aces for the uncompleted Library Edition.)

Arms, George, and Gibson, W. M., eds. “Five Interviews with
William Dean Howells,” Americana, XXXVII, 257-95
(April, 1943). (With Boyesen, Crane, Dreiser, Brooks, and
Kilmer.)

Blodgett, Harold. “A Note on Mark Twain’s Library of Ameri-
can Humor,” American Literature, X, 78-80 (March, 1938).
(“The first edition [1888] would have been more accurately
designated as ‘The Howells Library of Humor,’” since
Howells made the selections with C. H. Clark and wrote
the introduction.)

Hellman, G. S., ed. “The Letters of Howells to Higginson,”
in Twenty-Seventh Annual Report of the Bibliophile Society,
1901—-29. Boston: 1929, pp. 17-56.

Howells, Mildred, ed. Life in Letters of William Dean Howells.
Garden City, N.Y.: 1928, two volumes. (828 pages of letters
and explanatory remarks.)

Marston, F. C., Jr. “An Early Howells Letter,” American
Literature, XVIII, 163—5 (May, 1946). (A letter to his broth-
er, dated April 10, 1857, which Marston believes is the earliest
Howells letter preserved. It characterizes his life in Cincinnati
as pleasant, though Howells later recalled his days there as
those of suffering.)

Paine, A. B., ed, Mark Twain’s Letters. New York: [1917],
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two volumes, passim. (Approximately fifty-two letters or
parts of letters, of which about half are included by Miss
Howells in her Life in Letters.)

Sabine, Lillian. The Rise of Silas Lapham. New York: 1927.
(Based upon Howells’ novel, this play was first produced by
the Theatre Guild in 1919.)

Uncollected letters. A number of autobiographies and biog-
raphies contain one or several letters by Howells. For addi-
tional letters, see especially the articles cited under “Biography
and Criticism” by Arms, Cady, Drake, Ferguson, Kirk,
Richardson, Starke.

III. BIOGRAPHY AND CRITICISM

Adams, Brooks. “The Undiscovered Country,” International
Review, IX, 149-54 (Aug., 1880). (Review.)

[Adams, Henry.] Review of Their Wedding Journey, North
American Review, CXIV, 444—5 (April, 1872). (The novel is
a faithful and pleasing picture of American existence. “Why
should it not liver””)

Alden, H. M. “Editor’s Study,” Harper’s Monthly, CXXXIV,
903—4 (May, 1917). (At his eightieth birthday.)

Alden, H. M. “William Dean Howells,” Bookman, XLIX, 549~
54 (July, 1919). (Critical and biographical generalizations.)

[Aldrich, T. B.] “Mr. Howells’s New Book,” Atlantic Monthly,
XLVIIL, 402~5 (Sept., 1881). (Review of A Fearful Responsi-
bility.)

American Academy of Arts and Letters. ‘‘Public Meeting Held
at the Stuart Gallery, New York Public Library, New York,
March 1st, 1921, in Memory of William D. Howells,” Ameri-
can Academy Proceedings, I, 1—21 (July 1, 1921). Reprinted
as Public Meeting . .. in Honor of William Dean Howells.
New York: 1922. (Tributes by W. M. Sloane, Juan Riafio,
A. M. Huntington, Roland Ricci, Giovanni Verga, Ciro Tra-
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balza, R. U. Johnson, H. C. de Wiart, Brand Whitlock,
Stephen Leacock, J. J. Jusserand, Rudyard Kipling, John
Burroughs, Robert Grant, Augustus Thomas, J. L. Williams,
Brander Matthews, and Henry Van Dyke.)

Anon. “American Literature in England,” Blackwood’s Maga-
zine, CXXXIII, 13661 (Jan., 1883). Reprinted in Studies in
Literature, ed., T. M. Coan. New York: 1883, pp. 1-61.
(Review of Edinburgh edition, with emphasis on The Lady
of the Aroostook and A Modern Instance.)

Anon. “Novel-Writing as a Science,” Catholic World, XLII,
274-80 (Nov., 1885). (Review of The Rise of Silas Lapham.)

Anon. “Mr. Howells’s ‘Americanisms’,” Critic, n.s. XXII,193
(Sept. 27, 1894). First printed Springfield Republican.

Anon. “Mr. Howells’s Views,” Critic, n.s. XXVII, 5 (Jan. 2,
1897). (Review of /mpressions and Opinions [sic].)

Anon. “The Earlier and Later Work of Mr. Howells,” Lippin-
cott’s, XXX, 604-8 (Dec., 1882). (Review of 4 Modern
Instance.)

Anon. Edinburgh Review, CLXXXVII, 386—414 (April, 1898).
Reprinted in Literary Digest, XVI, 761-62 (June 25, 1898).
(The author of Democracy, Wilkins, Frederic, Fuller, Crane
and others are all, from Howells down, realists or naturalists.
“The delicate and fastidious art of Mr. Howells has been ad-
mired, decried, ridiculed, eulogized, but always studied, till
it has ended by compelling a tribute of widespread imitation.”
Howells’ humor enables him to cope successfully with the
problem of naturalism, which he set to himself ““in its severest
form.”)

Anon. “Mr. Howells,” Literary Digest, LXV, 34~5 May 29,
1920). (Abstracts of tributes.)

Anon. “William Dean Howells, Printer, Journalist, Poet, Nov-
elist,” Literary Digest, LXV, §3—4, 57 (June 12, 1920). (Ab-
stracts of biographical accounts.)

Anon. “Mr. Howells in England,” Literary Digest, LXV, 37
(June 19, 1920). (Abstracts of British tributes.)
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Anon. “Mr. Howells’s Latest Novel,” Nation,L, 454—5 (June s,
1890). (Review of 4 Hagard of New Fortunes.)

Anon. “Smiling Aspects of Life,” Times Literary Supplement,
p- 568 (Oct. 9, 1948). (Review of The Rise of Silas Lapham,
ed. H. M. Jones.)

Anon. “Howells at Home,” New York Tribune, p. 3 (Jan. 25,
1880). First printed Boston Herald. (Descriptive.)

Anon. Review of Poems of Two Friends, Saturday Press, 111, 1
(Jan. 28, 1860).

Anon. “Scott’s Latest Critics,” Saturday Review, LXVII, §21—2
(May 4, 1889).

Anon. “William Dean Howells,” Saturday Review of Litera-
ture, XV, 8 (March 13, 1937). (Assays reputation.)

Archer, William. “The Novelist as Critic,” [llustrated London
News, XCIX, 175 (Aug. 8, 1891).

Arms, George. “Further Inquiry into Howells’s Socialism,
Science and Society, 111, 245-8 (Spring, 1939).

Arms, George. “The Literary Background of Howells’s Social
Criticism,” American Literature, XIV, 26076 (Nov., 1942).
(The Atlantic and its coterie, especially James and Lowell; and
Bjorsterne Bjornson. A review of “philosophical factors” in
the social background, as advanced by Taylor, Getzels,
and Wright.)

[Arms, George.] ‘“Howells’ A Hagard of New Fortunes,” Ex-
plicator, I, 14 (Nov., 1942). (The opening chapters an integ-
ral part of the whole novel.)

Arms, George, and Gibson, W. M. “‘Silas Lapham,” ‘Daisy
Miller,” and the Jews,” New England Quarterly, XVI, 118-22
(March, 1943). (Revisions in the novel.)

Arms, George. “A Novel and Two Letters,” Journal of the
Ruzgers University Library, VIII, 9-13 (Dec., 1944). (Com-
position of 4 Woman’s Reason.)

Arms, George. “‘Ever Devotedly Yours’—the Whitlock-
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Howells Correspondence,” Journal of the Rutgers Uni-
versity Library, X, 1-19 (Dec., 1946). (Largely based on
fifteen manuscript letters in the Rutgers University Library,
with quotation from other letters in the Harvard Library and
the Library of Congress.)

Arms, George. “Howells’ New York Novel: Comedy and Be-
lief,” New England Quarterly, XXI, 313—25 (Sept., 1948). (A4
Hagard of New Fortunes as a “criticism of life and a realization
of art.””)

Arms, George. “Introduction,” in The Rise of Silas Lapham.
“Rinehart editions,” New York: [1949], pp. v-xviii. (A con-
sideration of tone, characters, style, and form in the novel,
with a list of contemporary reviews.)

Arvin, Newton. “The Usableness of Howells,” New Republic,
XCI, 227-8 (June 30, 1937). (Re-establishes significance in
American letters. Though Howells’ social observations now
seem commonplace, “he did much to make possible a new
orientation for American fiction in its sober rendering of
American life.” At the moment of his centenary, his vitality
—though not that of a Stendahl or Turgenev—has become
evident.)

Atherton, Gertrude. “Why is American Literature Bourgeois?”
North American Review, CLXXVIII, 771-81 (May, 1904).
(Notable early opposition to Howells’ genteelness.)

Atherton, Gertrude. “Gertrude Atherton Assails ‘The Powers’,”
New York Times, V, 2 (Dec. 29, 1907). Reprinted Current
Literature, XLIV, 158-60 (Feb., 1908). (Continues her at-
tack in interview.)

Badger, G. H. “Howells as an Interpreter of American Life,”
International Review, XIV, 380-86 (May-June, 1883). (At-
tacks purported misrepresentation.)

Bangs, J. K. “The Rise of Hop o’ My Thumb,” in New Wag-
gings of Old Tales. Boston: 1888, pp. 18—-46. (Parody.)

Bangs, J. K. Review of The Story of a Play, Harper’s Monthly,
XCVII, supplement, 1 (Aug. [?], 1898).
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Bangs, J. K. “The Overcoat, Being the Contribution of Mr.
Bedford Parke,” in The Dreamers, A Club. New York: 1900,
pp- 59—79. (Parody of farces.)

Bass, A. L. “The Social Consciousness of William Dean How-
ells,” New Republic, XXVI, 192—4 (April 13, 1921). (On
Howells’ ability to keep social consciousness in artistic per-
spective.)

Beach, J. W. Review of Cooke’s Howells, Journal of English
and Germanic Philology, XXII, 451—4 (July, 1923).

Beach, J. W. “An American Master,” Yale Review, ns. XV,
399—401 (Jan., 1926). (Reviews of Firkins’ Howells and
Phelps’ Howells, James, Bryant.)

Belcher, Hannah G. “Howells’s Opinions on the Religious
Conflicts of His Age As Exhibited in Magazine Articles,”
American Literature, XV, 26278 (Nov., 1943). (A study of
the “irregular shift from a supernatural, to a human, and
finally to an ethical emphasis” in Howells’ belief. He followed
his age in its spiritual doubt and social faith.)

Bishop, W. H. “Mr. Howells in Beacon Street, Boston,” Critic,
n.s. VI, 259-61 (Nov. 27, 1886). Reprinted in Authors at
Home, eds. L. and ]. B. Gilder. New York: [1888], pp. 193~
210.

Black, Alexander. “The King in White,” in American Husbands.
Indianapolis: 1925, pp. 173-82. (Reminiscent.)

[Blanc, M. T.] “William D. Howells,” in Les Nouveaux Ro-
manciers Américains par “Th. Bentzon.” Paris: 1885, pp. 7—70.
(On The Undiscovered Country, A Modern Instance, The Lady
of the Aroostook, et al.)

Bolton, S. K. “William Dean Howells,” in Famous American

Authors. New' York: [1887], pp. 258-85. (Biographical.)

Book News Monthly, XXVI (June, 1908). (A “Howells num-
ber” with articles by H. M. Alden, H. W. Mabie, P. Maxwell,
and W. de Wagstaft.)
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Boston Evening Transcript. “William Dean Howells at 75,
Tributes from Eminent Americans to Our Foremost Man of
Letters,” III, 2 (Feb. 24, 1912). (W. S. Braithwaite, J. D.
Long, M. E. W. Freeman [q.v.], H. M. Alden, F. E. Coates
[poem], G. W. Cable, Henry Van Dyke, R. U. Underwood,
Robert Herrick [“A Warm Champion of the Truth”], G. E.
Woodberry, Alice Brown, Bliss Perry, J. B. Esenwein,
W. E. B. DuBois [“As a Friend of the Colored Man™].)

Boyd, Ernest. ‘““Readers and Writers,” Independent, CXIV, 20
(Jan. 3, 1925). (Review of Firkins’ Howells.)

Boyesen, H. H. “Mr. Howells and His Work,” Cosmopolitan,
XII, s02—3 (Feb., 1892). (Emphasizes broadening sym-
pathies.)

Boyesen, H. H. “Mr. Howells at Close Range,” Ladies’ Home
Journal, X, 7-8 (Nov., 1893). (Biographical.)

Boynton, P. H. “William Dean Howells,” Literary Review
(New York Evening Post), 1, 22 (April 23, 1921). (Attacks
Garland’s standard of praise.)

Boynton, P. H. “William Dean Howells,” New Republic,
XXXIII, 2567 (Jan. 31, 1923). (Review of Cooke’s Howells.)

Boynton, P. H. “Howells,” in Literature and American Life.
Boston: 1936, pp. 743-8. Cf. 4 History of American Litera-
ture (1919). (Howells’ literary method and his increasing
breadth in the later novels.)

Brooks, V. W. “Howells in Cambridge,” “Howells and James,”
“Howells in New York,” in New England, Indian Summer,
1865—1915. New York: 1940, pp. 204—23, 224—49, 373-94.
(Howells’ relation to Clemens, James, Perry, Bellamy, Gar-
land, and many others; his reading and influence in introduc-
ing European realists; his encouragement of American realists.
Primarily biographical.)

[Brownell, W. C.] “The Novels of Mr. Howells,” Nation
XXXI, 4951 (July 15, 1880). (Review of The Undiscovered
Country. Howells’ novels provide clinical studies instead of
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substance and romantic imaginativeness. Yet as a hybrid
form, they are fastidious and delightful.)

Bryan, C. W. “The Literature of the Household, A Sketch of
America’s Leading Writer of Fiction, W. D. Howells,” Good
Housekeeping, 1, 2—3 (July 11, 1885). Reprinted XII, 293—5
(June, 1891). (Biographical sketch endorsed by Howells.)

Burroughs, John. “Mr. Howells’s Agreements with Whitman,”
Critic, n.s. XVII, 85—6 (Feb. 6, 1892). (In the case of Crizi-

cism and Fiction.)

Cady, E. H. “William Dean Howells and the Ashtabula Sen-
tinel,” Ohio State Archaeological and Historical Quarterly,
LIII, 39~51 (Jan.—March, 1944).

Cady, E. H. “A Note on Howells and ‘the Smiling Aspects of
Life,” ” American Literature, XVII, 175-8 (May, 1945). (Asks

consideration of the context.)

Cady, E. H. “The Neuroticism of William Dean Howells,”
Publications of the Modern Language Association, LXI, 229~
38 (March, 1946). (Proper understanding must be based on a
knowledge of such evidences of maladjustment as hypochon-
dria, homesickness, and neurotic fear. *... His failure to
realize his potentialities was initially and basically the fault
of an adolescent psychological breakdown and its hangover,
into adulthood, of neuroticism.”)

Cady, E. H. “Armando Palacio Valdés writes to William Dean
Howells,” Symposium, I1, 19-37 (May, 1948). (Letters from
Valdés to Howells, 1886-1912, with a consideration of their
relation as realists.)

Cady, E. H. “Howells in 1948,” University of Kansas City
Review, XV, 83—91 (Winter, 1948). (This essay in the “Amer-
ican Literature Re-examined” series makes a careful analysis
of Howells’ strength and flaws. “He has proved, for the
immediate present, his right to ranking as a major author.”)

Cady, E. H. “The Gentleman as Socialist: William Dean
Howells,” in The Gentleman in America. Syracuse: [1949),
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pp. 184—205. (Howells was predisposed by his early back-
ground to the concepts of the Christian and democratic gen-
tleman; he developed these concepts in the Cambridge milieu;
and later, through the influence of Tolstoy, he adapted them
to a socialist utopia.)

Cairns, William B. “Introduction,” in Annie Kilburn. New
York: [1919].

Calverton, V. F. “From Sectionalism to Nationalism,” in T%e
Liberation of American Literature. New York: 1932, pp.
375-82. (Howells’ realism limited, but a force in weakening
“the colonial complex.”)

Carter, Everett. “William Dean Howells’ Theory of Critical
Realism,” ELH: A Journal of English Literary History, XVI,
151-66 (June, 1949). (Criticism and Fiction represents
Howells inadequately as a critical realist because it is hastily
made up from the “Editor’s Study,” parts of which—as the
“smiling aspects” passage—predate the period of marked
social interest. But from September, 1887, to the end of his
career Howells did urge critical realism. His birthday address
in 1912 was “the manifesto of a theory of realistic literature
whose first function is to criticize society so that men may
reform it.””)

Clark, H. H. “Howells,” in Literary Criticism, Pope to Croce,
ed. G.W. Allenand H.H. Clark. New York: [1941], pp. 562—65.
(Showing less scholarly knowledge of past literature than a
wide knowledge of contemporary literature, Howells’ criti-
cism mirrors nineteenth-century ideas about democracy and
science.)

Clemens, S. L. “William Dean Howells,” Harper’s Monthly,
CXIII, 221—5 (July, 1906). Reprinted in What Is Man? and
Other Essays. New York: [1917], pp. 228-39. (Exactness,
ease of phrasing, humor, and expertness of stage directions
are fulsomely considered as aspects of a style that in “sustained
exhibition” leaves Howells “without his peer in the English-
writing world.”)
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Colby, F. M. “The Casual Reader, Curiosities of Literary
Controversy,” Bookman, XXVIII, 1246 (Oct., 1908).
(Howells’ prudery.)

Commager, H. S. “The Return to Howells,” Spectator,
CLXXX, 642—3 (May 28, 1948). (Review of The Rise of
Silas Lapham, ed. H. M. Jones.)

[Conway, M. D.] Review of Poems of Two Friends, Dial, 1,
198 (March, 1860).

[Conway, M. D.] “Three American Poets,” Broadway, n.s.
I, 246-8 (Oct., 1868).

Cooke, D. G. William Dean Howells, A Critical Study. New
York: [1922]. (The second booklength study. A brief
biography is followed by chapters on Howells’ criticism
[“conformity to the realities,” p. 59], literary ideals [love of
the commonplace revealed “fresh beauties,” and “exactitude,”
p- 82], and method [“sympathetic detachment,” p. 112]. An
intermediate chapter is concerned with poetry and travel,
and the last two chapters with fiction [“transcripts of life”
and “studies in ethics”]. Cooke chiefly values Howells for
the objectivity of his method and the humanity of his under-
standing. “He will presently be established in the critical
consciousness as a literary leader, as a social historian, and as
an unrivalled technician” [p. 1]. See reviews listed passim.)

Cooke, D. G. Review of Firkins’ Howells, Journal of English
and Germanic Philology, XXIV, 442—4 (July, 1925).

Cooper, J. A. “Bellamy and Howells,” Canadian Magagine,
1X, 3446 (Aug., 1897). (Howells regarded as the more
conservative.)

Cowie, Alexander. “William Dean Howells,” in The Rise of
the American Novel. New York: [1948], pp. 653-701. (An
extended and thorough chapter: biography, influences, de-
velopment, critical principles, and place in literary history.
Howells shows more variety than is usually expected; his
major themes are love and inequalities of fortune; but his
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many novels are “remarkably similar in method and uniform
in quality.” He deserves praise for well-constructed plots,
interesting characters, and sparkling prose. As an apostle of
moderation, “he selects his materials with courage but not
with a view to creating sensation.”)

[Curtis, G. W.] “Editor’s Easy Chair,” Harper’s Monthly,
XXXIII, 668 (Oct., 1866). (Review of Venetian Life.)

[Curtis, G. W.] “Editor’s Easy Chair,” Harper’s Monthly,
LXVI, 791-3 (April, 1883). (Defense of Howells for his

James article.)

[Curtis, G. W.] “Editor’s Easy Chair,” Harper’s Monthly,
LXXX, 313-14 (Jan., 1890). (Review of 4 Hagard of New

Fortunes.)

Dawes, A. L. “The Moral Purpose in Howells’s Novels,”
Andover Review, X1, 23-36 (Jan., 1889).

DeMille, G. E. “The Infallible Dean,” Sewance Review,
XXXVI, 148-56 (April, 1928). Reprinted in Literary Criti-
cism in America. New York: [1931], pp. 182—205. (The last of
the New Englanders and first of the moderns.)

Drake, F. C. “William Dean Howells Helped This Young
Man Write a Play,” Literary Digest, LXV, 56-8 (June 19,
1920). First printed in New York World. (Assistance for
“A Hazard of New Fortunes,” with seven letters.)

Edwards, Herbert. “Howells and the Controversy over Realism
in American Fiction,” American Literature, 111, 237-48
(Nov., 1931). (His eventual triumph through Norris’
success.)

Erskine, John. “William Dean Howells,” Bookman, LI, 385—9
(June, 1920). (Manifold nature of his accomplishments.)

Fawcett, Waldon. “Mr. Howells and His Brother,” Crizic,
XXXV, 1026-28 (Nov., 1899).

Ferguson, J. D. “New Letter of Paul Hamilton Hayne,” Amer:-.
can Literature, V, 368—70 (Jan., 1934). (To Howells, dated
May 21, 1873.)
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Firkins, O. W. William Dean Howells, A Study. Cambridge,
Mass.: 1924. (Painstaking and thorough analyses of Howells’
individual works, done with academic grace and wit. There is
no attempt to relate Howells to his historical background [cf.
the reviews of Herrick and Cooke]. However, the three con-
cluding chapters [“Style,” “Humor,” “The Future”] and the
grouping of books in the course of analysis serve as a syn-
thesis of the esthetic merits of Howells’ work. “I doubt,
moreover, if due recognition has been accorded to three great
elements in his fiction—its vitality, which seems to be in-
adequately felt, the surpassing distinctness and variety of its
characterization, and its firm grasp of some of the rarer and
more elusive aspects of everyday reality” [p. 332]. See re-
views listed passim.)

Firkins, O. W. “Last of the Mountaineers,” Saturday Review of
Literature, V, 774—5 (March 16, 1929). Reprinted in Selected
Essays. Minneapolis: [1933], pp. 94-108. (Review of Life in
Letters.)

Firkins, O. W. “William Dean Howells,” Dictionary of Ameri-
can Biography. New York: 1932, IX, 306-11.

Follett, Helen T. and Wilson. ‘“Contemporary Novelists:
William Dean Howells,” Ailantic Monthly, CXIX, 362—72
(March, 1917). With changes reprinted in Some Modern
Novelists, 1918. (A discussion of Howells largely based on
the recognition of “his unshakable foundation in a provincia-
lism . .. the ‘wise provincialism’ of Royce’s Philosophy of
Loyalty.”)

Fréchette, A. H. “William Dean Howells,” Canadian Bookman,
11, 9—12 (July, 1920). (Reminiscence by Howells’ sister.)

Freeman, M. W. “A Woman’s Tribute to Mr. Howells,”
Literary Digest, XLIV, 485 (March 9, 1912). First printed
in Boston Evening Transcript [q.v.], with other birthday
tributes. (We are so apt to take Howells for granted that we
overlook him as “our great American Author,” “one of the
props in the history of a great nation.”)
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French, J. C. Review of Firkins’ Howells, Modern Language
Notes, XL, 375—7 (June, 1925).

Garland, Hamlin. “Mr. Howells’s Latest Novels,” New England
Magagine, ns. II, 243-50 (May, 1890). (In recent years
Howells has deepened and broadened in humanitarian sym-
pathies, but without losing a sense of style. The only proper
criterion for him is comparison with life: in this lack of tra-
ditionalism he is in harmony with Tbsen, Valdés, Emerson,
and Whitman, and emerges as having “one of the greatest
personalities in America.”)

Garland, Hamlin. “Sanity in Fiction,” North American Review,
CLXXVI, 33648 (March, 1903). (Defense of Howells’
methods.)

Garland, Hamlin. “William Dean Howells, Master Craftsman,”
Art World, 1, 411—12 (March, 1917). (Celebrates birthday.)

Garland, Hamlin. “Meetings with Howells,” Bookman, XLV,
1—7 (March, 1917). With changes reprinted in A4 Son of the
Middle Border. New York: 1917, pp. 383—90. (Reminiscen-
ces of a one-time disciple: interesting sidelights on personality
and literary ideals.)

Garland, Hamlin. “A Great American,” Literary Review (New
York Evening Post), 1, 1—2 (March 5, 1921). (See P. H.
Boynton for reply.)

Garland, Hamlin. “Roadside Mcetings of a Literary Nomad, II,
William Dean Howells and Other Memories of Boston,”
Bookman, LXX, 246-50 (Nov., 1929). Reprinted in Roadside
Meetings. New York: 1930, pp. 55-65. (Though repeating
material from the 1917 article, this later account is worth
inspecting for material on Howells’ reputation and social be-
liefs in the late 1880’s or early 1890’s.)

Garland, Hamlin. “Howells,” in 4merican Writers on American
Literature, ed. John Macy. New York: 1931, pp. 285~97.

Gettman, R. A. “Turgenev in England and America,” Univer-
sity of lllinois Studies in Language and Literature, XXVII,
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51-63 (1941). (Howells was drawn to Turgenev generally
by the Russian’s attitude toward life and specifically by his
objectivity, minimization of plot, and dramatic revelation
of character.)

Getzels, ]. W. “William Dean Howells and Socialism,” Science
and Society, 11, 376-86 (Summer, 1938).
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March 1, born, Martin’s Ferry, Belmont County, Ohio.

Howells’ father bought Hamilton (Ohio) /ntelligencer, a
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At age of nine Howells setting type on his father’s paper.
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March 3, Winifred Howells died. Annie Kilburn. The
Mouse Trap, and Other Farces.

Moved to Boston for the year, 184 Commonwealth
Avenue, Cambridge. A Hagard of New Fortunes. The
Shadow of a Dream. A Boy’s Town.

Winifred Howells. Criticism and Fiction. Returned to New
York.

March, resigned from “The Editor’s Study.” Co-editor
of Cosmopolitan from December 1891 to June 30, 1892.
“Excited” about the steel strike at Homestead, Pennsyl-
vania. The Albany Depot. An Imperative Duty. The
Quality of Mercy. A Letter of Introduction. A Little
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Christmas Every Day and Other Stories. The World of
Chance. The Unexpected Guests. My Year in a Log
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Trip to France to visit his son in Paris. Death of William
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Chicago Inter-Ocean. A Likely Story. A Traveler from
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Stories of Ohio. Trip to Carlsbad, Germany.

The Story of a Play. Contributed to Literature, May,
1898, to November, 1899.
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tour in the West.

1900 December, began, “Editor’s Easy Chair” for Harper’s.
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Fennel and Rue. Roman Holidays and Others. Trip to
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1909 Elected Honorary Foreign Fellow of the Royal Society of

Literature. Trip to Italy, Spain, Germany, England, and
Wales. The Mother and the Father. Seven Englisk Cities.

1910 May 6, Mrs. Howells died. Trip to England. My Mark

Twain. Imaginary Interviews.

1911 Trip to Bermuda. Trip to Spain. Parting Friends. Har-
per begins “Library Edition” of Howells’ works, but
only six volumes published.

1912 Bought house at York Harbor, Maine. Received L. H. D.
from Princeton. Seventy-fifth birthday dinner.

1913 English visit. New Leaf Mills. Familiar Spanish Travels.
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Returned to apartment at 130 W. §7th Street, where
he lived for the rest of his life.

1914 The Seen and Unseen at Stratford-on-Avon.

1915 Academy of Arts and Letters awarded Howells gold
medal for fiction.

1916 The Daughter of the Storage. The Leatherwood God.
Years of My Youh.

1920 May 10, died in New York City. Hither and Thither in
Germany. Immortality and Sir Oliver Lodge. The Vaca-
tion of the Kelwyns.

1921 Eighty Years and After. Mrs. Farrell, which first appeared
as “Private Theatricals” in the Arlantic, 1875—76. )

1928 Lifein Letters of William Dean Howells,edited by Mildred
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY

YEARS OF MY YOUTH

[Howells wrote his autobiography again and again during his long writing
career. But nowhere do we find a more delightful description of his printer-
father and his own introduction to literature through the printing press, than in
Years of My Youth, written in retrospect by an aging man of 79. At the time
to which Howells refers in the following passage, his father was owner and
editor of the Intelligencer, the Whig paper of Hamilton, Ohio. See Introduc-
tion, pp. xxii ff)

Part I

Chapter 1v

Throughout those years at Hamilton I think of my father as
absorbed in the mechanical and intellectual work of his news-
paper. My earliest sense of him relates him as much to the types
and the press as to the tahle where he wrote his editorials amidst
the talk of the printers, or of the politicians who came to discuss
public affairs with him. From a quaint pride, he did not like
his printer’s craft to be called a trade; he contended that it was a
profession; he was interested in it, as the expression of his taste,
and the exercise of his ingenuity and invention, and he could
supply many deficiencies in its means and processes. He cut
fonts of large type for job-work out of apple-wood in default of
box or olive; he even made the graver’s tools for carving the
letters. Nothing pleased him better than to contrive a thing out
of something it was not meant for, as making a penknife blade
out of an old razor, or the like. He could do almost anything
with his ready hand and his ingenious brain, while I have never
been able to do anything with mine but write a few score books.
But as for the printer’s craft with me, it was simply my joy and

Copyright 1916 by Harper & Brothers. Copyright 1944 by Mildred
Howells and John Mead Howells.
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pride from the first things I knew of it. I know when I could
not read, for I recall supplying the text from my imagination for
the pictures I found in books, but I do not know when I could
not set type. My first attempt at literature was not written, but
put up in type, and printed off by me. My father praised it, and
this made me so proud that I showed it to one of those eminent
Whig politicians always haunting the office. He made no com-
ment on it, but asked me if I could spell baker. I spelled the
word simple-heartedly, and it was years before I realized that he
meant a hurt to my poor little childish vanity.

Very soon I could set type very well, and at ten years and
onward till journalism became my university, the printing-
office was mainly my school. Of course, like every sort of work
with a boy, the work became irksome to me, and I would gladly
have escaped from it to every sort of play, but it never ceased to
have the charm it first had. Every part of the trade became fa-
miliar to me, and if I had not been so little I could at once have
worked not only at case, but at press, as my brother did. I had
my favorites among the printers, who knew me as the Old Man,
because of the habitual gravity which was apt to be broken in
me by bursts of wild hilarity; but I am not sure whether I liked
better the conscience of the young journeyman who wished to
hold me in the leash of his moral convictions, or the nature of
my companion in laughter which seemed to have selected for
him the fit name of Sim Haggett. This merrymaker was mar-
ried, but so very presently in our acquaintance was widowed,
that I can scarcely put any space between his mourning for his
loss and his rejoicing in the first joke that followed it. There
were three or four of the journeymen, with an apprentice, to do
the work now reduced by many facilities to the competence of
one or two. Some of them slept in a den opening from the
printing-office, where I envied them the wild freedom unham-
pered by the conventions of sweeping, dusting, or bedmaking;
it was next to camping out.

The range of that young experience of mine transcends tell-
ing, but the bizarre mixture was pure delight to the boy I was,
already beginning to take the impress of events and characters.
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Though I loved the art of printing so much, though my pride
even more than my love was taken with it, as something beyond
other boys, yet I loved my schools too. In their succession there
seem to have been a good many of them, with a variety of
teachers, whom I tried to make like me because I liked them.
I was gifted in spelling, geography, and reading, but arithmetic
was not for me. I could declaim long passages from the speeches
of Corwin against the Mexican War, and of Chatham against
the American War, and poems from our school readers, or from
Campbell or Moore or Byron: but at the blackboard I was dumb.
I bore fairly well the mockeries of boys, boldly bad, who
played upon a certain simplicity of soul in me, and pretended,
for instance, when I came out one night saying I was six years
old, that I was a shameless boaster and liar. Swimming, hunting,
fishing, foraging at every season, with the skating which the
waters of the rivers and canals afforded, were my joy; I took my
part in the races and the games, in football and in baseball, then
in its feline infancy of Three Corner Cat, and though there was
a family rule against fighting, I fought like the rest of the boys
and took my defeats as heroically as I knew how; they were
mostly defeats.

My world was full of boys, but it was also much haunted by
ghosts or the fear of them. Death came early into it, the visible
image in a negro babe, with the large red copper cents on its
eyelids, which older boys brought me to see, then in the funeral
of the dearly loved mate whom we school-fellows followed to
his grave. I learned many things in my irregular schooling, and
at home I was always reading when I was not playing. I will
not pretend that I did not love playing best; life was an experi-
ment which had to be tried in every way that presented itself,
but outside of these practical requisitions there was a constant
demand upon me from literature. As to the playing I will not
speak at large here, for I have already said enough of it in
A Boy’s Town; and as to the reading, the curious must go for it
to another book of mine called My Literary Passions. Perhaps
there was already in my early literary preferences a bent toward
the reality which my gift, if I may call it so, has since taken,
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I did not willingly read poetry, except such pieces as I mem-
orized: little tragedies of the sad fate of orphan children, and the
cruelties of large birds to small ones, which brought the lump
into my throat, or the moralized song of didactic English
writers of the eighteenth century, such as “Pity the sorrows of
a poor old man.” That piece I still partly know by heart; but
history was what I liked best, and if I finally turned to fiction it
seems to have been in the dearth of histories that merited reading
after Goldsmith’s Greece and Rome'; except Irving’s Conguest of
Granada, 1 found none that I could read; but I had then read
Don Quixote and Gulliver’s Travels, and had heard my father
reading aloud to my mother the poems of Scott and Moore.
Since he seems not to have thought of any histories that would
meet my taste, I fancy that I must have been mainly left to my
own choice in that sort, though he told me of the other sorts of
books which I read.

I should be interested to know now how the notion of author-
ship first crept into my mind, but I do not in the least know.
I made verses, I even wrote plays in rhyme, but until I attempted
an historical romance I had no sense of literature as an art. Asan
art which one might live by, as by a trade or a business, I had
not the slightest conception of it. 'When I began my first and
last historical romance, I did not imagine it as something to be
read by others; and when the first chapters were shown without
my knowing, I was angry and ashamed. If my father thought
there was anything uncommon in my small performances, he
did nothing to let me guess it unless I must count the instance
of declaiming Halleck’s Marco Bogzaris before a Swedenborgian
minister who was passing the night at our house. Neither did
my mother do anything to make me conscious, if she was her-
self conscious of anything out of the common in what I was
trying. It was her sacred instinct to show no partiality among
her children; my father’s notion was of the use that could be
combined with the pleasure of life, and perhaps if there had been
anything different in my life, it would not have tended more to
that union of use and pleasure which was his ideal.

14 Boy’s Town (1890), p 172.
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Much in the environment was abhorrent to him, and he fought
the local iniquities in his paper, the gambling, the drunkenness
that marred the mainly moral and religious complexion of the
place. In A4 Boy’s Town I have studied with a fidelity which I
could not emulate here the whole life of it as a boy sees life, and
I must leave the reader who cares for such detail to find it there.
But I wish again to declare the almost unrivaled fitness of the
place to be the home of a boy, with its two branches of the
Great Miami River and their freshets in spring, and their
witchery at all seasons; with its Hydraulic Channels and Reser-
voirs, its stretch of the Miami Canal and the Canal Basin so fit
for swimming in summer and skating in winter. The mills and
factories which harnessed the Hydraulic to their industries were
of resistless allure for the boys who frequented them when they
could pass the guard of “No Admittance” on their doors, or
when they were not foraging among the fields and woods in the
endless vacations of the schools. Some boys left school to work
in the mills, and when they could show the loss of a finger-joint
from the machinery they were prized as heroes. The Fourths
of July, the Christmases and Easters and May-Days, which were
apparently of greater frequency there and then than they appar-
ently are anywhere now, seemed to alternate with each other
through the year, and the Saturdays spread over half the week.

Part II
Chapter 1v

[For two difficult years (1849-1850), the elder Howells attempted, unsuc-
cessfully, to edit the Dayton Transcript. The “year of release in the country,”
which followed this failure, ended when the father became a reporter of the
legislature for The Ohio State Journal. /n 1852 William Cooper Howells be-
came editor of the Ashtabula Sentinel, whick was soon thereafter moved from
Ashtabula to Jefferson, Ohio. Here the Howells family finally became estab-
lished, through the efforts of the father and his two eldest sons, Joseph ana
William. Though both of the sons expressed their dislike of journalism, they
were fated to be associated with newspapers and magagines for the rest of their
lives. Joseph, after the death of his father, became editor and owner of the
Sentinel; William soon moved on to the larger journalistic world of Boston.]
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My elder brother and I had several ideals in common quite
apart from my own literary ideals. One of these was life in a
village, as differenced from life in the country, or in any city,
large or little; another was the lasting renunciation of the
printing-business in every form. The last was an effect from the
anxiety which we had shared with our father and mother in the
long adversity, ending in the failure of his newspaper, from
which we had escaped to the country. Once clear of that dis-
aster, we meant never to see a press or a case of types again; and
after our year of release from them in the country my brother
had his hopes of learning the river and becoming a steamboat
pilot, but failed in these, and so joined us in Columbus, where he
had put off the evil day of his return to the printing-business a
little longer. Meanwhile I had yielded to my fate and spent the
whole winter in a printing-office; and now we were both going
to take up our trade, so abhorrent in its memories, but going
gladly because of the chances which it held out to my father at
a time when there seemed no other chance in the world for him.

Yet we were about to fulfil our other ideal by going to live
in a village. The paper which we were to help make my father
make his by our work—for he had no money to buy it—was
published in Ashtabula, now a rather obstreperous little city,
full of industrial noise and grime, with a harbor emulous of the
gigantic activities of the Cleveland lakefront, but it must even
then have had a thousand people. Our ideal, therefore, was not
perfectly realized till our office was transferred some ten miles
inland to the county-seat, for whatever business and political
reasons of the joint stock company which had now taken over
the paper, with my father as editor. With its four hundred
inhabitants less, Jefferson was so much more than Ashtabula a
village; and its young gaieties welcomed us and our little force
of printers to a social liberty and equality which I long hoped
some day to paint as a phase of American civilization worthy
the most literal fidelity of fiction. But I shall now never do that,
and I must be content to borrow from an earlier page some
passages which uninventively record the real events and con-
ditions of our enterprise.
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In politics, the county was always overwhelmingly Freesoil,
as the forerunner of the Republican party was then called; the
Whigs had hardly gathered themselves together since the defeat
of General Scott for the Presidency; the Democrats, though
dominant in state and nation, and faithful to slavery at every
election, did not greatly outnumber among us the zealots called
Comeouters, who would not vote at all under a Constitution
recognizing the right of men to own men. Our paper was Free-
soil, and its field was large among that vast majority of the
people who believed that slavery would finally perish if kept out
of the territories and confined to the old Slave States.

The people of the county were mostly farmers, and of these
nearly all were dairymen. The few manufactures were on a
small scale, except perhaps the making of oars, which were
shipped all over the world from the heart of the primeval forests
densely wooding the vast levels of the region. The portable
steam-sawmills dropped down on the borders of the woods have
long since eaten their way through and through them, and de-
voured every stick-of timber in most places, and drunk up the
water-courses that the woods once kept full; but at that time
half the land was in the shadow of those mighty poplars and
hickories, elms and chestnuts, ashes and hemlocks; and the
meadows that pastured the herds of red cattle were dotted with
stumps as thick as harvest stubble. Now there are not even
stumps; the woods are gone, and the watercourses are torrents
in spring and beds of dry clay in summer. The meadows them-
selves have vanished, for it has been found that the strong yellow
soil will produce more in grain than in milk. There is more
money in the hands of the farmers there now, but half a century
ago there was so much less that fifty dollars seldom passed
through a farmer’s hands in a year. Payment was made us in
kind rather than in coin, and every sort of farm produce was
legal tender at the printing-office. Wood was welcome in any
quantity, for our huge box-stove consumed it with inappeasable
voracity, and even then did not heat the wide, low room which
was at once editorial-room, composing-room, and press-room.
Perhaps this was not so much the fault of the stove as of the
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building. In that cold, lake-shore country the people dwelt in
wooden structures almost as thin and flimsy as tents; and often
in the first winter of our sojourn the type froze solid with the
water which the compositor put on it when he wished to dis-
tribute his case, placed near the window so as to get all the light
there was, but getting all the cold there was, too. From time
to time the compositor’s fingers became so stiff that blowing
on them would not avail; he made many excursions between his
stand and the stove; in severe weather he practised the device of
warming his whole case of types by the fire, and, when they
lost heat, warming it again.

The first floor of our office-building was used by a sash-and-
blind factory; there was a machine-shop somewhere in it, and a
mill for sawing out shingles; and it was better fitted to the exer-
cise of these robust industries than to the requirements of our
more delicate craft. Later, we had a more comfortable place, in
a new wooden “business block,” and for several years before I
left it the office was domiciled in an old dwelling-house, which
we bought, and which we used without much change. It could
never have been a very comfortable dwelling, and my associa-
tions with it are of a wintry cold, scarcely less polar than that
we were inured to elsewhere. In fact, the climate of that region
is rough and fierce; I know that there were lovely summers and
lovelier autumns in my time there, full of sunsets of a strange,
wild, melancholy splendor, I suppose from some atmospheric
influence of the lake; but I think chiefly of the winters, so awful
to us after the mild seasons of southern Ohio; the frosts of ten
and twenty below; the village streets and the country roads
drowned in snow, the consumptives in the thin houses, and the
“slippin’,” as the sleighing was called, that lasted from Decem-
ber to April with hardly a break. At first our family was housed
on a farm a little way out, because there was no tenement to be
had in the village, and my father and I used to walk to and from
the office together in the morning and evening. I had taught
myself to read Spanish, in my passion for Don Quixote, and I
was now, at the age of fifteen, intending to write a life of Cer-
vantes. The scheme occupied me a good deal in those bleak
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walks, and perhaps it was because my head was so hot with it
that my feet were always very cold; but my father assured me
that they would get warm as soon as my boots froze. If I have
never yet written that life of Cervantes, on the other hand I
have never been quite able to make it clear to myself why my
feet should have got warm when my boots froze.

Part IIT
Chapter vint

[Howells at the age of 21, became reporter, news-editor, and editorial writer
of the Ohio State Journal, of which Henry David Cooke was “our chief” and
Samuel R. Reed a beloved elder member of the staff. By 1860 Howells felt at
home in the sociable little city of Columbus, Ohio. Governor Salmon B.
Chase, to whom Howells refers in the following selection, had welcomed the
editorial board of the paper to his house, and it is not surprising to find that the
Journal was supporting Chase's nomination for Presiden on the Republican
ticket. More interesting to Howells at this time, however, were the beautiful
daughter of the Governor; the evening parties of pre-Civil War Columbus; ana
the appearance in 1860 of Poems of Two Friends, in the writing of which
John J. Piatt and Howells collaborated.)

Chase was of course our man for the 1860 nomination, and
the political relations between him and our chief were close; but
somehow I went more to other houses than to his, though I
found myself apparently launched from it upon a social tide
that bore me through all the doors of the amiable little city.
I was often at the evening parties (we called them evening
parties then) which his daughter gave, and one day the Governor
himself, as we met in the street, invited me to luncheon with
him. I duly went and passed the shining butler’s misgiving into
the dining-room, where I found the family at table with no
vacant place among them. The Governor had forgotten me!
That was clear enough, but he was at once repentant, and I
lunched with him, outwardly forgiving, but inwardly resolved
that it should be the last time I would come at his informal bid-
ding. I have since forgotten much more serious engagements
myself; I have not gone to dinners where I have promised over
my own signature to go; but at twenty-one men are proud, and
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I'was prouder then thanI can yet find any reason for having been.

In our capital at that day we had rather the social facts than
the social forms. We were invited to parties ceremoniously
enough, but we did not find it necessary to answer whether we
would come or not. Our hostess remained in doubt of us till
we came or did not come; at least that was the case with young
men; we never inquired whether it was so with young girls or
not. But sometimes when a certain youth wished to go with a
certain maiden he found out as delicately as he could whether
she was invited, and if she was he begged her to let him go with
her, and arrived with her in one of the lumbering two-horse
hacks which supplied our cab-service, and which I see still
bulking in the far perspective of the State Street corner of the
State House yard. If you had courage so high or purse so full
you had sent the young lady a flower which she wore to the
party, preferably a white camellia which the German florist,
known to our young world only as Joe, grew very successfully,
and allowed you to choose from the tree. Why preferably a
camellia I could not say after this lapse of time; perhaps because
its cold, odorless purity expressed the unimpassioned emotion
which oftenest inspired the gift and its acceptance. It was very
simple, very pastoral; I do not know when Columbus outgrew
this custom, which of course it did long ago.

Bringing a young lady to a party necessarily meant nothing
but that you enjoyed the pleasure of bringing her. Very likely
she found her mother there when she came with you, unmindful,
the one and the other, that there was such a thing as chaperonage
in a more fastidious or censorious world. It seems to me, in-
deed, that parties at the Columbus houses were never wanting
in the elders whom our American society of girls and boys used
to be accused of ignoring. They superabounded at the legisla-
tive receptions, but even at the affairs which my sophistication
early distinguished from those perfunctory hospitalities there
were mature people enough, both married and unmarried, who,
though they had felt no charge concerning their daughters or
nieces, found it agreeable to remain till the young ladies were
ready to be seen home by their self-chosen escorts. A youth who
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danced so reluctantly as I, was rather often thrown upon these
charitable elders for his entertainment, and I cannot remember
ever failing of it. People, and by people I do not mean women °
only, read a good deal in that idyllic Columbus, and it was my
delight to talk with any one who would about the new books or
the old. The old books were known mostly to that number of
professional men—Ilawyers, doctors, divines, and scientists—
which was disproportionately large in our capital; they were each
cultivated in his own way, and in mine, too, or the better part of
it, as I found. The young and the younger women read the
current fiction and poetry at least enough to be asked whether
they had read this thing or that; and there was a group of young
men with whom I could share my sometimes aggressive interest
in our favorite authors. I put the scale purposely low; I think
that I could truthfully say that there was then no American com-
munity west of the Alleghanies which surpassed ours in the
taste for such things. At the same time I must confess that it
would be easy for such an exclusively literary spirit as I was to
deceive himself, and to think that he always found what he may
have oftener brought.

For a long time after the advent of our new journalism, the
kind of writing which we practised—light, sarcastic, a little
cruel, with a preference for the foibles of our political enemies as
themes—seemed to be the pleasure of good society, which in
that serious yet hopeful time did not object to such conscience
as we put into our mocking. Some who possibly trembled at
our boldness darklingly comforted themselves for our persiflage
by the good cause in which it frisked. When anything very
daring came out in the afternoon the young news-editor in his
round of calls could hear the praise of it from charming readers
in the evening, or he might be stopped in the street next day and
told how good it was by the fathers, or brothers, or brothers-in-
law, of those charming readers. It was more like the prompt
acclaim the drama enjoys than the slow recognition of literature;
but I at least, was always trying to make my writing literature,
and after fifty-odd years it may perhaps be safely owned that I
had mainly a literary interest in the political aspects and events
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which I treated. I felt the ethical quality of the slavery question,
and I had genuine convictions about it; but for practical politics
I did not care; I wished only to understand enough of them to
seize any chance for a shot at the other side which they might
give. I had been in the midst of practical politics almost from
my childhood; through my whole youth the din of meetings, of
rallies, of conventions had been in my ears; but I was never at a
meeting, a rally, or a convention; I have never yet heard a
political speech to the end. For a future novelist, a realist, that
was a pity, I think, but so it was.

In that day of lingering intolerance, intolerance which can
scarcely be imagined in this day, and which scarcely stopped
short of condemning the mild latitudinarianism of the Auzocrar
of the Breakfast Table as infidelity, every one but a few outright
atheists was more or less devout. In Columbus everybody went
to church; the different forms of Calvinism drew the most
worshippers; our chief was decorously constant with his family
at the Episcopal service; but Reed was frankly outside of all
ecclesiastical allegiance, and I who, no more than he, attended
any religious service, believed myself of my father’s Sweden-
borgian faith; at any rate, I could make it my excuse for staying
away from other churches, since there were none of mine. While
I am about these possibly needless confidences I will own that
sermons and lectures as well as speeches have mostly been weari-
some to me, and that I have heard only as many of them as I
must. Of the three, I prefer sermons; they interest me, they
seem really to concern me; but I have been apt to get a suggestive
thought from them and hide away with it in a corner of my
consciousness and lose the rest. My absences under the few
sermons which I then heard must have ended chiefly in the
construction or the reconstruction of some scene in my fiction,
or some turn of phrase in my verse.

Naturally, under these circumstances, the maturer men whom
I knew were oftener doctors of medicine than doctors of divin-
ity; in fact, I do not think I knew one clergyman. This was not
because I was oftener sick than sorry; I was often sorry enough,
and very sensible of my sins, though I took no established means
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of repenting them; but I have always found the conversation of
physicians more interesting than that of most other men, even
authors. Thave known myself in times past to say that they were
the saints of the earth, as far as we then had saints, but that was
in the later Victorian period when people allowed themselves to
say anything in honor of science. Now it is already different; we
have begun to have our doubts of doubt and to believe that there
is much more in faith than we once did; and I, within the present
year, my seventy-ninth, have begun to go to church and to
follow the sermon with much greater, or more unbroken, atten-
tion than I once could, perhaps because I no longer think so
much in the terms of fiction or meditate the muse as I much more
used to do.



LITERARY FRIENDS AND ACQUAINTANCE

[Literary Friends and Acquaintance was written in 1900, many years after
Howells undertook his editorial duties on Harper’s. Howells’ removal from
Boston to New York in 1888 has often been said to mark the ascendency of
New York over Boston as the literary center of the country. Though Howells,
with his subtle literary sensitivity, moved a little ahead of public tastes, and
accepted with eager appreciation the more strident tones of the newer culture,
he nevertheless always looked back on New England as the literary source of
our national genius. In Literary Friends and Acquaintance, Howells gives us
an unforgettable picture of his first visit to New England, when the young re-
porter of 23, from the Ohio State Journal, was recognized by Lowell as the
heir to the great tradition. See Introduction pp. xlix-li.]

Part I
My First Visit to New England

I

If there was any one in the world who had his being more
wholly in literature than I had in 1860, I am sure I should not
have known where to find him, and I doubt if he could have
been found nearer the centres of literary activity than I then was,
or among those more purely devoted to literature than myself.
I had been for three years a writer of news paragraphs, book
notices, and political leaders on a daily paper in an inland city,
and I do not know that my life differed outwardly from that of
any other young journalist, who had begun as I had in a country
printing-office, and might be supposed to be looking forward to
advancement in his profession or in public affairs. But inwardly
it was altogether different with me. Inwardly I was a poet, with
no wish to be anything else, unless in a moment of careless
affluence I might so far forget myself as to be a novelist. I was,
with my friend J. J. Piatt, the half-author of a little volume of

Copyright 1900 by Harper & Brothers. Copyright 1928 by Mildred
Howells and John Mead Howells.

16



Literary Friends and Acquaintance 17

very unknown verse,! and Mr. Lowell had lately accepted and
had begun to print in the Aelantic Monthly five or six poems of
mine.? Besides this I had written poems, and sketches, and
criticisms for the Saturday Press of New York, a long-forgotten
but once very lively expression of literary intention in an extinct
bohemia of that city; and I was always writing poems, and
sketches, and criticisms in our own paper. These, as well as my
feats in the renowned periodicals of the East, met with kindness,
if not honor, in my own city which ought to have given me
grave doubts whether I was any real prophet. But it only inten-
sified my literary ambition, already so strong that my veins
might well have run ink rather than blood, and gave me a higher
opinion of my fellow-citizens, if such a thing could be. They
were indeed very charming people, and such of them as I mostly
saw were readers and lovers of books. Society in Columbus at
that day had a pleasant refinement which I think I do not exag-
gerate in the fond retrospect. It had the finality which it seems
to have had nowhere since the war; it had certain fixed ideals,
which were none the less graceful and becoming because they
were the simple old American ideals, now vanished, or fast
vanishing, before the knowledge of good and evil as they have
it in Europe, and as it has imparted itself to American travel and
sojourn. There was a mixture of many strains in the capital of
Ohio, as there was throughout the State. Virginia, Kentucky,
Pennsylvania, New York, and New England all joined to char-
acterize the manners and customs. I suppose it was the South
which gave the social tone; the intellectual taste among the elders
was the Southern taste for the classic and the standard in litera-
ture; but we who were younger preferred the modern authors:
we read Thackeray, and George Eliot, and Hawthorne, and
Charles Reade, and De Quincey, and Tennyson, and Browning,

1Poems of Two Friends, 1860.

2“Andenken,” Atlantic, V. (January, 1860), 100-102, “The Poet’s
Friends,” V (February, 1860), 185, “Pleasure-pain,” V (April, 1860), 468—
470, “Lost Beliefs,” V (April, 1860), 486, “The Pilot’s Story,” VI (Sep-
tember, 1860), 323—325, “The Old Homestead,” VII (February, 1861), 213.
For titles in the Saturday Press and elsewhere, see Gibson and Arms,
A Bibliography of William Dean Howells (New York, 1948).
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and Emerson, and Longfellow; and I—1I read Heine, and ever-
more Heine, when there was not some new thing from the
others. Now and then an immediate French book penetrated to
us: we read Michelet and About, I remember. We looked to
England and the East largely for our literary opinions; we
accepted the Saturday Review as law if we could not quite receive
it as gospel. One of us took the Cornkill Magagine, because
Thackeray was the editor; the Atlantic Monthly counted many
readers among us; and a visiting young lady from New England!,
who screamed at sight of the periodical in one of our houses,
“Why, have you got the Atlantic Monthly out here?” could be
answered, with cold superiority, “There are several contributors
to the Atlantic in Columbus.” There were in fact two: my room-
mate,2 who wrote Browning for it, while I wrote Heine and
Longfellow. But I suppose two are as rightfully several as
twenty are.

II

That was the heyday of lecturing, and now and then a literary
light from the East swam into our skies. Iheard and saw Emer-
son, and I once met Bayard Taylor socially, at the hospitable
house where he was a guest after his lecture. Heaven knows
how I got through the evening. I do not think I opened my
mouth to address him a word; it was as much as I could do to sit
and look at him, while he tranquilly smoked, and chatted with
our host, and quaffed the beer which we had very good in the
West. All the while I did him homage as the first author by
calling whom I had met. Ilonged to tell him how much I liked
his poems, which we used to get by heart in those days, and I
longed (how much more I longed!) to have him know that—

“Auch ich war in Arkadien geboren,”?
that I had printed poems in the Atlantic Monthly and the Satur-
day Press, and was the potential author of things destined to

1Elinor G. Mead, whom Howells married in 1862.
?Thomas Fullerton. Life in Letters, I, 15.
3Goethe, Travels in Italy (Motto).
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eclipse all literature hitherto attempted. But I could not tell
him; and there was no one else who thought to tell him. Perhaps
it was as well so; I might have perished of his recognition, for my
modesty was equal to my merit.

In fact I think we were all rather modest young fellows, we
who formed the group wont to spend some part of every evening
at that house, where there was always music, or whist, or gay
talk, or all three. We had our opinions of literary matters, but
(perhaps because we had mostly accepted them from England or
New England, as I have said) we were not vain of them; and we
would by no means have urged them before a living literary man
like that. I believe none of us ventured to speak, except the poet,
my roommate, who said, He believed so and so was the original
of so and so; and was promptly told, He had no right to say such
a thing. Naturally, we came away rather critical of our host’s
guest, whom I afterwards knew as the kindliest heart in the
world. But we had not shone in his presence, and that galled us;
and we chose to think that he had not shone in ours.

I

At that time he was filling a large space in the thoughts of
the young people who had any thoughts about literature. He
had come to his full repute as an agreeable and intelligent travel-
ler, and he still wore the halo of his early adventures afoot in
foreign lands when they were yet really foreign. He had not
written his novels of American life, once so welcomed, and now
so forgotten; it was very long before he had achieved that in-
comparable translation of Faust which must always remain the
finest and best, and which would keep his name alive with
Goethe’s, if he had done nothing else worthy of remembrance.
But what then most commended to the regard of us star-eyed
youth (now blinking sadly toward our seventies) was the poetry
which he printed in the magazines from time to time: in the first
Putnam’s (where there was a dashing picture of him in an Arab
burnoose and a turban), and in Harper’s, and in the Atlantic. It
was often very lovely poetry, I thought, and I still think so; and
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it was rightfully his, though it paid the inevitable allegiance to
the manner of the great masters of the day. It was graced for us
by the pathetic romance of his early love, which some of its
sweetest and saddest numbers confessed, for the young girl he
married almost in her death hour; and we who were hoping to
have our hearts broken, or already had them so, would have been
glad of something more of the obvious poet in the popular
lecturer we had seen refreshing himself after his hour on the
platform.

He remained for nearly a year the only author I had seen, and
I met him once again before I saw any other. Our second
meeting was far from Columbus, as far as remote Quebec, when
I was on my way to New England by way of Niagara and the
Canadian rivers and cities. I stopped in Toronto, and realized
myself abroad without any signal adventures; but at Montreal
something very pretty happened to me. I came into the hotel
office, the evening of a first day’s lonely sight-seeing, and vainly
explored the register for the name of some acquaintance; as I
turned from it two smartly dressed young fellows embraced it,
and I heard one of them say, to my great amaze and happiness,
“Hello, here’s Howells!”

“Oh,” I broke out upon him, “I was just looking for some
one / knew. I hope you are some one who knows me!”

“Only through your contributions to the Saturday Press,”
said the young fellow, and with these golden words, the precious
first personal recognition of my authorship I had ever received
from a stranger, and the rich reward of all my literary endeavor,
he introduced himself and his friend. I do not know what
became of this friend, or where or how he eliminated himself;
but we two others were inseparable from that moment. He was
a young lawyer from New York, and when I came back from
Italy, four or five years later, I used to see his sign in Wall
Street, with a never-fulfilled intention of going in to see him.
In whatever world he happens now to be, I should like to send
him my greetings, and confess to him that my art has never
since brought me so sweet a recompense, and nothing a thou-
sandth part so much like Fame, as that outcry of his over the
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[ ]
hotel register in Montreal. We were comrades for four or five
rich days, and shared our pleasures and expenses in viewing the
monuments of those ancient Canadian capitals, which I think
we valued at all their picturesque worth. We made jokes to
mask our emotions; we giggled and made giggle, in the right
way; we fell in and out of love with all the pretty faces and
dresses we saw; and we talked evermore about literature and
literary people. He had more acquaintance with the one, and
more passion for the other, but he could tell me of Pfaff’s lager-
beer cellar on Broadway!, where the Saturday Press fellows and
the other bohemians met; and this, for the time, was enough: I
resolved to visit it as soon as I reached New York, in spite of
the tobacco and beer (which I was given to understand were
de rigueur), though they both, so far as I had known them, were
apt to make me sick.

I was very desolate after I parted from this good fellow, who
returned to Montreal on his way to New York, while I remained
in Quebec to continue later on mine to New England. When
I came in from seeing him off in a calash for the boat, I discov-
ered Bayard Taylor in the reading-room, where he sat sunken
in what seemed a somewhat weary muse. He did not know me,
or even notice me, though I made several errands in and out of
the reading-room in the vain hope that he might do so: doubly
vain, for I am aware now that I was still flown with the pride
of that pretty experience in Montreal, and trusted in a repetition
of something like it. At last, as no chance volunteered to help
me, I mustered courage to go up to him and name myself, and
say I had once had the pleasure of meeting him at Doctor

’s in Columbus. The poet gave no sign of con-
sciousness at the sound of a name which I had fondly begun to
think might not be so all unknown. He looked up with an
unkindling eye, and asked, Ah, how was the Doctor? and when
I had reported favorably of the Doctor, our conversation ended.

He was probably as tired as he looked, and he must have

1Trow’s New York City Directory, 1859~6o, lists “Pfaff Charles, liquors,
h{ouse] 647 B’way.” The Directory for the next year substitutes the word
“restaurant” for “liquors.”
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o
classed me with that multitude all over the country who had
shared the pleasure I professed in meeting him before; it was
surely my fault that I did not speak my name loud enough to be
recognized, if I spoke it at all; but the courage I had mustered
did not quite suffice for that. In after years he assured me, first
by letter and then by word, of his grief for an incident which I
can only recall now as the untoward beginning of a cordial
friendship. It was often my privilege, in those days, as reviewer
and editor, to testify my sense of the beautiful things he did in
so many kinds of literature, but I never liked any of them better
than I liked him. He had a fervent devotion to his art, and he
was always going to do the greatest things in it, with an expec-
tation of effect that never failed him. The things he actually did
were none of them mean, or wanting in quality, and some of
them are of a lasting charm that any one may feel who will turn
to his poems; but no doubt many of them fell short of his hopes
of them with the reader. It was fine to meet him when he was
full of a new scheme; he talked of it with a single-hearted joy,
and tried to make you see it of the same colors and proportions
it wore to his eyes. He spared no toil to make it the perfect
thing he dreamed it, and he was not discouraged by any dis-
appointment he suffered with the critic or the public.

He was a tireless worker, and at last his health failed under his
labors at the newspaper desk, beneath the midnight gas, when he
should long have rested from such labors. I believe he was
obliged to do them through one of those business fortuities
which deform and embitter all our lives; but he was not the man
to spare himself in any case. He was always attempting new
things, and he never ceased endeavoring to make his scholarship
reparation for the want of earlier opportunity and training. I
remember that I met him once in a Cambridge street with a book
in his hand which he let me take in mine. It was a Greek author,
and he said he was just beginning to read the language at fifty:
a patriarchal age to me of the early thirties! I suppose I inti-
mated the surprise I felt at his taking it up so late in the day, for
he said, with charming seriousness, “Oh, but you know, I
expect to use it in the other world.” Yes, that made it worth



Literary Friends and Acquaintance 23

while, I consented; but was he sure of the other world? “As
sure as I am of this,” he said; and I have always kept the impres-
sion of the young faith which spoke in his voice and was more
than his words.

I saw him last in the hour of those tremendous adieux which
were paid him in New York before he sailed to be minister in
Germany. It was one of the most graceful things done by
President Hayes, who, most of all our Presidents after Lincoln,
honored himself in honoring literature by his appointments, to
give that place to Bayard Taylor. There was no one more fit
for it, and it was peculiarly fit that he should be so distinguished
to a people who knew and valued his scholarship and the service
he had done German letters. He was as happy in it, apparently,
as a man could be in anything here below, and he enjoyed to the
last drop the many cups of kindness pressed to his lips in part-
ing; though I believe these farewells, at a time when he was
already fagged with work and excitement, were notably harmful
to him, and helped to hasten his end. Some of us who were near
of friendship went down to see him off when he sailed, as the
dismal and futile wont of friends is; and I recall the kind, great
fellow standing in the cabin, amid those sad flowers that heaped
the tables, saying good-by to one after another, and smiling
fondly, smiling wearily, upon all. There was champagne, of
course, and an odious hilarity, without meaning and without
remission, till the warning bell chased us ashore, and our brave
poet escaped with what was left of his life.

v

I have followed him far from the moment of our first meeting;
but even on my way to venerate those New England luminaries,
which chiefly drew my eyes, I could not pay a less devoir to an
author who, if Curtis! was not, was chief of the New York group
of authors in that day. I distinguished between the New-Eng-
landers and the New-Yorkers, and I suppose there is no question
but our literary centre was then in Boston, wherever it is, or is

1George William Curtis (1824-1892).
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not, at present. But I thought Taylor then, and I think him now,
one of the first in our whole American province of the republic
of letters, in a day when it was in a recognizably flourishing state,
whether we regard quantity or quality in the names that gave it
lustre. Lowell was then in perfect command of those varied
forces which will long, if not lastingly, keep him in memory as
first among our literary men, and master in more kinds than any
other American. Longfellow was in the fulness of his world-
wide fame, and in the ripeness of the beautiful genius which was
not to know decay while life endured. Emerson had emerged
from the popular darkness which had so long held him a hope-
less mystic, and was shining a lambent star of poesy and proph-
ecy at the zenith. Hawthorne, the exquisite artist, the unrivalled
dreamer, whom we still always liken this one and that one to,
whenever this one or that one promises greatly to please us, and
still leave without a rival, without a companion, had lately re-
turned from his long sojourn abroad, and had given us the last
of the incomparable romances which the world was to have per-
fect from his hand. Doctor Holmes had surpassed all expecta-
tions in those who most admired his brilliant humor and charm-
ing poetry by the invention of a new attitude if not a new sort in
literature. The turn that civic affairs had taken was favorable
to the widest recognition of Whittier’s splendid lyrical gift; and
that heart of fire, doubly snow-bound by Quaker tradition and
Puritan environment, was penetrating every generous breast
with its flamy impulses, and fusing all wills in its noble purpose.
Mrs. Stowe, who far outfamed the rest as the author of the most
renowned novel ever written, was proving it no accident or
miracle by the fiction she was still writing.

This great New England group might be enlarged perhaps
without loss of quality by the inclusion of Thoreau, who came
somewhat before his time, and whose drastic criticism of our
expediential and mainly futile civilization would find more intel-
ligent acceptance now than it did then, when all resentment of its
defects was specialized in enmity to Southern slavery. Doctor
Edward Everett Hale belonged in this group too, by virtue of
that humor, the most inventive and the most fantastic, the sanest,
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the sweetest, the truest, which had begun to find expression in
the Arlantic Monthly; and there a wonderful young girl had
written a series of vivid sketches and taken the heart of youth
everywhere with amaze and joy, so that I thought it would be no
less an event to meet Harriet Prescott than to meet any of those
I have named.

I expected somehow to meet them all, and I imagined them all
easily accessible in the office of the Atlantic Monthly, which had
lately adventured in the fine air of high literature where so many
other periodicals had gasped and died before it. The best of
these, hitherto, and better even than the Atlantic for some
reasons, the lamented Putnam’s Magazine, had perished of inani-
tion at New York, and the claim of the commercial capital to
the literary primacy had passed with that brilliant venture. New
York had nothing distinctive to show for American literature
but the decrepit and doting Knickerbocker Magagine. Harper’s
New Monthly, though Curtis had already come to it from the
wreck of Putnam’s, and it had long ceased to be eclectic in
material, and had begun to stand for native work in the allied
arts which it has since so magnificently advanced, was not dis-
tinctively literary, and the Weekly had just begun to make
itself known. The Century, Scribner’s, the Cosmopolitan,
McClure’s, and 1 know not what others, were still unimagined
by five, and ten, and twenty years, and the Galaxy was to flash
and fade before any of them should kindle its more effectual
fires. The Nation, which was destined to chastise rather than
nurture our young literature, had still six years of dreamless
potentiality before it; and the Nation was always more Boston-
ian than New-Yorkish by nature, whatever it was by nativity.

Philadelphia had long counted for nothing in the literary field.
Graham’s Magazine at one time showed a certain critical force,
but it seemed to perish of this expression of vitality; and there
remained Godey’s Lady’s Book and Peterson’s Magagine, publi-
cations really incredible in their insipidity. In the South there
was nothing but a mistaken social ideal, with the moral prin-
ciples all standing on their heads in defence of slavery; and in the
West there was a feeble and foolish notion that Western talent
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was repressed by Eastern jealousy. At Boston chiefly, if not at
Boston alone, was there a vigorous intellectual life among such
authors as I have named. Every young writer was ambitious to
join his name with theirs in the Atlantic Monthly, and in the lists
of Ticknor & Fields, who were literary publishers in a sense such
as the business world has known nowhere else before or since.
Their imprint was a warrant of quality to the reader and of
immortality to the author, so that if I could have had a book
issued by them at that day I should now be in the full enjoyment
of an undying fame.

v

Such was the literary situation as the passionate pilgrim from
the West approached his holy land at Boston, by way of the
Grand Trunk Railway from Quebec to Portland. I have no
recollection of a sleeping-car, and I suppose I waked and
watched during the whole of that long, rough journey; but 1
should hardly have slept if there had been a car for the purpose.
I was too eager to see what New England was like, and too
anxious not to lose the least glimpse of it, to close my eyes after I
crossed the border at Island Pond. I found that in the elm-
dotted levels of Maine it was very like the Western Reserve in
northern Ohio, which is, indeed, a portion of New England
transferred with all its characteristic features, and flattened out
along the lake shore. It was not till I began to run southward
into the older regions of the country that it lost this look, and
became gratefully strange to me. It never had the effect of hoary
antiquity which I had expected of a country settled more than
two centuries; with its wood-built farms and villages it looked
newer than the coal-smoked brick of southern Ohio. I had pre-
figured the New England landscape bare of forests, relieved here
and there with the trees of orchards or plantations; but I found
apparently as much woodland as at home.

At Portland I first saw the ocean, and this was a sort of dis-
appointment. Tides and salt water I had already had at Quebec,
so that I was no longer on the alert for them; but the color and
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the vastness of the sea I was still to try upon my vision. When 1
stood on the Promenade at Portland with the kind young Uni-
tarian minister whom I had brought a letter to, and who led me
there for a most impressive first view of the ocean, I could not
make more of it than there was of Lake Erie; and I have never
thought the color of the sea comparable to the tender blue of the
lake. I did not hint my disappointment to my friend; I had too
much regard for the feelings of an Eastern man to decry his
ocean to his face, and I felt besides that it would be vulgar and
provincial to make comparisons. Iam glad now that I held my
tongue, for that kind soul is no longer in this world, and I should
not like to think he knew how far short of my expectations the
sea he was so proud of had fallen. I went up with him into a
tower or belvedere there was at hand; and when he pointed to
the eastern horizon and said, Now there was nothing but sea
between us and Africa, I pretended to expand with the thought,
and began to sound myself for the emotions which I ought to
have felt at such a sight. But in my heart I was empty, and
heaven knows whether I saw the steamer which the ancient
mariner in charge of that tower invited me to look at through
his telescope. I never could see anything but a vitreous glare
through a telescope, which has a vicious habit of dodging about
through space, and failing to bring down anything of less than
planetary magnitude.

But there was something at Portland vastly more to me than
seas or continents, and that was the house where Longfellow
was born. Ibelieve, now, I did not get the right house, but only
the house he went to live in later; but it served, and I rejoiced in
it with a rapture that could not have been more genuine if it had
been the real birthplace of the poet. I got my friend to show me

“—the breezy dome of groves,
The shadows of Deering’s woods,

1131

because they were in one of Longfellow’s loveliest and tenderest
poems; and I made an errand to the docks, for the sake of the

'This quotation and the three that follow are all taken from “My Lost
Youth,”iy H, W, Longfellow.
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“—black wharves and the slips,
And the sea-tides tossing free,
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,
And the beauty and mystery of the ships,
And the magic of the sea,”

mainly for the reason that these were colors and shapes of the
fond vision of the poet’s past. I am in doubt whether it was at
this time or a later time that I went to revere

“—the dead captains as they lay
In their graves o’erlooking the tranquil bay,
Where they in battle died,”

but I am quite sure it was now that I wandered under

“—the trees which shadow each well-known street,
As they balance up and down,”

for when I was next in Portland the great fire had swept the city
avenues bare of most of those beautiful elms, whose Gothic
arches and traceries I well remember.

The fact is that in those days I was bursting with the most
romantic expectations of life in every way, and I looked at the
whole world as material that might be turned into literature, or
that might be associated with it somehow. I do not know how
I managed to keep these preposterous hopes within me, but
perhaps the trick of satirizing them, which I had early learnt,
helped me to do it. I was at that particular moment resolved
above all things to see things as Heinrich Heine saw them, or
at least to report them as he did, no matter how I saw them; and
I went about framing phrases to this end, and trying to match
the objects of interest to them whenever there was the least
chance of getting them together.

VI

I do not know how I first arrived in Boston, or whether it
was before or after I had passed a day or two in Salem. As
Salem is on the way from Portland, I will suppose that I stopped
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there first, and explored the quaint old town (quainter then than
now, but still quaint enough) for the memorials of Hawthorne
and of the witches which united to form the Salem I cared for.
I went and looked up the House of Seven Gables, and suffered
an unreasonable disappointment that it had not a great many
more of them; but there was no loss in the death-warrant of
Bridget Bishop,! with the sheriff’s return of execution upon it,
which I found at the Court-house; if anything, the pathos of
that witness of one of the cruelest delusions in the world was
rather in excess of my needs; I could have got on with less. I
saw the pins which the witches were sworn to have thrust into
the afflicted children, and I saw Gallows Hill, where the hapless
victims of the perjury were hanged. But that death-warrant
remained the most vivid color of my experience of the tragedy;
I had no need to invite myself to a sense of it, and it is still like
a stain of red in my memory.

The kind old ship’s captain whose guest I was, and who was
transfigured to poetry in my sense by the fact that he used to
voyage to the African coast for palm-oil in former days, led me
all about the town, and showed me the Custom-house, which I
desired to see because it was in the preface to the Scarlet Letter.
But I perceived that he did not share my enthusiasm for the
author, and I became more and more sensible that in Salem air
there was a cool undercurrent of feeling about him. No doubt
the place was not altogether grateful for the celebrity his
romance had given it, and would have valued more the un-
interrupted quiet of its own flattering thoughts of itself; but
when it came to hearing a young lady say she knew a girl who
said she would like to poison Hawthorne, it seemed to the
devout young pilgrim from the West that something more of
love for the great romancer would not have been too much for
him. Hawthorne had already had his say, however, and he had
not used his native town with any great tenderness. Indeed, the
advantages to any place of having a great genius born and
reared in its midst are so doubtful that it might be well for

1The first person to be hanged as a witch in Salem, June, 1692. Charles
W. Upham, Salem Witcheraft (1867), II, 266.
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localities designing to become the birthplaces of distinguished
authors to think twice about it. Perhaps only the largest cap-
itals, like London and Paris, and New York and Chicago, ought
to risk it. But the authors have an unaccountable perversity,
and will seldom come into the world in the large cities, which
are alone without the sense of neighborhood, and the personal
susceptibilities so unfavorable to the practice of the literary art.

I dare say that it was owing to the local indifference to her
greatest name, or her reluctance from it, that I got a clearer
impression of Salem in some other respects than I should have
had if T had been invited there to devote myself solely to the
associations of Hawthorne. For the first time I saw an old New
England town, I do not know but the most characteristic, and
took into my young Western consciousness the fact of a more
complex civilization than I had yet known. My whole life had
been passed in a region where men were just beginning ances-
tors, and the conception of family was very imperfect. Liter-
ature of course was full of it, and it was not for a devotee of
Thackeray to be theoretically ignorant of its manifestations; but
I had hitherto carelessly supposed that family was nowhere
regarded seriously in America except in Virginia, where it fur-
nished a joke for the rest of the nation. But now I found myself
confronted with it in its ancient houses, and heard its names
pronounced with a certain consideration, which I dare say was
as much their due in Salem as it could be anywhere. The names
were all strange, and all indifferent to me, but those fine square
wooden mansions, of a tasteful architecture, and a pale buff-
color, withdrawing themselves in quiet reserve from the quiet
street, gave me an impression of family as an actuality and a
force which I had never had before, but which no Westerner
can yet understand the East without taking into account. I do
not suppose that I conceived of family as a fact of vital import
then; I think I rather regarded it as a color to be used in any
aesthetic study of the local conditions. I am not sure that I
valued it more even for literary purposes, than the steeple which
the captain pointed out as the first and last thing he saw when he
came and went on his long voyages, or than the great palm-oil
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casks, which he showed me, and which I related to the tree
that stood

“Auf brennender Felsenwand.”!
Whether that was the kind of palm that gives the oil, or was a
sort only suitable to be the dream of a lonely fir-tree in the
North on a cold height, I am in doubt to this day.

I heard, not without concern, that the neighboring industry
of Lynn was penetrating Salem, and that the ancient haunt of
the witches and the birthplace of our subtlest and somberest
wizard was becoming a great shoetown; but my concern was
less for its memories and sensibilities than for an odious duty
which I owed that industry, together with all the others in New
England. Before I left home I had promised my earliest pub-
lisher that I would undertake to edit, or compile, or do some-
thing literary to, a work on the operation of the more distinctive
mechanical inventions of our country, which he had conceived
the notion of publishing by subscription. He had furnished me,
the most immechanical of humankind, with a letter addressed
generally to the great mills and factories of the East, entreating
their managers to unfold their mysteries to me for the purposes
of this volume. His letter had the effect of shutting up some of
them like clams, and others it put upon their guard against my
researches, lest I should seize the secret of their special inventions
and publish it to the world. I could not tell the managers that
I was both morally and mentally incapable of this; that they
might have explained and demonstrated the properties and func-
tions of their most recondite machinery, and upon examination
afterwards found me guiltless of having anything but a few
verses of Heine or Tennyson or Longfellow in my head. So
I had to suffer in several places from their unjust anxieties, and
from my own weariness of their ingenious engines, or else en-
dure the pangs of a bad conscience from ignoring them. Aslong
as I was in Canada I was happy, for there was no industry in
Canada that I saw, except that of the peasant girls, in their
Evangeline hats and kirtles, tossing the hay in the way-side
fields; but when I reached Portland my troubles began. I went

1Heinrich Heine, “Der Fichtenbaum.”
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with that young minister of whom I have spoken to a large
foundry, where they were casting some sort of ironmongery, and
inspected the process from a distance beyond any chance spurt
of the molten metal, and came away sadly uncertain of putting
the rather fine spectacle to any practical use. A manufactory
where they did something with coal-oil (which I now heard for
the first time called kerosene) refused itself to me, and I said to
myself that probably all the other industries of Portland were as
reserved, and I would not seek to explore them; but when I
got to Salem, my conscience stirred again. If I knew that there
were shoe-shops in Salem, ought not I to go and inspect their
processes? This was a question which would not answer itself
to my satisfaction, and I had no peace till I learned that I could
see shoemaking much better at Lynn, and that Lynn was such a
little way from Boston that I could readily run up there, if
I did not wish to examine the shoe machinery at once. I prom-
ised myself that I would run up from Boston, but in order to do
this I must first go to Boston.

v

I am supposing still that I saw Salem before I saw Boston,
but however the fact may be, I am sure that I decided it would
be better to see shoemaking in Lynn, where I really did see it,
thirty years later. For the purposes of the present visit, I con-
tented myself with looking at a machine in Haverhill, which
chewed a shoe sole full of pegs, and dropped it out of its iron
jaws with an indifference as great as my own, and probably as
little sense of how it had done its work. I may be unjust to that
machine; heaven knows I would not wrong it; and I must con-
fess that my head had no room in it for the conception of any
machinery but the mythological, which also I despised, in my
revulsion from the eighteenth-century poets to those of my own
day.

I cannot quite make out after the lapse of so many years just
how or when I got to Haverhill, or whether it was before or after
I had been in Salem. There is an apparitional quality in my
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presences, at this point or that, in the dim past; but I hope that,
for the credit of their order, ghosts are not commonly taken with
such trivial things as I was. For instance, in Haverhill I was
much interested by the sight of a young man, coming gayly
down the steps of the hotel where I lodged, in peg-top trousers
so much more peg-top than my own that I seemed to be wearing
mere spring-bottoms in comparison; and in a day when every
one who respected himself had a necktie as narrow as he could
get, this youth had one no wider than a shoestring, and red at
that, while mine measured almost an inch, and was black. To
be sure, he was one of a band of Negro minstrels, who were to
give a concert that night, and he had a right to excel in fashion.

I will suppose, for convenience’ sake, that I visited Haverhill,
too, before I reached Boston: somehow that shoe-pegging ma-
chine must come in, and it may as well come in here. When I
actually found myself in Boston, there were perhaps industries
which it would have been well for me to celebrate, but I either
made belicve there were none, or else I honestly forgot all about
them. In either case I released myself altogether to the literary
and historical associations of the place. I need not say that I
gave myself first to the first, and it rather surprised me to find
that the literary associations of Boston referred so largely to
Cambridge. I did not know much about Cambridge, except
that it was the seat of the university where Lowell was, and
Longfellow had been, professor; and somehow I had not real-
ized it as the home of these poets. That was rather stupid of me,
but it is best to own the truth, and afterward I came to know
the place so well that I may safely confess my earlier ignorance.

I had stopped in Boston at the Tremont House, which was
still one of the first hostelries of the country, and I must have
inquired my way to Cambridge there; but I was sceptical of the
direction the Cambridge horsecar took when I found it, and [
hinted to the driver my anxieties as to why he should be starting
east when I had been told that Cambridge was west of Boston.
He reassured me in the laconic and sarcastic manner of his kind,
and we really reached Cambridge by the route he had taken.

The beautiful elms that shaded great part of the way massed
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themselves in the “groves of academe” at the Square, and showed
pleasant glimpses of “Old Harvard’s scholar factories red,”
then far fewer than now. It must have been in vacation, for I
met no one as I wandered through the college yard, trying to
make up my mind as to how I should learn where Lowell lived;
for it was he whom I had come to find. He had not only taken
the poems I sent him, but he had printed two of them in a single
number of the Atlantic,! and had even written me a little note
about them, which I wore next to my heart in my breast pocket
till I almost wore it out; and so I thought I might fitly report
myself to him. But I have always been helpless in finding my
way, and I was still depressed by my failure to convince the
horse-car driver that he had taken the wrong road. I let several
people go by without questioning them, and those I did ask
abashed me farther by not knowing what I wanted to know.
When I had remitted my search for the moment, an ancient
man, with an open mouth and an inquiring eye, whom I never
afterwards made out in Cambridge, addressed me with a hos-
pitable offer to show me the Washington Elm. I thought this
would give me time to embolden myself for the meeting with
the editor of the Atlantic if I should ever find him, and I went
with that kind old man, who when he had shown me the tree,
and the spot where Washington stood when he took command
of the Continental forces, said that he had a branch of it, and
that if I would come to his house with him he would give me a
piece. In the end, I meant merely to flatter him into telling me
where I could find Lowell, but I dissembled my purpose and
pretended a passion for a piece of the historic elm, and the
old man led me not only to his house but his wood-house, where
he sawed me off a block so generous that I could not get it into
my pocket. I feigned the gratitude which I could see that he
expected, and then I took courage to put my question to him.
Perhaps that patriarch lived only in the past, and cared for his-
tory and not literature. He confessed that he could not tell me
where to find Lowell; but he did not forsake me; he set forth

1“Pleasure-pain,” Atlantic, V (April, 1860), pp. 468-470, and “Lost
Beliefs,” ibid., p. 486.
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with me upon the street again, and let no man pass without ask-
ing him. In the end we met one who was able to say where
Mr. Lowell was, and I found him at last in a little study at the
rear of a pleasant, old-fashioned house near the Delta.

Lowell was not then at the height of his fame; he had just
reached this thirty years after, when he died; but I doubt if he
was ever after a greater power in his own country, or more com-
pletely embodied the literary aspiration which would not and
could not part itself from the love of freedom and the hope of
justice. For the sake of these he had been willing to suffer the re-
proach which followed their friends in the earlier days of the
anti-slavery struggle. He had outlived the reproach long be-
fore; but the fear of his strength remained with those who had
felt it, and he had not made himself more generally loved by the
Fable for Critics than by the Biglow Papers, probably. But in
the Vision of Sir Launfal and the Legend of Brittany he had won
a liking if not a listening far wider than his humor and his wit
had got him; and in his lectures on the English poets, given not
many years before he came to the charge of the Atlantic, he had
proved himself easily the wisest and finest critic in our language.
He was already more than any American poet,

“Dowered with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn,
The love of love.”?
and he held a place in the public sense which no other author
among us has held. Ihad myself never been a great reader of his
poetry, when I met him, though when I was a boy of ten years I
had heard my father repeat passages from the Biglow Papers
against war and slavery and the war for slavery upon Mexico,
and later I had read those criticisms of English poetry, and I
knew Sir Launfal must be Lowell in some sort; but my love for
him as a poet was chiefly centred in my love for his tender
rhyme, Auf Wiedersehen, which I cannot yet read without some-
thing of the young pathos it first stirred in me. I knew and felt
his greatness somehow apart from the literary proofs of it; he
ruled my fancy and held my allegiance as a character, as a man;
and I am neither sorry nor ashamed that I was abashed when I
tAlfred, Lord Tennyson, ‘“The Poet,” stanza 1.



36 William Dean Howells

first came into his presence; and that in spite of his words of
welcome I sat inwardly quaking before him. He was then forty-
one years old, and nineteen my senior, and if there had been
nothing else to awe me, I might well have been quelled by the
disparity of our ages. But I have always been willing and even
eager to do homage to men who have done something, and
notably to men who have done something in the sort I wished to
do something in, myself. I could never recognize any other sort
of superiority; but that I am proud to recognize; and I had be-
fore Lowell some such feeling as an obscure subaltern might
have before his general. He was by nature a bit of a disciplin-
arian, and the effect was from him as well as in me; I dare say he
let me feel whatever difference there was, as helplessly as I felt
it. At the first encounter with people he always was apt to have
a certain frosty shyness, a smiling cold, as from the long, high-
sunned winters of his Puritan race; he was not quite himself till
he had made you aware of his quality: then no one could be
sweeter, tenderer, warmer than he; then he made you free of his
whole heart; but you must be his captive before he could do
that. His whole personality had now an instant charm for me; I
could not keep my eyes from those beautiful eyes of his, which
had a certain starry serenity, and looked out so purely from
under his white forehead, shadowed with auburn hair untouched
by age; or from the smile that shaped the auburn beard, and
gave the face in its form and color the Christ-look which Page’s
portrait has flattered in it.

His voice had as great a fascination for me as his face. The
vibrant tenderness and the crisp clearness of the tones, the per-
fect modulation, the clear enunciation, the exquisite accent, the
elect diction—I did not know enough then to know that these
were the gifts, these were the graces, of one from whose tongue
our rough English came music such as I should never hear from
any other. In this speech there was nothing of our slipshod
American slovenliness, but a truly Italian conscience and an
artistic sense of beauty in the instrument.

I saw, before he sat down across his writing-table from me,
that he was not far from the medium height; but his erect car-
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riage made the most of his five feet and odd inches. He had been
smoking the pipe he loved, and he put it back in his mouth,
presently, as if he found himself at greater ease with it, when he
began to chat, or rather to let me show what manner of young
man I was by giving me the first word. I told him of the trouble
I had in finding him, and I could not help dragging in something
about Heine’s search for Bérne, when he went to see him in
Frankfort; but I felt at once this was a false start, for Lowell was
such an impassioned lover of Cambridge, which was truly his
patria, in the Italian sense, that it must have hurt him to be un-
known to any one in it; he said, a little dryly, that he should not
have thought I would have so much difficulty; but he added,
forgivingly, that this was not his own house, which he was out of
for the time. Then he spoke to me of Heine, and when I showed
my ardor for him, he sought to temper it with some judicious
criticisms, and told me that he had kept the first poem I sent
him, for the long time it had been unacknowledged, to make sure
that it was not a translation. He asked me about myself, and my
name, and its Welsh origin, and seemed to find the vanity I had
in this harmless enough. When I said I had tried hard to believe
that I was at least the literary descendant of Sir James Howels, he
corrected me gently with “James Howel,” and took down a vol-
ume of the Familiar Letters from the shelves behind him to prove
me wrong. This was always his habit, as I found afterwards:
when he quoted anything from a book he liked to get it and read
the passage over, as if he tasted a kind of hoarded sweetness in the
words. It visibly vexed him if they showed him in the least
mistaken; but

“The love he bore to learning was at fault
for this foible, and that other of setting people right if he thought
them wrong. I could not assert myself against his version of
Howel’s name, for my edition of his letters was far away in
Ohio, and I was obliged to own that the name was spelt in sev-
eral different ways in it. He perceived, no doubt, why I had
chosen the form likest my own, with the title which the pleasant
old turncoat ought to have had from the many masters he served

1Oliver Goldsmith, “The Deserted Village,” line 197.

]
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according to their many minds, but never had except from that
erring edition. He did not afflict me for it, though; probably it
amused him too much; he asked me about the West, and when
he found that I was as proud of the West as I was of Wales, he
seemed even better pleased, and said he had always fancied that
human nature was laid out on rather a larger scale there than in
the East, but he had seen very little of the West. In my heart
I did not think this then, and I do not think it now; human na-
ture has had more ground to spread over in the West; that is all;
but “it was not for me to bandy words with my sovereign.”
He said he liked to hear of the differences between the different
sections, for what we had most to fear in our country was a
wearisome sameness of type.

He did not say now, or at any other time during the many
years I knew him, any of those slighting things of the West
which I had so often to suffer from Eastern people, but suffered
me to praise it all I would. He asked me what way I had taken
in coming to New England, and when I told him, and began to
rave of the beauty and quaintness of French Canada,and to pour
out my joy in Quebec, he said, with a smile that had now lost all
its frost, Yes, Quebec was a bit of the seventeenth century;
it was in many ways more French than France, and its people
spoke the language of Voltaire, with the accent of Voltaire’s time.

I do not remember what else he talked of, though once I
remembered it with what I believed an ineffaceable distinctness.
I set nothing of it down at the time; I was too busy with the let-
ters I was writing for a Cincinnati paper; and I was severely
bent upon keeping all personalities out of them. This was very
well, but I could wish now that I had transgressed at least so
far as to report some of the things that Lowell said; for the
paper did not print my letters, and it would have been perfectly
safe, and very useful for the present purpose. But perhaps he did
not say anything very memorable; to do that you must have
something positive in your listener; and I was the mere response,
the hollow echo, that youth must be in like circumstances. I
was all the time afraid of wearing my welcome out, and I hurried
to go when I would so gladly have staid. I do not remember
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where I meant to go, or why he should have undertaken to show
me the way across-lots, but this was what he did; and when we
came to a fence, which I clambered gracelessly over, he put his
hands on the top, and tried to take it at a bound. He tried twice,
and then laughed at his failure, but not with any great pleasure,
and he was not content till a third trial carried him across. Then
he said, “I commonly do that the first time,” as if it were a fre-
quent habit with him, while I remained discreetly silent, and for
that moment at least felt myself the elder of the man who had so
much of the boy in him. He had, indeed, much of the boy in him
to the last, and he parted with each hour of his youth reluctantly,
pathetically.

VIII

We walked across what must have been Jarvis Field to what
must have been North Avenue, and there he left me. But before
he let me go he held my hand while he could say that he wished
me to dine with him; only, he was not in his own house, and he
would ask me to dine with him at the Parker House in Boston,
and would send me word of the time later.

I suppose I may have spent part of the intervening time in
viewing the wonders of Boston, and visiting the historic scenes
and places in it and about it. I certainly went over to Charles-
town, and ascended Bunker Hill Monument, and explored the
navy-yard, where the immemorial man-of-war begun in Jack-
son’s time was then silently stretching itself under its long shed
in a poetic arrest, as if the failure of the appropriation for its
completion had been some kind of enchantment. In Boston, I
early presented my letter of credit to the publisher it was drawn
upon, not that I needed money at the moment, but from a young
eagerness to see if it would be honored; and a literary attaché of
the house kindly went about with me, and showed me the life of
the city. A great city it seemed to me then, and a seething vortex
of business as well as a whirl of gayety, as I saw it in Washington
Street, and in a promenade concert at Copeland’s restaurant in
Tremont Row. Probably I brought some idealizing force to
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bear upon it, for I was not all so strange to the world as I must
seem; perhaps I accounted for quality as well as quantity in my
impressions of the New England metropolis, and aggrandized it
in the ratio of its literary importance. It seemed to me old, even
after Quebec, and very likely I credited the actual town with all
the dead and gone Bostonians in my sentimental census. If I
did not, it was no fault of my cicerone, who thought even more
of the city he showed me than I did. I do not know now who he
was, and I never saw him after I came to live there, with any
certainty that it was he, though I was often tormented with the
vision of a spectacled face like his, but not like enough to wat-
rant me in addressing him.

He became part of that ghostly Boston of my first visit, which
would sometimes return and possess again the city I came to
know so familiarly in later years, and to be so passionately
interested in. Some color of my prime impressions has tinged the
fictitious experiences of people in my books, but I find very little
of it in my memory. This is like a web of frayed old lace, which
I have to take carefully into my hold for fear of its fragility, and
make out as best I can the figure once so distinct in it. There are
the narrow streets, stretching saltwards to the docks, which I
haunted for their quaintness, and there is Faneuil Hall, which I
cared to see so much more because Wendell Phillips had spoken
in it than because Otis and Adams! had. There is the old Colonial
House, and there is the State House, which I dare say I explored,
with the Common sloping before it. There is Beacon Street,
with the Hancock House where it is incredibly no more, and
there are the beginnings of Commonwealth Avenue, and the
other streets of the Back Bay, laid out with their basements left
hollowed in the made land, which the gravel trains were yet
making out of the westward hills. There is the Public Garden,
newly planned and planted, but without the massive bridge
destined to make so ungratefully little of the lake that occasioned
it. But it is all very vague, and I could easily believe now that it
was some one else who saw it then in my place.

I think that I did not try to see Cambridge the same day that

1James Otis (1725—1783) and Samuel Adams (1722~1803).
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I saw Lowell, but wisely came back to my hotel in Boston, and
tried to realize the fact. I went out another day, with an ac-
quaintance from Ohio, whom I ran upon in the street. We went
to Mount Auburn together, and I viewed its monuments with a
reverence which I dare say their artistic quality did not merit.
But I am not sorry for this, for perhaps they are not quite so
bad as some people pretend. The Gothic chapel of the ceme-
tery, unstoried as it was, gave me, with its half-dozen statues
standing or sitting about an emotion such as I am afraid I could
not receive now from the Acropolis, Westminster Abbey, and
Santa Croce in one. I tried hard for some aesthetic sense of it,
and I made believe that I thought this thing and that thing in the
place moved me with its fitness or beauty; but the truth is that
I had no taste in anything but literature, and did not feel the
effect I would so willingly have experienced.

I did genuinely love the elmy quiet of the dear old Cambridge
streets, though, and I had a real and instant pleasure in the
yellow colonial houses, with their white corners and casements
and their green blinds, that lurked behind the shrubbery of the
avenue I passed through to Mount Auburn. The most beautiful
among them was the most interesting for me, for it was the
house of Longfellow; my companion, who had seen it before,
pointed it out to me with an air of custom, and I would not let
him see that I valued the first sight of it as I did. I had hoped
that somehow I might be so favored as to see Longfellow him-
self, but when I asked about him of those who knew, they said,
“Oh, he is at Nahant,” and I thought that Nahant must be a
great way off, and at any rate I did not feel authorized to go to
him there. Neither did I go to see the author! of The Amber
Gods, who lived at Newburyport, I was told, as if I should
know where Newburyport was; I did not know, and I hated to
ask. Besides, it did not seem so simple as it had seemed in Ohio,
to go and see a young lady simply because I was infatuated with
her literature; even as the envoy of all the infatuated young
people of Columbus, I could not quite do this; and when I got

Harriet Elizabeth Prescott Spofford (1835-1921). See an earlier refer-
ence to her on page 25.
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home, I had to account for my failure as best I could. Another
failure of mine was the sight of Whittier, which I then very
much longed to have. They said, “Oh, Whittier lives at Ames-
bury,” but that put him at an indefinite distance, and without
the introduction I never would ask for, I found it impossible to
set out in quest of him. In the end, I saw no one in New Eng-
land whom I was not presented to in the regular way, except
Lowell, whom I thought I had a right to call upon in my quality
of contributor, and from the acquaintance I had with him by
letter. I neither praise nor blame myself for this; it was my shy-
ness that withheld me rather than my merit. There is really no
harm in seeking the presence of a famous man, and I doubt if the
famous man resents the wish of people to look upon him with-
out some measure, great or little, of affectation. There are bores
everywhere, but he is likelier to find them in the wonted figures
of society than in those young people, or old people, who come
to him in the love of what he has done. I am well aware how
furiously Tennyson sometimes met his worshippers, and how
insolently Carlyle, but I think these facts are little specks in their
sincerity. Our own gentler and honester celebrities did not for-
bid approach, and I have known some of them caress adorers
who seemed hardly worthy of their kindness; but that was better
than to have hurt any sensitive spirit who had ventured too far,
by the rules that govern us with common men.

IX

My business relations were with the house that so promptly
honored my letter of credit. This house had published in the
East the campaign life of Lincoln which I had lately written, and
I dare say would have published the volume of poems I had
written earlier with my friend Piatt, if there had been any public
for it; at least, I saw large numbers of the book on the counters.
But all my literary affiliations were with Ticknor & Fields, and
it was the Old Corner Book-Store on Washington Street that
drew my heart as soon as I had replenished my pocket in Corn-
hill. After verifying the editor of the Atlantic Monthly I wished
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to verify its publishers, and it very fitly happened that when I
was shown into Mr. Fields’s little room at the back of the store,
with its window looking upon School Street, and its scholarly
keeping in books and prints, he had just got the magazine sheets
of a poem of mine from the Cambridge printers. He was then
lately from abroad, and he had the zest for American things
which a foreign sojourn is apt to renew in us, though I did not
know this then, and could not account for it in the kindness he
expressed for my poem. He introduced me to Mr. Ticknor, who
I fancied had not read my poem; but he seemed to know what it
was from the junior partner, and he asked me whether I had been
paid for it. I confessed that I had not, and then he got out a
chamois-leather bag, and took from it five half-eagles in gold
and laid them on the green cloth top of the desk, in much the
shape and of much the size of the Great Bear. Ihave never since
felt myself paid so lavishly for any literary work, though I
have had more for a single piece than the twenty-five dollars
that dazzled me in this constellation. The publisher seemed
aware of the poetic character of the transaction; he let the pieces
lie a moment, before he gathered them up and put them into
my hand, and said, “I always think it is pleasant to have itin gold.”

But a terrible experience with the poem awaited me, and
quenched for the moment all my pleasure and pride. It was
The Pilor’s Story, which I suppose has had as much acceptance
as anything of mine in verse (I do not boast of a vast acceptance
for it), and I had attempted to treat in it a phase of the national
tragedy of slavery, as I had imagined it on a Mississippi steam-
boat. A young planter has gambled away the slave-girl who is
the mother of his child, and when he tells her, she breaks out
upon him with the demand:

“What will you say to our boy when he cries for me,
there in Saint Louis?”

I had thought this very well, and natural and simple, but a
fatal proof-reader had not thought it well enough, or simple and
natural enough, and he had made the line read:

“What will you say to our boy when he cries for ‘Ma,’
there in Saint Louis?”
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He had even had the inspiration to quote the word he pre-
ferred to the one I had written, so that there was no merciful
possibility of mistaking it for a misprint, and my blood froze
in my veins at sight of it. Mr. Fields had given me the sheets to
read while he looked over some letters, and he either felt the chill
of my horror, or I made some sign or sound of dismay that
caught his notice, for he looked round at me. I could only show
him the passage with a gasp. I dare say he might have liked to
laugh, for it was cruelly funny, but he did not; he was concerned
for the magazine as well as for me. He declared that when he
first read the line he had thought I could not have written it so,
and he agreed with me that it would kill the poem if it came out
in that shape. He instantly set about repairing the mischief, so
far as could be. He found that the whole edition of that sheet
had been printed, and the air blackened round me again, lighted
up here and there with baleful flashes of the newspaper wit at my
cost, which I previsioned in my misery; I knew what I should
have said of such a thing myself, if it had been another’s. But
the publisher at once decided that the sheet must be reprinted,
and I went away weak as if in the escape from some deadly peril.
Afterwards it appeared that the line had passed the first proof-
reader as I wrote it, but that the final reader had entered so
sympathetically into the realistic intention of my poem as to
contribute the modification which had nearly been my end.

X

As it fell out, I lived without farther difficulty to the day and
hour of the dinner Lowell made for me; and I really think, look-
ing at myself impersonally, and remembering the sort of young
fellow I was, that it would have been a great pity if I had not.
The dinner was at the old-fashioned Boston hour of two, and the
table was laid for four people in some little upper room at
Parker’s, which I was never afterwards able to make sure of.
Lowell was already there when I came, and he presented me, to
my inexpressible delight and surprise, to Dr. Holmes, who was
there with him.
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Holmes was in the most brilliant hour of that wonderful sec-
ond youth which his fame flowered into long after the world
thought he had completed the cycle of his literary life. He had al-
ready received full recognition as a poet of delicate wit, nimble
humor, airy imagination, and exquisite grace, when the Autocrat
papers advanced his name indefinitely beyond the bounds which
most immortals would have found range enough. The marvel
of his invention was still fresh in the minds of men, and time
had not dulled in any measure the sense of its novelty. His
readers all fondly identified him with his work; and I fully ex-
pected to find myself in the Autocrat’s presence when I met Dr.
Holmes. But the fascination was none the less for that reason;
and the winning smile, the wise and humorous glance, the whole
genial manner was as important to me as if I had foreboded some-
thing altogether different. I found him physically of the Na-
poleonic height which spiritually overtops the Alps, and I
could look into his face without that unpleasant effort which
giants of inferior mind so often cost the man of five feet four.

A little while after, Fields came in, and then our number and
my pleasure were complete.

Nothing else so richly satisfactory, indeed, as the whole affair
could have happened to a like youth at such a point in his career;
and when I sat down with Doctor Holmes and Mr. Fields, on
Lowell’s right, I felt through and through the dramatic perfec-
tion of the event. The kindly Autocrat recognized some such
quality of it in terms which were not the less precious and gra-
cious for their humorous excess. I have no reason to think that
he had yet read any of my poor verses, or had me otherwise than
wholly on trust from Lowell; but he leaned over towards his
host, and said, with a laughing look at me, “Well, James, this is
something like the apostolic succession; this is the laying on of
hands.” 1 took his sweet and caressing irony as he meant it;
but the charm of it went to my head long before any drop of
wine, together with the charm of hearing him and Lowell calling
each other James and Wendell, and of finding them still cordially
boys together.

I would gladly have glimmered before those great lights in the
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talk that followed, if I could have thought of anything brilliant
to say, but I could not, and so I let them shine without a ray of
reflected splendor from me. It was such talk as I had, of course,
never heard before, and it is not saying enough to say that I have
never heard such talk since except from these two men. It was
as light and kind as it was deep and true, and it ranged over a
hundred things, with a perpetual sparkle of Doctor Holmes’s
wit, and the constant glow of Lowell’s incandescent sense. From
time to time Fields came in with one of his delightful stories
(sketches of character they were, which he sometimes did not
mind caricaturing), or with some criticism of the literary situa-
tion from his stand-point of both lover and publisher of books.
I heard fames that I had accepted as proofs of power treated as
factitious, and witnessed a frankness concerning authorship, far
and near, that [ had not dreamed of authors using. When Doc-
tor Holmes understood that I wrote for the Saturday Press,
which was running amuck among some Bostonian immortalities
of the day, he seemed willing that I should know they were not
thought so very undying in Boston, and that I should not take
the notion of a Mutual Admiration Society too seriously, or
accept the New York bohemian view of Boston as true. For the
most part the talk did not address itself to me, but became an ex-
change of thoughts and fancies between himself and Lowell.
They touched, I remember, on certain matters of technique, and
the doctor confessed that he had a prejudice against some words
that he could not overcome; for instance, he said, nothing could
induce him to use 'neatk for beneath, no exigency of versification
or stress of thyme. Lowell contended that he would use any
word that carried his meaning; and I think he did this to the
hurt of some of his earlier things. He was then probably in the
revolt against too much literature in literature, which every one
is destined sooner or later to share; there was a certain roughness,
very like crudeness, which he indulged before his thought and
phrase mellowed to one music in his later work. I tacitly agreed
rather with the doctor, though I did not swerve from my al-
legiance to Lowell, and if I had spoken I should have sided with
him; I would have given that or any other proof of my devotion.
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Fields casually mentioned that he thought “The Dandelion”
was the most popularly liked of Lowell’s briefer poems, and I
made haste to say that I thought so too, though I did not really
think anything about it; and then I was sorry, for I could see
that the poet did not like it, quite; and I felt that I was duly pun-
ished for my dishonesty.

Hawthorne was named among other authors, probably by
Fields, whose house had just published his “Marble Faun,” and
who had recently come home on the same steamer with him.
Doctor Holmes asked if I had met Hawthorne yet, and when 1
confessed that I had hardly yet even hoped for such a thing, he
smiled his winning smile, and said: “Ah, well! 1don’t know that
you will ever feel you have really met him. He is like a dim
room with a little taper of personality burning on the corner of
the mantel.”

They all spoke of Hawthorne, and with the same affection, but
the same sense of something mystical and remote in him; and
every word was priceless to me. But these masters of the craft
was "prentice to probably could not have said anything that I
should not have found wise and well, and I am sure now I should
have been the loser if the talk had shunned any of the phases of
human nature which it touched. It is best to find that all men
are of the same make, and that there are certain universal things
which interest them as much as the supernal things, and amuse
them even more. There was a saying of Lowell’s which he was
fond of repeating at the menace of any form of the transcenden-
tal, and he liked to warn himself and others with his homely,
“Remember the dinner-bell.” What I recall of the whole effect
of a time so happy for me is that in all that was said, however
high, however fine, we were never out of hearing of the dinner-
bell; and perhaps this is the best effect I can leave with the
reader. It was the first dinner served in courses that I had sat down
to, and I felt that this service gave it a romantic importance
which the older fashion of the West still wanted. Even at Gov-
ernor Chase’s table in Columbus the Governor carved; I knew
of the dinner @ /a Russe, as it was then called, only from books;
and it was a sort of literary flavor that I tasted in the successive
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dishes. When it came to the black coffee, and then to the petizs
verres of cognac, with lumps of sugar set fire to atop, it was
something that so far transcended my home-kept experience
that it began to seem altogether visionary.

Neither Fields nor Doctor Holmes smoked, and T had to confess
that I did not; but Lowell smoked enough for all three, and the
spark of his cigar began to show in the waning light before we
rose from the table. The time that never had, nor can ever have,
its fellow for me had to come to an end, as all times must, and
when I shook hands with Lowell in parting, he overwhelmed
me by saying that if I thought of going to Concord he would
send me a letter to Hawthorne. I was not to see Lowell again
during my stay in Boston; but Doctor Holmes asked me to tea
for the next evening, and Fields said I must come to breakfast
with him in the morning,.

XI

I recall with the affection due to his friendly nature, and to the
kindness afterwards to pass between us for many years, the
whole aspect of the publisher when I first saw him. His abun-
dant hair, and his full ““beard as broad as any spade,” that flowed
from his throat in Homeric curls, were touched with the first
frost. He had a fine color, and his eyes, as keen as they were
kind, twinkled restlessly above the wholesome russet-red of his
cheeks. His portly frame was clad in those Scotch tweeds which
had not yet displaced the traditional broadcloth with us in the
West, though I had sent to New York for a rough suit, and so
felt myself not quite unworthy to meet a man fresh from the
hands of the London tailor.

Otherwise I stood as much in awe of him as his jovial soul
would let me; and if I might I should like to suggest to the
literary youth of this day some notion of the importance of his
name to the literary youth of my day. He gave aesthetic char-
acter to the house of Ticknor & Fields, but he was by no means
a silent partner on the economic side. No one can forecast the
fortune of a new book, but he knew as well as any publisher can
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know not only whether a book was good, but whether the
reader would think so; and I suppose that his house made as few
bad guesses, along with their good ones, as any house that ever
tried the uncertain temper of the public with its ventures. In
the minds of all who loved the plain brown cloth and tasteful
print of its issues he was more or less intimately associated with
their literature; and those who were not mistaken in thinking De
Quincey one of the delightfulest authors in the world, were es-
pecially grateful to the man who first edited his writings in book
form, and proud that this edition was the effect of American
sympathy with them. At that day, I believed authorship the
noblest calling in the world, and I should still beataloss to name
any nobler. The great authors I had met were to me the sum of
greatness, and if I could not rank their publisher with them by
virtue of equal achievement, I handsomely brevetted him worthy
of their friendship, and honored him in the visible measure of it.

In his house beside the Chatles, and in the close neighborhood
of Doctor Holmes, I found an odor and an air of books such as
I fancied might belong to the famous literary houses of London.
Jtis still there, that friendly home of lettered refinement, and the
gracious spirit which knew how to welcome me, and make the
least of my shyness and strangeness, and the most of the little
else there was in me, illumines it still, though my host of that
rapturous moment has many years been of those who are only
with us unseen and unheard. I remember his burlesque pretence
that morning of an inextinguishable grief when I owned that
I had never eaten blueberry cake before, and how he kept re-
turning to the pathos of the fact that there should be a region of
the earth where blueberry cake was unknown. We breakfasted
in the pretty room whose windows look out through leaves and
flowers upon the river’s coming and going tides, and whose walls
were covered with the faces and the autographs of all the con-
temporary poets and novelists. The Fieldses had spent some
days with Tennyson in their recent English sojourn, and Mrs.
Fields had much to tell of him, how he looked, how he smoked,
how he read aloud, and how he said, when he asked her to go
with him to the tower of his house, “Come up and see the sad
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English sunset!” which had an instant value to me such as some
rich verse of his might have had. I was very new to it all, how
new I could not very well say, but I flattered myself that I
breathed in that atmosphere as if in the return from life-long
exile. Still I patriotically bragged of the West a little, and I
told them proudly that in Columbus no book since Uncle Tom’s
Cabin had sold so well as The Marble Faun. This made the effect
that I wished, but whether it was true or not, heaven knows;
I only know that I heard it from our leading bookseller, and I
made no question of it myself.

After breakfast, Fields went away to the office, and I lingered,
while Mrs. Fields showed me from shelf to shelf in the library,
and dazzled me with the sight of authors’ copies, and volumes
invaluable with the autographs and the pencilled notes of the
men whose names were dear to me from my love of their work.
Everywhere was some souvenir of the living celebrities my hosts
had met; and whom had they not met in that English sojourn
in days before England embittered herself to us during our
civil war? Not Tennyson only, but Thackeray, but Dickens,
but Charles Reade, but Carlyle, but many a minor fame was in,
my ears from converse so recent with them that it was as if
I heard their voices in their echoed words.

I do not remember how long I stayed; I remember I was afraid
of staying too long, and so I am sure I did not stay as long as I
should have liked. But I have not the least notion how I got
away, and I am not certain where I spent the rest of a day that
began in the clouds, but had to be ended on the common earth.
I'suppose I gave it mostly to wandering about the city, and partly
to recording my impressions of it for that newspaper which
never published them. The summer weather in Boston, with
its sunny heat struck through and through with the coolness
of the sea, and its clear air untainted with a breath of smoke,
I have always loved, but it had then a zest unknown before; and
I should have thought it enough simply to be alive in it. But
everywhere I came upon something that fed my famine for the
old, the quaint, the picturesque, and however the day passed
it was a banquet, a festival. I can only recall my breathless first
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sight of the Public Library and of the Athenaeum Gallery: great
sights then, which the Vatican and the Pitti hardly afterwards
eclipsed for mere emotion. In fact I did not see these elder
treasuries of literature and art between breakfasting with the
Autocrat’s publisher in the morning, and taking tea with the
Autocrat himself in the evening, and that made a whole world’s
difference.

XI1

The tea of that simpler time is wholly inconceivable to 