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I have entered upon evil days—but this is for your most private ear. It sounds
portentous, but it only means that | am still staggering a good deal under the
mysterious and (to me) inexplicable injury wrought—apparently—upon my
situation by my two last novels, the Bostonians and the Princess, from which I
expected so much and derived so little. They have reduced the desire, and the
demand, for my productions to zero—as | judge from the fact that though I have
for a good while past been writing a number of good short things, 1 remain
irremediably unpublished. Editors keep them back, for months and years, as if
they were ashamed of them, and | am condemned apparently to eternal silence.
(James, Letters 208-9)

Yvor

Winters  In Defence of Reason

Winters

(Winters 334) W. H. Tilley
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Let me at the same time not deny that, in answer to probable ironic reflexions on
the full licence for sketchiness and vagueness and dimness taken indeed by my
picture, I had to bethink myself in advance of a defence of my “artistic position.”
Shouldn't I find it in the happy contention that the value | wished most to render
and the effect | wished most to produce were precisely those of our not knowing,
of society’s not knowing, but only guessing and suspecting and trying to ignore,
what”goes on” irreconsileably, subversively, beneath the vast smug surface? (NYE

5, xxii)
“the sense of life and the

penetrating imagination” (5, xxii) The
Art of Fiction (1884)
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( , 255-56)

There was a moment at any rate when they offered me no image more vivid that
that of some individual sensitive nature or fine mind, some small obscure
intelligent creature whos education should have been almost wholly derived from
them, capable of profiting by all the civilization, all the accumulations to which
they testify, yet condemned to see these things only from outside—in mere
guickened consideration, mere wistfulness and envy and despair. (5, vi)

obscure
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Oscar Cargill (Cargill 152)

(5,

140-41)
(5, 169)

He was absorbed in the struggles and sufferings of the millions whose life flowed
in the same current as his and who, though they constantly excited his disgust
and made him shrink and turn away, had the power to chain his sympathy, to
raise it to passion, to convince him for the time at least that real success in the
world would be to do something with them and for them. (5, 163)
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357)

He sometimes saw the name of his father’s kin in the newspaper, but he then
always cast the sheet away. He had nothing to ask of them and wished to prove
to himself that he could ignore them (who had been willing to let him die like a
rat) as completely as they ignored him. A thousand times yes, he was with the
people and every possible vengeance of the people as against such shameless
egoism as that; but all the same he was happy to feel he had blood in his veins

that would account for the finest sensibilities. (5, 177)

(5, 355)

(5, 145)

(5,

If he had a definite wish while he stood there it was that that exalted deluded

company should pour itself forth with Muniment at its head and surge through
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the sleeping world and gather the myriad miserable out of their slums and
burrows, should roll into the selfish squares and lift a tremendous hungry voice
and awaken the gorged indifferent to a terror that would bring them down. (5,
358)

(6, 230)

The
Bostonians

Paul changed his posture, raising himself, and in a moment was seated
Turkish-fashion beside his friend. He put his arm over his shoulder and drew
him, studying his face; and then in the kindest manner in the world he brought
out: “There are three or four definite chances in you favour.”

“l don’'t want second-rate comfort, you know,” said Hyacinth with his eyes on
the distant atomospheric mixture that represented London.

“What the devil do you want?” Paul asked, still holding him and with
perfect good humour.

“Well, to get inside of you a little; to know how a chap feels when he’s going to
part with his paticuluar pal.”

“To part with him?” this character repeated.

“I mean putting it at the worst.”

“I should think you’d know by yourself—if you're going to part with me.”
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At this Hyacinth prostrated himself, tumbled over to the grass on his face,
which he buried in his hands. (6, 214)

(6, 219)

“the chord of melancholy aimless wonder as to the
difference it would have made for his lif to have had some rich warm presence like
that in it”

(5,144)

There were things in his heart and a torment and a hidden passion in his life
which he should be glad enough to lay open to some woman. He believed that
perhaps this would be the cure ultimately; that in return for something he might
drop, syllable by syllable, into some listening ear that would be attached to some
kissable cheek, certain other words would be spoken to him which would make
his pain for ever less sharp. But what woman could he trust, what ear would be
both safe and happily enough attached? How much didn’t he already ask? The
answer was not in this loud fresh laughing creature, whose sympathy couldn’t
have the fineness he was looking for, since her curiosity was vulgar. (5, 87)
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“decent human feeling” (265)

“Her treating you” (267)

Cargill
(Cargill, 160-64) Lionel Trilling
(Trilling, 125)
Cargill (Cargill 153)
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Hyacinth had never felt himself under such distinguished protection; the Princess
Casamassima came back to him in comparison as a loose Bohemian, a shabby
adentureress. He had sought her out to-day not for the sake of her austerity—he
had had too gloomy a week for that—but for that of her genial side; yet now that
she treated him to the severer spectacle it struck him for the moment as really

grand sport, a kind of magnification of he rich vaitality. (6, 329)

“you’re a sweet old boy” (6, 335)

But when the faculty of affection that was in her rose to the surface it diffused a
glow of rest, almost of preotection, deepening at any rate the luxury of their small
cheap pastoral, the interlude in the grind of the week’s work; so that though
neither of them had dined he would have been delighted to sit with her there the
whole afternoon. (6, 340)

(6, 420)

[H]e asked himself if at bottom he hadn't liked her [Millicent] better almost than
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any one. He tried to think he had, he wanted to think he had, and he seemed to

see the look her eyes would have if he should swear to her he had. (6, 421)
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