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HENRY JAMES

THE life and character of Henry James seem to have
moved almost exactly in sympathy with the three
"periods' in his writing—those three periods which
so many critics of Jamess work have called, ‘James |, James
I'l, and James the Ol d Pretender’. From the comparatively
little material we have James | appears as a melancholy,
heavy-eyed young man, shyly wandering Europe and pass-
ing whole seasons having spoken to few people other than
chamber-maids and waiters. James Il has found confidence
and grown a beard ; London is his home and he dines out
four timesaweek ; heisliked and admired, but something
more grand is to come when he merges into the Old Pre-
tender. The Legend of the Master (to echo the title of his
story The Lesson of the Master) begins, and a man as extra-
ordinary as his novels of this time is revealed. ' A quite
legendary figure," wrote Hugh Walpole of him, ' a sort of
stuffed waxwork from whose mouth a stream of coloured
sentences, like rolls of green and pink paper, are for ever
issuing." Let uslook closer at this legendary waxwork.
From the end of the nineties until his death James was one
of the senior men of letters in England ; he encouraged
young writers with profound criticism, and among them
his reputation was great, but even so he knew that wide
popularity was something he could not hope for. 'Ah,
Mr. Jacobs, | envy you !" he said to W. W. Jacobs, the
novelist and short story writer, ' your admirable work is
appreciated by a wide circle of readers; it has achieved
popularity. Mine—never goes into a second edition. |
should so much have loved to be popular.” This was after
dinner at a London club and, if it were true to form, the
evening would continue with a great deal of talk from
James of an almost barogue complication. ' A ponderously
warm manner of saying nothing in infinite sentences was
Thomas Hardy's opinion, but others knew that when the
design was completeit woul d have beenwell worthwaiting
for. Many accounts of his conversation have been written,
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8 HENRY JAMES

but A. C. Benson's gives an excellent idea of its quality.
* The extreme and almost tantalizing charm of his talk lay
not only in his quick transitions, his exquisite touches of
humour and irony, the width and force of his sympathy,
the range of his intelligence, but in the fact that the whole
process of his thought, the qualifications, the resumptions,
the interlineations were laid bare. The beautiful sentences,
so finished, so deliberate, shaped themselves audibly upon
the air. ... He never strayed loosely, as most voluble
talkers do, from subject to subject. The motif was precisely
enunciated, revised, elongated, improved upon, enriched,
but it was always, so to speak, strictly contrapuntal. . . *
It was perfectly adjusted, delicately controlled.'

This gift of language, which came to maturity in him so
late, was hereditary. Henry James senior was an Ameri-
can philosopher with an astonishing command of rhetoric,
and in houses in Albany and Boston, where Henry and his
brother William (later to become the celebrated philo-
sopher) spent most of their early years, conversation was
almost continuous—with their father setting an example
which they longed to emulate. It was one of the better
aspects of the eccentric education which their father had
chosen to give them. He wished to preserve their minds
as tabulae rasae to receive whatever stamp their individual
experience was to give them and he didn't want them to lose
future time sweeping out ' the rubbish'. It was to be a
moral and spiritual education, liberal and as eclectic as
possible. They went to schools in America, France, Ger-
many, and Switzerland, and although ' learning' was far
from thefirst thing expected from them Henry Jameslooked
back on the succession of educational experiments without
regret because they had stimulated the free play of curiosity
and consciousness.

It was this early knowledge of Europe and European
languages which no doubt decided the kind of writer he
was to become. He was an American, of Irish antecedents,
but America seemed to him a continent too immature for
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the production of great literature, while Europe was ancient
and ripe with tradition ; it dso represented for him that
romantic * otherness' which ssemed to be so necessary to
himasanartist. Consequently in 1869, after a short period
at Harvard Law School where he understood ' nothing ', he
left for Europe. He was homesick in England and found
London and Paris sordid. Rome * begat everything' how-
ever and the effect was * something indescribable\ For
the next few months he saturated himself—the word be-
came a favourite with him—in Italy, until its * picturesque-
ness made him want to go * strongly ' into political
economy or the New England school system. But Europe
had got him in thrall and he knew that it had a quality with
which the great, rough America could never compete.
Paris was the town whoseintellectual and social influence he
needed most and in 1875, the year after writing his first
novel, Roderick Hudson, whichisstinltaly, hearrived in
Paris on his first visit as a professional man of letters. But
how closed the literary and socid worlds were, how defen-
sve of any newcomers who might impair their perfect
symmetry. Flaubert read his stories and called them ' pro-
prement ecrit' but lacking in colour and Turgeniev, more
than the other lions, took notice of him. But he wanted
to have a closer association with this group of writers
whose work he admired so much—exceptin oneway. His
Puritanism, which in America had seemed amost non-
existent in comparison with that around him, became more
apparent in France. He wrote of the modern French novel,
" Everything ran to form, and the successful books were apt
to resemblelittlevases skilfully moulded and chiselled, into
which unclean things had been dropped\ He was himself
to use many immoral themes in his own books, but it was
the treatment rather than the use of such themes which
shocked him.

At the end of his year in Paris he knew that he had
"lost\ and the uninformativeness of his letters at this time
perhaps revedls his anxiety that his New England friends,
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who disapproved of his abjectness to Europe, should not
know of her failure. Paris had taught him a great deal and
he would always return to her with love—'1 have loved
France as | have never loved a woman\ he once told a
friend—and he woul d correspond regularly with his French
friends ; Paris would always be there to give him arefresh-
ing sense of being able to get away from whatever place he
decided should be his home. That place, he was almost
sure, would be London—and the siege of London was
begun. In London he was to find the Europe which did
not, like France and Italy, 'keep holding one at arm's
length, and condemning one to a meagre scraping of the
surface \ He wrote to his mother at the end of his first few
months there ' | take very kindly to London, and am
immensely contented at having come here. | must be a
born Londoner for the place to stand the very severe test
| am putting it; leaving Paris and its brilliances and
familiarities, its easy resources and the abundant society |
had there, to plunge into darkness, solitude and dleet, in
mid-winter, to say nothing of the sooty, woolly desolation
of a London lodging—to do that, and to like this murky
Babylon really all the better isto feel that oneislikely to get
on here. ... | find it interesting, inspiring, even ex-
hilarating/ It was to be his home to the end of his life,
although it was only an upsurge of passionate love for
England at the outbreak of the 1914 war which made him
become aBritish citizen.

The choice was made—for the old world. It was more
than his choice, it was his need and hislife—* and wi th that
new world,ye nai que faireh He was now ready to write
his novels of the ' international situation'in which he hoped
that his readers would be unable to tell whether he was an
Americanwritingwithknowledge about English people or
an Englishman writing with knowledge about Americans.
He was detached in England—and would certainly have
been so in America—and set about the problem of ' know-
ing' England in a way die English could never know it.
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His books, letters and notebooks show how completely he
came to know England, but they dso reveal him becoming
more and more an Englishman, sharing in those taboos and
conventions in which, during his first years in England,
he had no more than a detached interest. One cannot
imagine him, for instance, writing thefollowingin hislater
years . ' The condition of that body (the English upper
dases) sams to me in many ways very much in the same
rotten and collapsible one as that of the French aristocracy
before the revolution—minus cleverness and conversation \
This passge supports the feeling which much of Jamess
work gives that he is a gentle prophet of dissolution. The
world of leisure and wealth which isthe usual world of his
novelsis drawing towards its end, and it must have been his
Puritanical sde which seemed to snse an odour of cor-
ruption, amost of evil, about this world which his more
hedonistic sde admired and whose pleasures it adored.

By the late eighties he had become tired of the ' inter-
national situation' mainly because he was more en rapport
with English than with American life and the novels or his
second period are &t in Europe, and, usualy, with English
characters. But for the first five years of the nineties he
wrote no novels; he had begun his great and unrequited
flirtation with the drama. Remembering his remark to
W. W. Jecobs that he would have ' loved to have been
popular’ one may se here a reason for this experiment.
His popularity at this time had declined and he felt that a
great theatrical success would restore it. He enjoyed the
problems of the dramatic form, and The American had a
moderate success, but the reception of Guy Domville made
him decide to end this ' sawdust and orange peel’ phase. He
retired to a house at Rye, in Sussx, and returned to novel-
writing, but with a new technique which was largely in-
fluenced by hiswork for thetheatre. Theair-tight structure,
the mastery of fundamental statement’ and the wish to pro-
duce anovel" all dramatic, all scenic ' are the characteristics
of the later style—and are all requisite in the theatre.
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The last years of his life we have already glimpsed at, and
such a glimpse is probably more revealing than an account
of the events of those years, which were as serene as the
occupations of his mind must have been turbulent; for he
was experiencing a period of ailmost visionary inspiration,
a period which one might compare to the last great years of
Beethoven or of Turner. But one event was important—
hisvisit to Americain 1903. Hehadlong delayed the visit,
knowing how formidable the return after so many years
would be. He summed up his visit with the following
words: * | found my native land, after so many years,
interesting, formidable, fearsome, and fatiguing, and much
more difficult to see and deal with in any extended and
various way than | had supposed. ... | found many of
the conditions too deterrent ... it is an extraordinary
world, an altogether huge proposition. . . but almost
cruelly charmless, in effect, and calculated to make one
crouch, ever afterwards as cravenly as possible, at Lamb
House, Rye—if one happens to have a poor little L.H., R.
to crouch in\ He wrote a book of impressions, The
American Scene, and a few stories followed which ' came
out' of his visit. Some years later he began an ' American '
novel, The lvory Tower, but this was discontinued at the
outbreak of war.

InJune 1915 he decided to take out papers of naturaliza-
tion. At the declaration of war he had become immediately
intensely patriotic towards England, a feeling partly ex-
plained by his dislike for Germany and all things German.
Logan Pearsall Smith describes him at a luncheon party
given by Edith Wharton : . . . into the room he burst, his
great eyes ablaze. " My hands, | must wash them ! " he
cried. " My hands are drippingwith blood. Al theway
from Chelsea to Grosvenor Place | have been bayoneting,
my dear Edith, and hurling bombs, and ravishing and
raping. It is my day-dream to squat down with King
George of England, with the President of the French Re-
public and the Czar of Russia on the Emperor William's
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belly, until we squeeze out of it the last irrevocable drops
of bitter retribution." ' After he had become a British
citizen it pleased him to say that he had done so in order to
be able to say ' We ' when he talked about an ' Advance ',
On 1 January 1916 he was given the Order of Merit and
on 28 February of the same year he died. On his memorial
tablet he is described as a ' lover and interpreter of the fine
amenities, of brave decisons and generous loyalties \

Henry James wrote twenty-one novels and in the gece
of this essy it would be impossible to write of them all.
| have therefore dealt in some detail with three novels
which best represent his three periods. Every critic would
probably vary in his choice of these three, but for my pur-
pose | have chosen Roderick Hudson (1876), The Portrait of a
Lady (1881) and The Golden Bowl (1904). They seem very
clearly to mark his progression in subject matter, in style,
and, above all, in technique—the change from the simple
satement of thought and. feeling to the subtlest, most
tenuous expresson of dates of mind, which few novelists
before James had attempted.

When he wrote Roderick Hudson James was still an
American tourist in Europe, wandering round France and
Italy and taking in * the picturesque ' in ample gulps. But
something dse besde these visual beauties began to occupy
his mind. To his friend Grace Norton he wrote "... it
proves that even a creature addicted as much as | am over
the whole mise en seine of Italian life, doesn't find an easy
initiation into what lies behind ." For him what lay behind
he came to call ' the international situation '. In its rudi-
ments it was the impact of Europe on Americans, the old on
the new, of experience on innocence. The possibilities of
permutation on this situation were endless

In those early years he saw Europe very plainly as a place
for the moral destruction of the innocent New Worlders
who visited it, the returning Puritans who had no idea of the
world from which their ancestors had departed. Here,
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James saw, was drama, and he began to write Roderick
Hudson. A wealthy American discovers Roderick, a
sculptor of promise, working in an office in a small Massa-
chusetts town, and takes him to Italy to study. Roderick
leaves a fiancee behind and a mother, both of whom believe
that he will not like the eese of European life. Instead his
genius flowers in the new climate—but a genius which he
dissipates by falling too easdy into the pleasure-loving ways
of Europe. He doesn't work, his amatory affairs take up
much of his time, and he has become the kind of compli-
cated creature Massachusetts would know nothing of At
thispoint hefallsinlovewith the beautiful ChristinaLight,
whose mother is travelling with her round Europe in search
of a good match. Christina is anything but innocent and
tortures Roderick into further dissipation which culminates
in his death fall from an Alpine peak.

Roderick Hudson is an extremely American novel. It
would have been impossible for a European novelist of this
period to have thought of the theme of the book, let alone
to have writtenit. On the other hand no American novel-
ist could have written it without a knowledge of Europe.
It must be admitted, however, that Jamess idea of Europe
inthisbookisalittlenaive. HisPuritanism, hisown inno-
cence in fact, comes out in his conception of Europe asakind
of wicked paradise; but the theme of the novel isimportant,
it has a vital point of view, and in general has a right to a
rather higher regard than it is usually allowed. The point
of view was something of great importance for James the
man and the artist, since his relationship to Europe was
what occupied, and was to continue to occupy, his mind.
He * felt' Roderick Hudson in a way he had felt none of his
previous work. There is a passage in which the whole
matter of the book is stated with a delicacy and symbolism
more characteristic of the later books. Rowland Mallet,
Roderick's patron, is looking at Roderick's statuette of a
boy with a cup ;

'‘Tell me,' sad Rowland, 'do you mean anything by your
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young Watcrdrinker ? Does he represent an idea? Is he a
symbol?  Hudson raised his eyebrows and gently scratched
hishead. * Why, he's ayouth youknow; hesinnocence, he's
health, he's curiosity.  Yes, hes a good many things. ' And
is the cup dso asymbol 7 ' The cup is knowledge, plessure,
experience.  Anything of that kind !"

It was afirst novel and the importance of the theme is not
sufficient to permit usto overlook itswesknesses.  Roderick
himself is concelved as afull-length portrait, one of the few
full-length portraitsin Jamesswork, but what is achieved in
fullnessis lost in other ways, for Roderick is not memor-
able, and in spite of his charm, is not sympathetic. We are
told that heis a great sculptor, but he gives little indication
of any greatness of character. James seams to apprehend
him only from the outside, and although he is full of* infor-
mation ' about him he ssams unwilling or unable to give
him "in the round’, to uee Mr. E. M. Forgter's phrase in
differentiating between ' round' and ' flat' characters in
fiction. His disintegration is the centre-piece of the novel,
but it is handled with an inappropriate delicacy. , His
more vicious pursuits invariably teke place off-stage, a
method which the later James succeeded in making more
horribly suggestive than anything which could have taken
place on-stage ; but here it ssamsto be the result of Jamess
own inexperience in such matters. The disintegration takes
place at a quite alarming rate, and the slow, agonizing pro-
0ess of decay is speeded up so much that the effect is lost.
In later years James himself was aware of this weskness
saying that although Roderick was necessarily a * specia
cae ' (and how he loved specia cases) he was not so specia
that he could disintegrate in a matter of weeks. Christina
Light is perhaps the best-drawn character in the book, she
isbeautiful, mysteriousin her origins, brilliant and capable of
any eccentricity of behaviour. James enjoyed her so much
that he put her into alater novel, The Princess Casamassima.

In Roderick Hudson James for the first time discovered
the novelist's perpetua problem—the precise method by
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whichlife, whichis flowing and continuous, may be cut into
lengths while retaining the illusion of continuity. In the
following quotation James considers this problem, and the
whole passage is worth quoting, since the thought it con-
tains underlies all his work.

Really, universdly, relations stop nowhere, and the ex-
quisite problem of the artist is eternally but to draw, by a
geometry of hisown, thecirclewithinwhich they shall happily
appear to do 0. Heisin the perpetual predicament that the
continuity of things is the whole matter, for him, of comedy
and tragedy ; that this continuity is never, by the soece of an
instant or an inch, broken, and that, to do anything at all, he
hes at once intensely to consult and intensely to ignoreit. All
of which will perhaps pess for a supersubtle way of pointing the
plain moral that ayoung embroiderer of the canvas of life soon
began to work in terror, fairly, of the vest expanse of that sur-
face, of the boundless number of its distinct perforations for
the needle, and of the tendency inherent in his many-coloured
flowers and figures to cover and consume as many as possible
of the little holes. The development of the flower, of the
figure, involved thus an immense counting of holes and a
careful sdection among them. That would have been, it
samed to him, a brave enough process, were it not the very
nature of the holes so to invite, to solicit, to persuade, to prac-
tise positively a thousand lures and deceits.  The prime effect
of so sudtained a system, so prepared a surface, is to lead on and
on; while the fascination of following resides by the same
token, in the presumability somewhere of a convenient, of a
visibly-appointed stopping place. Art would be essy indeed
if, by a fond power disposed to ' patronize' it, such con-
veniences, such simplifications, had been provided. We have,
as the cae dands, to invent and establish them, to arrive at
them by adifficult, dire process of selection and comparison, of
surrender and sacrifice. The very meaning of expertness is
acquired courage to brace one's self for the cruel criss from
the moment one sss it grimly loom.

The ' young embroiderer ' was James himself at the time
of hiswriting Roderick Hudson, and the methods by which
the immature James tackled the difficulties so well
st out above are interesting and amost successul. He
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could not put in everything, and mere elimination was too
simple an dternative. Instead he chose to have an ' obser-
ver ', aman not directly involved in the drama, but intensely
interested in it, a sendgtive mind through which the drama
may be seen ; in this way the illusion of completeness could
be kept while, in fact, arigid selection was being practised.
The observer is Rowland Mallet, Roderick's patron. James
constantly used this device, and although he used it better
than in Roderick Hudson, the plan modestly succesds  The
book is redistic and relations are made to gppear happily to
end. There is something of Bazac in the way James builds
up his characters, his situations, and all that appertains to his
characters in the given situations, by this pattern of acutely
observed details. Balzac, at this time, was Jamess avowed
master.

Roderick Hudson has blemishes, but altogether it is a fine
example of thetraditional novel, with awell-devel oped plot
and awealth of incidental action and colour ; everything is
clear, everything is logical, and in only one thing does
James depart from what was accepted at the time as the only
pattern for the novel. His unhappy ending was not liked,
and one of the ressons why his novels were never popular
was that he invariably chose a tragic ending. He aways
admitted that his novels were not designed to give his
readers ' agreeable aftertastes\

By 1881, when he published The Portrait of a Lady, James
had mastered the technique of the novel, and any blemishes
oeeed to be obvious. This novel has aways been recog-
nized as the best novel of the middle period, but of recent
years a school of thought has been active in claiming it as his
finest novel. A distinguished Cambridge critic, Mr. F. R.
Leavis, hes sad that ' something went wrong ' with Jdmes
as a novelist, and, not altogether convincingly, argues
that James was at his greatest during his middle period.

There are Americans in The Portrait of a Lady, but thein-
ternational situation is not a preoccupation. The heroineis
an American girl, Isobel Archer, perhaps the most perfectly
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realized of all Jamess heroines.  She is completely sympa-
thetic—beautiful, charming, and morally incorruptible,
without being a prig. Her creator describes her with the
words: * She spent half her time thinking of beauty, and
bravery, and magnanimity ; she had a fixed determination
to regard the world as a place of brightness, of free expan-
sion, of irresistible action. . . . She had an infinite hope
that she would never do anything wrong." In love with
her is Lord Warburton, who symbolizes Jamess idea of the
kind of English aristocrat who combines worldliness with
intelligence, awareness of his position with sensitivity.
Warburton and his world are shown to be admirable—no
satire even is used to make Isobel's rejection of it appear to
be anything more than it is, namely an instinct to ' find'
herself in her own world. Unlike Roderick Hudson
Europe will not ensnare her. But she aso rejects her other
suitor, a worthy New Englander called Caspar Goodwood.
Her world is not the rich provinciality of New England,
but what it is neither the reader nor she herself precisely
knows. This is the central motivation of the novel; she
is innocently ready for an insidious approach. This comes
in the form of Mme Merle and Gilbert Osmond, the former
afemme du monde who knows ' none but the best people’,
the latter an impoverished gentleman of great charm who
spends his days tending his collection of objets d'art in a
Florentine villa. Isobel fals in love with him, and the
Reader wonders how she is able to be taken in by a man
whose insincerity is so obviously not outweighed by his
charm. But it is a point of great subtlety in Jamess con-
ception of the novel that the reason is here vague, that
Isobel's goodness will not easily allow her to see defect, while
her innocence makes her an easy victim. For sheisliterally
a victim; Osmond and Mme Merle are lovers, and the
marriage has been arranged in order to provide their daugh-
ter Pansy with adowry. But, seeing only nobility in him,
Isobel is certain that she has at last found the world in which
she may develop without a radical change.
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Inevitably the great disillusion follows, se discovers all
the deceptions and redlizes the true character of her husband.
It isanimmense climax and James himself must have thought
long over the kind of actions which could possibly result
fromit. Itis the tes of her character ; her wish to behave
morally might force her to punish in any fit way these
people who have involved her in their schemes but her wish
to regard theworld with magnanimity may suggest forgive-
nes Shedoes, infact, leave her husband, and se learns that
Caspar Goodwood still wishes to marry her. Yet, deliber-
ately, quite conscioudly accepting her fate, she returns to
Osmond ; a woman, apparently made for nothing but
happiness condemns herself to alife which cannot be happy,
because de hes been made aware of ' what people most
know and suffer \  But that explanation does not entirely
satisfy and, indeed, no explanation of this strange action can
sisfy. Itisbest not to belogical, but to ask whether, in the
given circumstances, it is possble for a woman such as
Isobel to return to Osmond. James convinces one that thisis
agpecid cae and possible. 1t is only after the book has been
laid down that doubt comes and we start applying logical
reasoning to human behaviour. It is this delayed action
doubt which makes many readers wonder, after having
finished reading The Portrait of a Lady, whether it isasfine
a novel as they have imagined it to be during the actual
reading of it.

It was in this novel that James first completely broke
away from the traditional manner of novel-writing.
Roderick Hudson is a straightforward piece of story-telling,
but in The Portrait of a Lady he wrote, so to spesk, on two
planes; he told a story full of significant action almost
entirely in terms of the inner Hfe of his protagonists. This
method is more or less taken for granted by the modern
novelist, but in 1881 it was an unnoticed revolution of
technique. For this reason done The Portrait of a Lady
should be considered a book of great importance in the
history of the novel.
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It will be seen from the foregoing that what he called the
* international situation' was still present inJames's mind,
but it has been infinitely subtilized since the simple colours
of Roderick Hudson. Only in the lesser characters such as
Henrietta Stackpole, the American journalist, and Lord
Warburton are the differences between Europe and America
simply expressed. In Isobel herself we are conscious of no
particular country or continent (that, indeed, was her
trouble). Sheis a person naturally detached from the roots
of her own country. For this reason it is tempting to
imagine that James put much of himself into her—and an
argument could well be made out for this view. But
although the means are subtler James did show the same
relationship between America and Europe in this novel as
he had in Roderick Hudson; Isobel is an American and
innocent, Mme Merle and Osmond, the European and the
deracinated, teach her experience.

Five years after the publication of The Portrait of a Lady
James published The Bostonians and The Princess Casa-
massima, neither of which deal with the international situa-
tion. In 1890 he published The Tragic Muse, which is
almost entirely English in its setting and is, indeed, the most
completely * English' of all his novels. During the first
half of the nineties he was occupied with playwriting ; he
had always been fascinated by the stage, but he was not a
natural playwright and his dramatic career ended when his
Guy Donmville was mercilessly booed—although ten years
later he wrote some plays which were far better, but which
failed to reach the stage. In 1896 he brought out The Other
House, a novel adapted from the scenario of one of his plays.
The influence of the stage now became apparent in all his
work, in its economical construction and his awareness of
the dramatic effect of climax. He said himself that the
theatre had given him a * mastery of fundamental state-
ment ', and all his novels were henceforth preceded by ' a
really detailed scenario, intensely structural, intensely hinged
and jointed preliminary frame\



HENRY JAMES 21

The novels of this time mark the beginning of the cele-
brated * later manner' and they culminated in the publica-
tion of The Wings of the Dove (1902), The Ambassadors
(1903) and The Golden Bowl (1904). In these novels he
returned to the subject matter of the first period—the inter-
national sSituation—but with an entirely new equipment.
He was now more European than American and he was
aware that his knowledge of Americaand American lifewas
out of date. But he was, even 0, now ready to achieve his
ambition of appearing to write from a sort of detached
equipoise in mid-Atlantic. | have chosen to discuss The
Golden Bowl at length because it most easily reveds agpects
of James with which | am here dealing.

The protagonists of The Golden Bowl are Prince Amerigo,
an impoverished Italian who marries Maggie Verver, the
daughter of an American millionaire, for her money. This
convenient marriage is prevented from being atogether
distasteful by the fact that Amerigo admires and respects his
wife, and hes been brought up in a society where such
marriages are not immoral. Amerigo hes been the lover of
Maggie's great friend Charlotte Stant, but they both decide
that their liaison must end with the marriage. Maggie,
thinking of her father's loneliness, invites Charlotte and her
father to stay with them and, as she has hoped, Adam Verver
marries Charlotte. The two couples are constantly with
each other, and the delicate complications begin. Amerigo
and Charlotte vow never to give in to their passon, to be
entirely faithful. But at the very moment of this vow their
passion overcomes them : ' Then of a sudden, through this
tightened circle as at the issue of a narrow strait into the sa
beyond, everything broke up, broke down, gave way,
melted and mingled. Their lips sought their lips, their
pressure their response and their response their pressure;
with a violence that had sighed itself the next moment to
the longest and degpest dillnesses they passionately seded
their pledge’ Maggie is innocent of the situation se is
in; <he discovers it accidentally through the buying of a
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golden bow!| The shop-keeper visits her to tell her that
ghe has bought the bow! without knowing that it is cracked,
and goes on to tell her of the visit, long before, of a pair
of infatuated lovers who decided that a cracked bow! would
bring bad luck if given as awedding present. Maggie recog-
nizes Amerigo and Charlotte from the description of the
lovers, searches her married life for hints and suggestions
whose significance she has not realized, and for the first time
understands her situation. A friend visits her, hears the story,
and immediately smedes the golden bowl on the floor,
saying ' Whatever you meant by it—and | don't want to
know now—has ceased to exist'.  But the reader wonders
whether the fate of the bowl will be symbolical of the events
that follow. Maggie tells Amerigo that she knows every-
thing, but there is no great sene ; we are aware of the com-
plications, of the suspicion and the torment which is going
on in the minds of the quartet. But nothing is sad, the
intolerable atmosphere is suggested by an infinite weaving
of delicate threads.

All behave as civilized people of the world, determined
that an impulsive action shall not wreck their tenuous exis-
tence. A pattern of astonishing subtlety is drawn by James
which culminates logically in reconcihation. To understand
all is to forgive all—even if sacrifice is necessary, and it is
Maggie's sacrifice which makes Amerigo'sfinal love for her
possible.

This long novel is a complete study of the permutations
of the given situation ; apart from the four protagonists
there are no characters except an elderly couple who form
the 'observing, detached eye' which Jamess methods
demanded. Here, to a degree unimagined by the author of
Roderick Hudson or even of The Portrait of a Lady, life has
been shaped and moulded in order to describe a circle in
which ' relations’ may happily appear to end. Those who
do not admire the later manner attack it for precisely these
reasons, saying that life cannot be smoothed and moulded to
the extent which James found necessary. They accuse him
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of being more interested in his technique than in his charac-
ters or hisideas, more concerned with contriving a beautiful
shepe to his novel than with searching the human heart.
Even Jamess brother William, the philosopher, confessed
himself bemused by the later style.  While it is quite true
that these novels show an immense interest in technique |
cannot e that it is anything approaching a preoccupation.
Their characters are admittedly not drawn " in the round \
they are not luscious and juicy, but only because they are not
by nature luscious and juicy. They ae people of an
imagined, and, for James, an ideal sensibility, and whileitis
not likely that in life such people would find themsaves
involved together in asituation, such acriticism hes nothing
todowithart. One need not go asfar as saying with Gide
that' art only begins with the getting rid of Nature\ but a
glance at Aristotle provides the whole justification of the
later style: * The impossible, in general, isto bejustified by
referring cither to the end of poetry itself, or to what is be<,
or to opinion. For with respect to poetry, impossibilities,
rendered probable, are preferable to things improbable,
though possible. With respect ds0 to what is be, the
imitation of poetry should resemble the paintings of
Zeuxis; the example should be more perfect than nature'.

But to return to The Golden Bowl We have again the
familiar situation of Adam and Maggie, the pure innocents
who become experienced in the hands of the European,
Amerigo, and the mentally deracinated Charlotte. But, less
than in The Portrait of a Lady, is the America-Europe
relationship in the forefront of Jamess mind. It is amost as
iIf this relationship hes become inevitable, the unconsidered
accompaniment to so much of what he wrote. What,
then, is the * point of view ' of the novel ? | would sy
that James had no more portentous an intention than to
inquire minutely into the workings of four senstive minds
undergoing certain disturbances, and by inquiring minutely
into so small a phere of life to illuminate the whole. In
the process we are forced into considering the nature of
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passion, of sacrifice and resignation, of evil, of integrity and
innocence. So far from seeking to escape from life in his
later manner James was occupied with its very essence, and
he was able to express his fleeting views of this essence per-
haps more adequately than any novelist before him. In
order to express this glimpsed vision a new language was
needed, a language as elusive and as subtle as the things he
wished to express. To accuse James of perverseness in
forming his later style is entirely to misunderstand its pur-
pose ; the ideas, not the style, came first. This style was a
formidable weapon which he found himself able to master,
but almost as if he wishes to smile at himself he sometimes
abuses this mastery.  He goes too far, the commas multiply,
the parentheses burgeon one upon the other, and we begin
to think sympathetically of H. G. Wells's description of
James as ' a hippopotamus rolling a pea\ Thisis nowhere
better shown than in a letter to a friend, in 1912, thanking
him for the present of a suitcase :

. . . Bonne renommee vaut mieux que sac-de-voyage dore, and
though | may have had weskneses that have brought me a
little under public notice, my modest hold-all (which hes
accompanied me in most of my voyage through life) haes at
leedt, so far as | know, never fait jaser. . . . That you shouldn't
have counted the cost—to yourself—that is after all perhaps
conceivable (quo?a peine!) but that you shouldn't have counted
the cogt to me to whom it dls ruin : that ranks you with
those great lurid, though lovely, romantic and historic figures
and charmers who have scattered their affections and lavished
their favours only (ss it hes presently gopeared) to consume
and to destroy !

The vein is continued for another 300 words.

The later style, for all its complexity, isloquitive, that is
to say it is a ' spoken ' style. James, indeed, rarely actually
wrote in this style, since from 1896 onwards he cultivated
the habit of dictating to his secretary, after preparing a
complete scenario of the novel; the dictation was then
revised. And in normal socia life he tended to spesk in
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the same manner ; at dinner parties all conversation would
sometimes cease while hislong periods slowly and painfully
unwound themselves. Adjectives would be tried and dis-
carded one by one until the mot juste was at last found.

Throughout hislife Henry James wrote short stories, and
alarge proportion of his collected edition is devoted to the
best of these stories, which vary from the short anecdote to
the nouvelle. In aletter he once wrote that he delighted in
" deep-breathing economy and an organic form\ and, as
we have seen, the formal element was of first importance
to him. The word * economy', however, may sound
rather strange, coming from James;, his sentences have a
way of never seeming to end, and nearly all his novels are
very long. He means by economy that the structure of a
story or a novel should be free of irrelevance, and his own
dories have this quaHty. They explore a certain date of
mind, or a situation, in an attempt to present it complete ;
he rarely concerns himself with sub-plots, or with more
than one issue, and when one reads his notebooks one may
e that the ' idea for his stories usualy came in the form
of a short remark from a friend. The whole story was
contained, unexplored, in this remark.

Jamessfirst published work wasashort story, and many of
these early stories were republished after his death. It isnot
certain that James would have approved of this, ance they
are not stories of great merit. They are melodramatic and
lack all the psychological interest of the later work, and yet
thereisalwaysafascination in reading the prenticework of a
great writer. The Romance of Certain Old Clothes isamong
the better of these stories, and here, for the first time, appears
that great interest which James had in the supernatura—and
his desre to aly it with the natural. Probably the best
example of the early stories, The Last of the Valerii, is con-
cerned with asimilar aim. In this story the Count Valerio
discovers a Juno in the garden of his villa near Rome—a
datue of such beauty that he neglects his wife and spends his
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days contemplating her. Itisonly when theJunois buried
again that he can return to his wife. The supernatural is
not explicit here, but we are conscious of some pagan power
in this stone which acts on the mind of the count in a way
which is almost supernatural. Yet there is a straining to-
wards symbolism which does not wholly convince us that
the story is expressing some truth ; ultimately it seems to be
little more than a beautifully told ghost story—a piece of
' bugaboo', to use Jamess own word. The idea of aliving
creature falling in love with an image of beauty seems to
have fascinated him, and with a little courage one might
say that it symbolises his eventual departure from the
everyday world of reality into a sort of impossible, ideal
reality. Thereisan image of beauty in an early, and rather
absurd, story called Rose Agathe, in which an antique col-
lector rhapsodizes over the beauty of a hairdresser's wax
model, and will not rest until he has bought her. And in
The Special Type, a late story, Mrs. Dundene buys the
portrait of the man she loves but cannot have, saying, ' It
will be him for me. 1 shall live with it, keep it all to
mysdf.

The Last ofthe Valerii, except as a parable, has very little
to do with 'Ufe\ In his later years James pretended to
despise life—she was so stupid, so clumsy—nbut it is clear
that he never lost his interest in it. In his novel The
Ambassadors the hero, Lambert Strether, has allowed ' life'’
to pass him by ; one day he advises ayoung manto 'Live,
Live!" It needslittle imagination to see that thisisreally
James himself wondering whether it is better to contemplate
and understand life than to live it.

' The only reason for the existence of the novel is that it
should attempt to represent life', James once wrote, and
some critics feel that he ceased to obey this injunction as he

rcw older. Heknew that, once hispeople could no longer
erelated to thereal world, this sentence woul d have lost all
meaning for him. But his characters never lost their
reality, becoming well observed, living peoplemovingina
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poetic world. In his story The Bench of Desolation his pro-
tagonists are alower middle-class man and woman, Herbert
Dodd and Kate Cookham ; they are presented amost
photographically in their class—yet the idea of the story
and the dream-like atmosphere which James induces could
not be further from reality. The two are in love, but
through a misunderstanding each believes that the other has
ceased to love, and Herbert marries someone else. Kate
brings an action for breach of promise, and all Herbert's
money goesin settling the case.  Yearspass; heis unhappy,
having lost his wife and gone bankrupt; he takes to sitting
on a bench on the Marine Parade of a seasde town, where
he had once courted Kate. One day Kate approaches him
on the bench, and he learns that she has always loved him,
and that she has kept the money she won in the action,
knowing that one day he would need both it and her.

In this wonderful story James has not allowed ' clumsy
life to get at her stupidwork \  Outlined as an anecdote the
story seems false, a little absurd ; if there are people to be
found who act so idiotically why write about them ? Yet
James has transformed this material into a profound and
moving reflection on life and human nature—a particle of
truth is offered and accepted. A quotation from the end
of the story will show something of its quality. The
passion we are conscious of between the two ageing lovers
as they sit on the bench is suggested by that inarticulately
eloquent dialogue of which James is such a master. And
then, in the last sentence, there is the first physical touch :
' He leaned forward, dropping his elbows to his knees, and
pressing his head on his hands. So he stayed, saying
nothing ; only, with a sense of her own sustained, renewed
and wonderful action, knowing that an arm had been
passed round him and that he was held. She was beside
him on the bench of desolation/ It is remarkable how
affecting and deeply passionate those few quiet sentences
are.

| have been speaking here of the very serious stories,
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among which may dso be included The Altar of the Dead,
The Beast in the Jungle, and The Jolly Corner. The lighter
gtones, like The Beldonald Holbein, The Real Thing, or The
Velvet Glove, may not be so moving but their preoccupa-
tionsaresimilar. The Real Thing, for instance, isanironic
playing with the old theme of reality, in which an artist
discovers that he can draw his somes of high life better with
a servant girl and an orange vendor as models than with
Major and Mrs. Monarch, who ae indubitably the real
thing. The texture of the writing is simpler and the idea,
which is an allegory on Jamess own idess about art, need
not be taken too literally in its particular instance. It is
the genera truth which concerned him, and he means to
reveal an odd Sde to the artistic imagination.

James is like Proust and James Joyce in that he is one of
the most autobiographical of the great fiction writers. Not
that he used the actual eventsof hislifein hiswritinginmore
than a few instances; but that his mental life, his thoughts,
conflicts and emotions, found expression in hiswork. All
novelists, of course, do this to some extent, but in James one
is dways conscious of it. In The Middle Years he shows
that same sene of disappointment which he revealed more
strongly through Strether in The Ambassadors; he says of
Dcncombe, ' It had taken so much of his life to produce so
little art. The art had come, but it had come after every-
thing else/ There is, too, the idea of what ' might have
been' in TheJolly Corner, in which the expatriate Spencer
Brydon revigits his childhood homein New Y ork and s=s
his alter ego, as a kind of imagined ghost, a man * evil,
odious, blatant, vulgar', corrupted by a civilization from
which he himself has escaped i nto the tradition and gracious-
ness of Europe. We have considered something of the
complicated relationship between James and the country of
hisbirth ; this story may be taken as hisfinal feeling about
America, Snceit waswritten after the 1903 visit, following
which hewrote The American Scene.

The Next Timeis another autobiographical story, inwhich
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the hero is a serious novelist whose whole career has been a
sies of attempts to write a vulgar best-sdler ; each has no
more than a suoccess of eteem.  The story was written just
after Janess own attempt at popular success his assault
upon the theatre. In The Figure in the Carpet he describes
the search made for the hidden meaning in the works of a
fictitious novelist caled Hugh Vereker. The difference
between Vereker and James is that the solution to the riddle
of Vereker's meaning dies with him. No critic, it seems
hes entertained the awful thought that, unknown, Jamess
soret died with him ! The whole story appears to be an
allegory of the quest James intended to go on in the minds
of hisreaders.

There is a dde to James which is inherent in most of his
work, but which comes out plainly in the stories ; hisin-
ggence on the frustration of life, on the idea that in every-
body's life there is some significant thing which he has lost
or falled to achieve. * Life is dispiriting," he wrote in
Notes and Reviews, ' art isinspiring, and a story-teller who
ams at anything more than afleeting sucoess hes no right to
tell an ugly story unless he knows its beautiful counterpart.’
And | think it is true to sy that even in his ugliest stories
James usually manages to convey the beautiful counterpart
—30 that the necessary element of pity isintroduced to make
his an amost * tragic' view. To mention a few of the
subjects of his stories will show in what direction his mind
was preoccupied ; there is Paul Overt's discovery, in The
Lesson of the Master, that the man who hes advised him, for
the sske of his art, not to marry a certain girl, has taken the
opportunity to marry the girl himself; Herbert Dodd's
loss of a happy Hfe through a misunderstanding, Daisy
Miller's inability to know how to behave, ending in her
death ; there is Caroline Spencer, in Four Meetings, who,
having saved for the day when she will sse Europe, loses her
money on landing at Le Havre, and returns to America the
following day ; or of the painter Theobald, in The Madonna
of the Future, who never paints the masterpiece he constantly
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sxsinhisownmind . ..' Frustration's only life', says Den-
combe in The Middle Years.

The novels and the short stories form Jamess creative
work, but his output—nhis ' production ' as he liked to call
it—was not restricted to fiction. He was ajournalist, con-
tributing reviews of books and plays to Americanjournals,
as well as a foreign correspondent, sending long travel
letters with titles like A Roman Holiday or Florentine Notes ;
he was a serious critic of contemporary literature, and Mr.
Morris Roberts, in his book Henry James’ Criticism, places
himvery highasacritic; and he was aplaywright. From
the end of the eighties until the mid-nineties he wrote
little but plays, only two of which were produced. In
his correspondence he refers to his playwriting constantly
as if it were a game, through which he might make his
fortune and win wide popularity as well. But it was no
game ; he loved the theatre passionately, as his novel, The
Tragic Muse, shows, and the economy and perfection of
form which the stage demands suited his particular genius.
The American, adapted from his novel, had a moderate
auccess, although the notices were on the whole ' quite
awful', but it was not until the production of Guy Domville
that he realized the public woul d not take to his plays. Guy
Domuille is st in the eighteenth century and is about a
Catholicwho is prevented from becoming a priest by being
told that it is his duty to produce an heir, since he is the last
of the Domvilles. The London theatre of the time, used
to plays of an appalling crudity, would naturally not take
to such a subject and setting with ease, and when they heard
Jamess beautiful, but literary, dialogue they were not
impressed. The gallery booed at the end, and the play was
damned. The blow to James was great and he returned to
writing novels and short stories. But the urge to write
plays did not entirely leave him, and he wrote a few more,
though only one was performed at a matinee. One of these
plays, The Other House, hasacurioushistory. Itwaswritten
as a play-scenario, adapted as a novel in 1895, and the novel
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was adapted back into a play ten years later. It is a melo-
drama about a woman, Rose Armiger, who murders the
child of the man she loves in order to rdease him from his
death-bed promise to his wife that, for the sake of the child,
he will never marry again. It is without the 'literary '
flavour of the earlier plays, with good, brisk dialogue and a
mounting sne of horror which should be most effective
on the dage.

Asacritic of other writers his bes work is to be found in
French Poets and Novelists published in 1878. His literary
models, as a young man, had been the contemporary French
writers, and he included Turgeniev among these. In this
book he has his reservations about them, disliking the note
of immorality which he noticed in them, but even so he
would not have exchanged Madame Bovary for a novel of
George Eliot's, whose morality he admired. The realism
of the French novel appeded to him almost againgt his will
and he saysin one of his early stories," | have dways thought
the observant faculty a windy impostor so long as it refuses
to pocket pride and doff its bravery and crawl on all fours,
if need be, into the unilluminated corners and crannies of
life \ But he would never have carried this sort of thing to
Zolaesque lengths. In his essy The New Novel, published in
1914, he discusss the redlistic novels of such writersasH. G.
Wells, Arnold Bennett and Hugh Walpole ; here again he
indsts on the importance of observation, on a novelist's
power to ' saturate ' himself in the setting of his novel. But
that, he goes on to say, isnot all; it is only the preparation,
and itiswhat comes out of this, on alogic of itsown, which
decides the sucoess of the novel. It is interesting to sse how
constant Jamess attitude to his art hes been; in French
Poets and Novelists he reveds what he has learnt from them,
and in the later esssy he is advising another generation of
realistic novelists on the dangers of their path. It was H. G.
Wells, in particular, who resented this advice—and even
went so far as to parody Jamess style and attack him as an
artist in his book Boon.
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The Prefaces which James wrote to the Collected Edition
of hiswork, in which he turns his critical mind upon him-
«df, form his most important work of criticism. They are
written in his later style and there is no denying that they
are extremely difficult. All the super-subtle feelings which
went into the creation of his late novels are analysed and
discussed with detachment, yet, by their nature, the pre-
faces are only assmilable with an understanding and know-
ledge of the work to which they refer. They should be
read after reading the book.

There is no difficulty, however, in the travel ketches
which he published from time to time in book form, under
titles such as A Little Tour in France, Portraits of Places, or
Foreign Parts. Their exceptional charm isin the evocation
of place and atmosphere. He admits, with no trace of
shame, that he is an adorer of the ' picturesque ', by which
he does not mean a * picture-postcard’ view, but rather
the feeling by which a visual soene may produce associations
with the past. He was writing for an American audience,
and had no need to inhibit his Americanism, which un-
erringly led him to ' sentimental’ feelings about tradition
and the beauties of an ancient culture. But when writing
about art and architecture he shows himself to have a fine
visual sense, unspoilt by any pedantry. Itisnot uncommon
to come across sentences in these articles which stand as acute
art criticism ; his description of a Botticelli in the Pitti
Pdace, for ingance : '. . . a Madonna, chilled with tragic
prescience, laying a pae cheek againg that of a blighted
Infant'. In architectural appreciation, he says heis aways
of * the opinion of the last spesker \ but this is modesty ;
his appreciation may be unprofessiona but it is evocative in
the best sens=

James wrote three books of autobiography—A Small Boy
and Others, Notes of a Son and Brother and The Middle Years.
They are not autobiography in any strict sense although
their badc structure is in the form of a memoir. They are
written in the later style, and he chose to convey the' spirit®
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of his life by nuance and suggestion. A quotation from
The Middle Years will show his method: ' To return at
all across the years to the gates of the paradise of the larger
initiations is to be ever so tempted to pass them, to pushin
again and breathe the air of this, that and the other plot of
rising ground particularly associated, for memory and
gratitude, with die quickening process \

The collection of his Letters, in two volumes, gives a
more explicit idea of his life. They are the letters of a
charming, witty and kind-hearted man, and seem to flow
*warm from the heart and fresh from the occasion\
although he must have known that they would one day
appear in print and made sure that they should not shame
him. Perhaps to read the letters for an hour or two is as
good an introduction to James as any ; their mood varies
so constantly that all the facets of the man are eventually
revealed.

The lagt few years in England have ssen a grest revival of
interest in James. Like all great writers he went into
neglect some years after his death, but now most of his books
are again in print and collections of his unpublished work
occasionally appear. The popularity which he so longed
for during his life has at last come to him, but his direct
influence on the modern English novel is not very strong.
Virginia Woolf learnt something from his methods, and
Miss Elizabeth Bowen and Miss |. Compton Burnett owe
much to his technique. But he is a novelist whose effects
on literature are not easly ssen. He was years in advance
of his time in his psychological interest in his characters,
and, above all, it is in its psychological content that the
virtue of the modern novel may be found.
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Some Critical and Biographical Sudies:
THE NOVELS OF HENRY JAMES, by E. L. Cary, New York (1905).
The first critical book on Jamess work.

HENRY JAMES, by Rebecca West (1916).
A short, sharp and brilliant study.

HENRY JAMES: A CRITICAL STUDY, by Ford Madox Hueffer (1913)-
An interesting, hagiographical and not always reliable study.
THE METHOD OF HENRY JAMES, by Joseph Warren Beach, New
Haven (1918).
An excellent study of technique.
INSTIGATIONS, by Ezra Pound, New York (1920).
Contains an essay on James.

THE CRAFT OF FICTION, by Percy Lubbock (1921).
There are constant references to James throughout this work.

NOTES ON LIFE AND LETTERS, by Joseph Conrad (1921).
Contains an appreciation of James.
READERS AND WRITERS, by A. R. Orage (1922).
Contains an essay on James.
HENRY JAMES AT WORK, by Theodora Bosanquet (1924).
A portrait by Jamessamanuensis.
THE PILGRIMAGE OF HENRY JAMES, by Van Wyck Brooks, New
York (1925).
A study of James as an expatriate novelist.
THEORY AND PRACTICE | N HENRY JAMES, by Herbert L. Hughes,
Ann Arbor, Mich. (1925).
HENRY JAMES: MAN AND AUTHOR, by Pelham Edgar (1927).
A careful introduction to Jamess work.
THE SENSE OF GLORY, by Herbert Read (1929).
Contains an essay on James.

LES ANNES DRAMATIQUES, by L . Edel, Paris (1931).
The only full account of James as a playwright.

THE PREFACES OF HENRY JAMES, by L. Edel, Paris (1931).

PORTRAITS, by DesmondMacCarthy (1931).
Contains a portrait of James.

A BACKWARD GLANCE, by Edith Wharton, New York (1934).
Mrs. Wharton's autobiography, containing many references to
James.
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THE GEORGIAN LITERARY SCENE, by Frank Swinnerton (1935).
Contains an esssy on Janes called ' Artful Virtuosity \

THE THOUGHT AND CHARACTER OF HENRY JAMES by R. B. Perry,
2 vols., Boston (1935).

THE MODERN FABLES OF HENRY JAMES, by E. M. Snell, Cambridge,
Mass. (1935).

THE DESTRUCTIVE ELEMENT, by Stephen Spender (1935).
Contains essys on James.

THE TRIPLE THINKERS, by E. Wilson (1938).
Contains an essy caled ' The Ambiguity of Henry James |\

HENRY JAMES: VERSUCH EINER WURDIGUNG SEINER EIGENART, by
P. 1. Diffene (1939).
An appreciation of James privately printed in Germany.

HENRY JAMES: THE MAJOR PHASE, by F. O. Matthiessen (1944).
Studies the symbolism of the later novels.

THE LEGEND OF THE MASTER, edited by Simon Nowell Smith (1947).
An anthology of reminiscences of James

THE QUESTION OF HENRY JAMES, edited by R W. Dupee (1947).
A collection of essays by various hands.

THE JAMES FAMILY : A GROUP BIOGRAPHY, by F. O. Matthiessen
(1948).
A long book containing much new material.

THE GREAT TRADITION, by F. R. Leavis (1949).
Contains a study of James

Various books by Henry James, including The American, with an
Introductory note by Michael Swan, are available in the Chiltern
Library (Lehmann 86 net each). The Ambassadors and The Turn
of the Screw are available in Everyman's Library (4/6 net each). The
Awkward Age in the Novel Library (Hamish Hamilton 6/- net).
A Little Tour in France with an Introduction by Michael Swan is
pubHshed by Home and van Thai (15/- net). Portrait of a Lady
with an Introduction by Graham Greene is availablein the World's
Classcs (7/- net).  Rupert Hart-Davis publishes The Complete Plays
(30/-net) ; Fourteen Sories (15/-) ; The Scenic Art (21/- net) and
The Tragic Muse (15/- net). Other works of James gopear on his
list and on those of Messs. Macmillan, Sidgwick & Jackson, Eyre
& Spottiswoode, and the Oxford University Press
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INDEX OF SHORT STORIES

{Thetitlein bracketsrefersto the volume in which the story appears)

Abasement of the Northmores, The {The Soft Sde)

Adina{The Travelling Companions)

Altar of the Dead, The {Terminations)

Aspern Papers, The{The Aspern Papers)

At Isdla {Travelling Companions)

Author of ' Beltrarno'. The {Stories Revived)

Beedt in the Jungle, The {The Better Sort)

Beldonald Holbein, The (The Better Sort)

Bench of Desolation, The {The Finer Grain)

Benvolio{The Madonna of the Future and other Tales)

Birthplace, The{The Better Sort)

Broken Wings (The Better Sort)

Brooksmith (The Lesson of the Master)

Bundle of Letters, A (The Diary of a Man of Fifty and A Bundle of
Letters)

Chaperon, The (TheReal Thing and Other Tales)

Collaboration (The Private Life)

Cousin Maria (s Mrs. Temperlyin A London Life)

Covering End (The Two Magics)

Coxon Fund, The (Terminations)

Crapy Cornelia (The Finer Grain)

Daisy Miller (DaisyMiller)

Day of Days, A (Stories Revived)

Death of the Lion, The (Terminations)

De Grey : A Romance (Travelling Companions)

Diary of aMan of Fifty, The (The Madonna of the Future and Other
Tales)

Eugene Pickering (A Passionate Pilgrim)

* Europe’ (The Soft Sde)

Feces The (s The Two Facesin The Better Sort)

Figureinthe Carpet, The (Embarrassments)

Flickerbridge (The Better Sort)

Fordham Castle (Novelsand Tales, New Y ork Edition, Vol. XV 1)

FouDMeetings (Daisy Miller)

Friends of the Friends, The (s The Way it Camein Embarrassments)

Gabriellede Bergerac (Gabrielle de Bergerac)

Georgina's Reasons (Stories Revived)

Given Case, The (The Soft Sde)

Glassss (Embarrassments)
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Great Condition, The (The Soft Sde)

Great Good Place, The (The Soft Sde)

Greville Fane (The Real Thing and Other Tales)

Guest's Confession (Travelling Companions)

Impressions of a Cousin, The (Tales of Three Cities)

In the Cage (In the Cage)

International Episode, An (Daisy Miller)

Jersey Villas (as Sr Dominick Ferrand in The Real Thing and Other
Tales)

Jolly Corner, The (Novelsand Tales, New Y ork Edition, Vol . X V1)

John Delavoy (The Soft Sde)

Julia Bride (Julia Bride)

Lady Barbcrina (Tales of Three Cities)

Landscape Painter, A (Sories Revived)

Last of the Valerii, The (A Passionate Pilgrim and Other Tales)

Lesson of the Master, The (The Lesson of the Master)

Liar, The (/I London Life)

Light Man, A (Sories Revived)

London Life, A (A London Life)

LongstafF's Marriage (The Madonna of the Future and Other Tales)

Lord Bcaupre (The Private Life and Other Tales)

Louisa Pallant (The Aspem Papers)

Madame De Mauvcs (A Passionate Pilgrim and Other Tales)

Madonna of the Future, The (A Passionate Pilgrim and Other Tales)

Marriages, The (The Lesson of the Master)

Master Eustace (Stories Revived)

Maud-Evelyn (The Soft Sde)

Middle Years, The (Terminations)

Miss Gunton of Poughkeepsie (The Soft Sde)

Modern Warning, The (The Aspem Papers)

Mora Montravers (The Finer Grain)

Most Extraordinary Case, A (Stories Revived)

Mrs. Med win (The Better Sort)

Mrs. Tcmpcerlcy (A London Life)

New England Winter, A (Tales of Three Cities)

Next Time, The (Embarrassments)

Nona Vincent (The Real Thing and Other Tales)

Owen Wingrave (The Private Life)

Pandora (Stories Revived)

Papers, The (The Better Sort)

Passionate Pilgrim, A (A Passionate Pilgrim and Other Tales)

Pagte (The Soft Sde)
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Patagonia, The (A London Life)

Path of Duty, The (Stories Revived)

Pension Beaurepas, The (Washington Square)

Paint of View, The(The Siege of London)

Poor Richard (Stories Revived)

PrivateLife, The (ThePrivateLife)

Professor Fargo (Travelling Companions)

Pupil, The(TheLesson of the Master)

Real Right Thing, The (The Soft Sde)

Romance of Certain Old Clothes, The (A Passionate Pilgrim and
Other Tales)

Rose-Agathe (Stories Revived)

Round of Visits, A (The Finer Grain)

Segeof London, The(The Siegeof London)

Sr Dominick Ferrand (The Real Thingand Other Tales)

Sr Edmund Or me(TheL esson of theMaster)

Solution, The(TheLesson of theMaster)

Specid Type, The (The Better Sort)

Sory in It, The (The Better Sort)

Sweetheart of M. Brisieux, The (Travelling Companions)

Theodolinde (Stories Revived)

Third Person, The (The Soft Side)

Tone of Time, The (The Better Sort)

Travelling Companions (Travelling Companions)

Tree of Knowledge, The (The Soft Sde)

Turn of the Screw, The (The Two Magics)

Two Countries(@sTheModern Warningin The Aspern Papers)

Two Faoes The(TheBetter Sort)

TwoMagics The(The Two Magics)

Velvet Glove, The (The Finer Grain)

Vidts The(ThePrivateLife)

Watch and War d (Watch and Ward)

Way it Came, The (Embarrassments)

Wheel of Time, The (The Private Life)












