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movement may be traced in the Anthology," American journalism, to which

no parallel can be found anywhere, and the ballad in sham Scotch dialect,

which one of our most industrious writers® has recently proposed should be

made the basis for a final and unanimous effort on the part of our second-

rate poets to make themselves really romantic. Each new school, as it

appears, cries out against criticism, but it is to the critical faculty in man

that it owes its origin. The mere creative instinct does not innovate, but

reproduces.

Ernest. You have been talking of criticism as an essential part of the cre-

ative spirit, and I now fully accept your theory. But what of criticism outside

creation? I have a foolish habit of reading periodicals, and it seems to me

that most modern criticism is perfectly valueless. >

Gilbert. So is most modern creative work, also. Mediocrity weighing medi-

ocrity in the balance, and incompetence applauding its brother-that is the

spectacle which the artistic activity of England affords us from time to time.

And yet, I feel I am a little unfair in this matter. As a rule, the critics-I

speak, of course, of the higher class, of those, in fact, who write for the

sixpenny papers-are far more cultured than the people whose work they

are called upon to review. This is, indeed, only what one would expect, for

criticism demands infinitely more cultivation than creation does.

Ernest. Really?

Gilbert. Certainly. Anybody can write a three-volumed novel.* It merely

requires a complete ignorance of both life and literature. The difficulty that

I should fancy the reviewer feels is the difficulty of sustaining any standard.

Where there is no style a standard must be impossible. The poor reviewers

are apparently reduced to be the reporters of the police court of literature,

the chroniclers of the doings of the habitual criminals of art. It is sometimes

said of them that they do not read all through the works they are called upon

to criticise. They do not. Or at least they should not. If they did so, they

would become confirmed misanthropes; or, ifI may borrow a phrase from

one of the pretty Newnham graduates, confirmed womanthropes' for the

rest of their lives. Nor is it necessary. To know the vintage and quality of a

wine one need not drink the whole cask. It must be perfectly easy in half an

hour to say whether a book is worth anything or worth nothing. Ten minutes

are really sufficient, if one has the instinct for form. Who wants to wade

through a dull volume? One tastes it, and that is quite enough-more than

enough, I should imagine. I am aware that there are many honest workers

in painting as well as in literature who object to criticism entirely. They are

quite right. Their work stands in no intellectual relation to their age. It brings

us no new element of pleasure. It suggests no fresh departure of thought, or

passion, or beauty. It should not be spoken of. It should be left to the oblivion

that it deserves.

Ernest. But, my dear fellow-excuse me for interrupting you-you seem

to me to be allowing your passion for criticism to lead you a great deal too
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