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ARTICHOKES AND ASPARAGUS
' 'By H. E. BATES

IN RECENT YEARS it has become the fashion to
divide both exponents and devotees of the short story
into two camps, Maupassant fans on the one -side,
Tchehovites on the other. On the one side we are asked
to contemplate the decisive virtues of the clear, acid,
realistic straightforwardness of the F rench mind, which
tells a story with masterly simplicity and naturalism,
producing such masterpieces as Boule de Suif; on the
other hand we are asked to marvel at the workings of a
mind which saw life as it were 'obliquely, unobtrusively,
touching it almost by remote control, telling its stories
Y an apparently aimless arrangement of casual incidents
and producing such masterpieces as The Darling. From
one side emerges a certain derision for the peasant
vulgarity of the man who was preoccupied with the
fundamental passions ; from the other comes the tired

sneer for the man in whose stories nothing ever happens
EXCept conversations, the drinking of tea and vodka,
and an infinite number

of boring resolutions about the
soul and work that never gets done. To some,
Maupassant’s stories are dirty ; to others, Tchehov’s are
unintelligible. To some the Maupassant method of
story-telling is the method par excellence ; to others there

s nothing like Tchehov. This sort of faction even
found an €xponent in Mr. Somerset Maugham, who
devoted a large part of a preface to extolling Maupassant
at the expense of Tchehov, for no other reason
apparently than that he had found in Maupassant a
mocr)ed crllatural model and master.

as it may seem to the adherent of these two

H. E. BATES 5

jters, for
schools, there are many readers, as well }a'lslcv{vr;;cfrséqual
whom Tchehov and Maupassant are 1.ke .
affection and esteem. Among these‘dl i ee D e been
myself. 1 confess I cannot choose, an neVle Sreppe 1
able to choose, whether Boule de Suif O} ot
the finer story ; whether Mademoiselle Fifi A v
to The Party ; whether Maison Tellier is lgarned e
Ward No. 6. In admiring them all Ihhavzi1 a(; o mny
them almost equally. For me Tche }?Vt s e L none
lessons ; but it is significant to note tfa -
of them until 1 had learned others 1drc§rr; N der
T recall a period when both were he ! }?avé S o ha
the microscope, and in consequence o one
any sympathy with the mind that is entnus ot
buﬁtf impatient of the other. Mgch_of -thf:; fi e heis
and life bears an astonishing similarity 5 ottt
influence, almost equally powerful, has pen e fort
than that of any other two Wwriters p1_'aclt1s1i r;g e e
stoty in the world. Both were popular I v
time; both were held in sedate horror idy aould die
known as decent people. Tchehov, they SSE;l T holds
in a ditch, and it is notable that MalupalsCializing o the
a lurid place in the windows of shops sl;e LI s
sale of contraceptives; an interesﬁp% ;;gle o and an
technique which offers a stimulus wit |
nti i T. ,
am}l‘%fcﬁ?fgée?;: t%? Tchehov and Mal}gjisar?; ;‘;‘i‘r’l‘:
therefore, perhaps, been ov.erlaboureﬁ? 'inreal boint of
o much as that of technique. ~Their e by not
Ziﬁerenee is indeed fundamental, and ﬁzlsew e Forin
from what they did but from what 1: ‘ 1}; e ortant, but
the final analysis it is not the writer tna R echica
th: man : not the technician but the character.
2
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competence, even what appears to be revolutionacy
technical com

petence, can be, and in fact always is, in
Some way acquired ; and since writing is an artificial
process there is no such thing as a “ born writer *, The
technician responds to analysis, to certain tests of the
critical Iaboratory. The personality behind the
technician, imposing itself upon and shaping every
technical gesture and yet itself elusive of analysis, is the
thing for which there exists no abiding or common
formula. There is no sort of prescription which,

Owever remorselessly followed, will produce a pre-
conceived personality

Thus Tchehov and Maupassant, so alike in manz

things, are fundamentally worlds apart. Almost eac

point of similarity, indeed, throws into relief a corre-
sponding point of difference. Both for example sprang
from peasant stock ; both excelled in the delineation
of peasant types. But whereas Maupassant’s peasants
give the repeated impression of being an avaricious, hard,

logical, meanly passionate and highly suspicious race,
Tchehov’s give +

_ he impression of good-humoured
la.zmess, dreamy ignorance, kindliness, of being the
victims of fatalism, of not knowing quite what life is all
about, Again, a favourite theme of both writers was the
crushing or exploitation of a kindly, innocent man by a
woman of strong and remorseless personality ; in
Maupassant the woman would be relentlessly drawn,
sharp and heartless as glass; in Tchehov the woman
would be seen indirectly, through the eyes of a secondary,
softer personality, perhaps the man himself, Similarly
both liked to POrtray a certain type of weak, stupid,
thoughtless woman, a sort of yes-woman who can

unwittingly impose tragedy or happiness on others.
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. . : in Olenka
Maupassant had no patience with t_he t}EPe 5 d;} 2tien . e:
in The Darling, it is precisely a quality o tfiﬂ Whil';h gives
the judgment of the heart and not the tcela ,'tanding o
the story its effect of uncommon u'I:i ersorld e ing
radiance. Both writers knew a very wi elw - 2cants but
with a vast number of types; not only p lerks
] . hers government clerks,
aristocrats, artisans, school teachers, e ass. svaiters,
prostitutes, ladies of the bored mid }T_I(c:l < ioves,
doctors, lovers, priests, murderers, 'cnlor;nt,the very
; ery 1 )
artists, the very poor and the v 3’ ntgs business men,
rich and the very ignorant, stu de "\ so on. Their
lawyers, adolescents, the very old, al‘a of Manpassant
clientele was enormous ; yet the attitu e'on constantly,
towards that clientele gives the 1mPrte:: 1 s,y mpathy ate
. r: his interes i
of being that of a lawyer ; his mtt d; the impression 18
detached, cold, ob)ectryely direc ed, rofully sirmulate d
often that: in Spite of his em?rgy- an Ca. not SOmething
interest, he is really wondering if thes:dlzcible? Has the
he can gkt out of it. Is the woman for Maupassant to
an money ? It is not uncommon Ior despising
Taugh at s people, or to give the impression of hat they
aughn a s . a
the%n, both effects being slightly ‘r‘e-peuen't.el \txfrleir own
are doing,” he seems to say, “is enfir y.he are”
responsibility. 1 only present theth oy identifying
Tchehov, on the other hand, without ¢ anyunobtrusive
himself with his characters, som}?lmizs g; no means the
ibili is
way assumes responsibility. doctor—very naturally,
attitude of the lawyer, but of the O:dicine__holding the
since his first profession was m His receptivity, his
patient’s hand by the bedside. . 1Sorm0us- 3% his
capacity for compassion, are ‘1‘) (;t krf:W what they are
characters he seems to say, + how did they come
doing is their own responsibility. Bu
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to this, how did it happen ? There may be some trivial
thing.” That triviality, discovered, held for a momentin
the light, is the key to Tchehov’s emotional solution.
In Maupassant’s case the importance of that key would
have been inexactly driven home ; but as we turn to ask
of Tchehov if we have caught his meaning correctly, it
is to discover that we must answer that question for

ourselves—for Tchehov has gone.
Inquisitiveness, the tireless exercise of a sublime
curiosity about human affairs, is one of the foremost
essentials of the writer. Itisa gift which both Maupassant
and Tchehoy possessed in abundance. But both
possessed, in a very fine degree, a second dominant
quality, a sort of corrective which may be defined as a
refined sense of impatience. One of the directest results
of Inquisitiveness is garrulity; perhaps the worst of
Society’s minor parasites are not nosey-parkers, but
those who will not stop talking. Few writers bave a
sense of personal impatience with their own voice,
but' 1t was a sixth sense to Maupassant and Tchehov,
as It 1s in some degree to every short story writer
of importance at all. Both knew to perfection when they
had said enough; an acute instinct eternally reminded
them of the fatal tedium of explanation, of going
on @ second too long. In Tchehoy this sense of
impatience, almost a fear, caused him frequently to
;t&gvi SIIJlfi:: kll:g,.as 1t were, in mid-air. It was this which
raving theSrC;ngs an air of remaining unﬁn%shed,_ of
on ek ader to his own explanations, of imposing
Story’s end a note of suspense so abrupt and

yet refined that j
of delayed shoacl:tk,lt produced on the reader an effect

Itis very unlikely, of course, that Tchehov was wholly
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unaware of this gift, or that he did not use it consciously.
Yet if writers are only partly conscious of tl?e means by
which they create their effects, as it seems fairly ‘obv1ou,s
they are, then what appears to be one of Tchehov’s
supreme technical gifts may only be the n_atural mani-
festation of something in the man. From his letters you
get the impression that Tchehov was a man of the highest

intelligence, personal charm, and sensibility, a man who

was extremely wise and patient with the failings of others
but who above all hated the thought of boring others by
the imposition of his own personality. Most of his life
he was a sick man, deprived for long intervals of the
intellectual stimulus and gaiety he loved so much, yet
he never gives an impression of self-pity but rather of
self-effacement.  He was beautifully modest about
himself and * during the last six years of his l}fe——-
growing weaker in body and stronger in spirit, taking a
marvellously simple, wise, and beautiful attitude to his
bodily dissolution, because ‘ God has put a bacillus
into me’ .1 Contrast that quality with the story -of
Maupassant who, at the height of his success, used
ostentatiously to bank his large weekly cheque at 2
certain provincial bank, holding it so that those at his
elbow might not miss the size of the amount.
Tchehov’s charm, the light balance of his mind and
his natural gift of corrective impatience were bound to
be reflected in the style he used, and it is 1m_po§31blq tlo
imagine Tchehov writing in that heavy, 1nd1gest111_) }El:
cold-pork fashion so characteristic of much Engozls
fiction of his own day. In describing the countryside,
the scenery, the weather, for example, Tchehov again

Y Intro.: Letters of Anton Paviovitch Tchehov to Olga Knijper, trans.
Constance Garnett,
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exhibits a natural impatience with the obvious prevailing
mode of scenic description ; in his letters he shows this
to be a conscious impatience, and condemns what he
calls anthropomorphism—* the frequent personification
- « - When the sea breathes, the sky gazes, the steppe barks,
Nature whispers, speaks, mourns, and so on . . . Beauty
and expressiveness in Nature are attained only by
simplicity, by some such simple phrase as ‘ The sun
set’, ‘It was dark’, ‘It began to rain’, and so on.”?
To Maupassant the necessity of creating effects by the
use of the most natural simplicity must also have been
obvious. In that sense, perhaps more than any other,
Maupassant and Tchehov are much alike. Both are
masters in what might be called the art of distillation, of
compressing into the fewest, clearest possible syllables
the spirit and essence of a scene. Both were capable in a
very fine degree of a highly sensuous reaction to place.
Both, more important still, were capable of transmitting
it to the page. ‘

. The tall grass, among which the vellow dandelions rose up
like streaks of yellow light, was of a vivid fresh spring green.”

Beyond the poplar stretches of wheat extended lik= a bright
yellow carpet from the road to the top of the hills.”

. Of .these two descriptions, so simple and yet so vivid
pictorially and atmospherically, each creating its effect
in the same number of words, it would be hard to say at
random which was Tchehov and which Maupassant.
The effect in both is beautifully and swiftly transmitted 3

no fus% no grandiose staying of the scene, no elaborate
signalling that the reader is about to be the victim of

a description of nature. The words are clear, warm,
shining,

1
Letters of Anton Tehehov, trans. Constance Garnett.
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Contrast their effect with what Mr. E. M. Forster has
called “Scott’s laborious mountains and cal;‘,efully
scooped out glens and carefully ruin§d ab})eys ,1 or
with Hardy, who was writing side by side with Maupas-
sant and Tchehov, as he struggles for six pages to convey
the gloomy impression of Egdon Heath — .

“ ich returned upon the memory of those
WhoIltoxilS i: :vl:to}f Xxh:;};ect of pecuﬁar and kindly congruity.

il i i is, for they
Smiling champaigns of flowers and fruit hardly do this,
are pe%manenlzlygharmonious only with the existence of better

s . (24
reputation as to its issues than the present.

What are we listening to P—for it is clea.r at once :hat
we are listening and not looking—a2 guide-book ¢ a
sermon? a windy report? Hardy is not pamnﬁlg a
picture, but is talking about what hg smc;erely_ bi : e;rlfs
to be a description of a picture. His failure is hig ly
pompous, entirely uninstruct_we and unconsc;oustzr)
amusing. 1t is not even the failure of a man tr‘YI?gthe
paint a small canvas with a whitewash b;ush ; itis th
failure of a man trying to paint a picture with a d1ct1'cinary%

Neither Maupassant nor Tchehov was ever gul tg f[)h
this mistake ; neither was a dictiona}*y mat. F}rlom kz !
one gets the impression that they might ne:verh ave : Ef
such a thing as a dictionary in the house. The (sityd %
both conforms consistently to a beautiful stan allf o
simplicity—direct, apparently artless, somet1mei ?trrix;) t
childlike, but never superf}cml. In Mag;{?\ssan Al
simplicity that is brittle, swift, logical, brilliant, as e bar
asa gem ; in Tchehov itis clear, casual, converr ona é
sketchy, and delicate as lace. Both, hﬁwewt/ﬁe, e
capable of genuine elaboration, as anc.l when B e
demanded it, so that both are masters in n0t OBl

1 E. M. Forster: Aspects of the Novel.
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range of subjects, moods, and pictures, but of forms also,
In such stories as The Steppe, Ward No. 6, The Black
Monk, Yvette, The Siory of a Farm Girl, they are
masters of the longer story; at the same time both
brought to the very short sketch, the significant
impressionistic trifle of a few pages, an artistry it had
never known.

It is indisputable that both were great writers, but if
we look for a common and insistent characteristic, or
lack of one, which sets them apart from English writets
of their own time, we are faced with the fact that they
were not gentlemen. In further discussing Scott, M.
Forster makes the point that he lacks passion and

only has a temperate heart and gentlemanly feelings .
But if there is one thing that Maupassant and Tchehov
possess, though in highly contrasting forms, it is passion ;
and if there was one condition which neither imposed
on their work it is gentlemanly feelings. To the English
novel a certain moral attitude, or at very least the
recognition of the governing force of morality, has
alwayg seemed indispensable. One of its most luscious
<rops is that of the bitter fruits of sin. Not until Samuel
Butler turned up, with The W ay of All Flesh, had any
wiiter of the nineteenth century the co ’ t
that the fruits of sin are m¢ fy oy Dl
indeed, Mooy pe ore often than not very pleasant
truck with e L a}tllpassa.nt nor Tchehov had much
or their chas ot dechr'xed to entangle themselves
temporey mzctelys in the coils of an'artificial and con-

rroa] rality ; both set down life and people as

Yy as possible as they saw them inful

Pleasant or revoltin admirab] o, fecline thas
that Drocese neede%’ : tll1r e or vicious, feeling that
To the old, ol o neither explanation or apology.

) cism that such a process produced a

Lo
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literature that was disgusting Tchehov rightly and
properly replied, * No literature can outdo real life in
its cynicism > ; and went on :—

“To a chemist nothing on earth is unclean. A writer must be
as objective as a chemist, he must lay aside his personal subjective
standpoint and must understand that muck-heaps play a very
respectable part in the landscape, and that the inherent passions
are as inherent as the good ones.” :

In short, all life is the writer’s province; never mind
about gentlemanly feelings: a view with which
Maupassant, it is quite clear, would have been in firm
and complete agreement. Like Burns, indeed, Maupas-
sant and Tchehov pleaded for the acceptance of human
frailty as a condition of their work—the acceptance of
the fact that, as Mr. Edward Garnett pointed out,
“ people cannot be other than what they are.” * In allof
what he had to say about this frailty Tchehov was never
cynical; he brought to it qualities of tenderness,
patience, a kind of humorously wise understanding, and
what has been described as ¢ candour of soul ”, a qual}ty
which, it has been suggested, was by no means exclusive
to Tehehov but was a virtue common to all the greatest
Russan writers from Pushkin down to Gorki.
Maupassant had none of that Russian candour of soul7
but rather excelled in candour of mind. Where he was
¢ynical, Tchehov was merely sceptical, and what
Tchehoy was teally remarkable for, it seems 0 M,
was not so much candour of soul as greatness of heart.

Mr. Middleton Murry has called it, rather characteristic-
ally perhaps, pureness of heart—* and m'that, he says%
“ though we dare not analyse it further lies the secret 0

1 Bdward Gamett : Tshehov and His Art from Friday Nights (Cape)-
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his greatness as a writer and his present importance to
ourselves.” 1 ‘

This was written twenty years ago, when Tchehov’s
extreme modernity could also inspire Mr. Murry to
remark that *“ to-day we begin to perceive how intimately
Tchehov belongs to us; to-morrow we may feel how

Jnfinitely he is in advance of us*.? To-day Tchehov
stgll exercises a vital influence on the short story, and
still, in many ways, seems more in advance of us than
almost any other exponent of it, including Maupassant.
It seems remarkable, for example, that Tchehov was at
work when Bret Harte was at work, and died indeed only
two years after him. Does the author of Mliss exercise a
powerful influence on contemporary thought or writing,
tO-'dayP Does he seem modern? Yet the work of
writers, once printed, does not change. The words that
Bret Harte and Tchehov put down on the page in 1896,
for example, are the words that still appear on the page
to-day. Yet something has changed, obviously very
tadically and very drastically, and if that something is
not the work it can only be the standards, the judgment
and the world of those who read the work. Time is the
lnexorgb.le acid test. In a few years it eats away the
meretricious exterior veneer of writers like Bret Harte,
Wh.O thereafter go through a rapid process known as
dating, and yet leaves the delicate surfaces of such writers
as Turgenev, Sarah Orne J ewett, Tchehov, Maupassant,
an‘d. S0 on, untouched. Time knows no.standards of
crticism, and yet is the definitive test. “ If a man writes
clearly enough,” says Hemingway, “anyone can see if
he fakes.” 2 Exactly : if there is a subtler kind of faking

: %b iY(\i!ﬁdvdleton Mtamizy Aspects of Literature (Collins). )

. tnest Hemingway : * Death in the Afternoon.
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it is simply a question of time, as Hemingway goes on
to point out, before the fake is discovered. So after all,
perhaps, the so-called modernity of Tchehov, and for
that matter of Maupassant too, has nothing to do with
pureness of heart. It has nothing to do with technique,
except in so far as technique is another word for
control. It arises pethaps from something very old,
very simple and yet not at all simple of achievement:
the setting down of the picture as you see it and feel it,
without tricks or sham or fake, so that it never
appears out-dated by fashion or taste but remains the
truth, or at least some part of the truth, for as long as -
the truth can matter.
Both Maupassant and Tchehov strove for that result ;
both achieved it with a remarkable degree of success.
The artist who fakes must initially regard his audience
with some kind of contempt which is inseparable from
any such attitude as  wrapping it up so that the fools
don't know it”. Neither Maupassant nor Tchehov
wrote for an audience of fools ; neither did any wrapping
up—rather the contrary. Yet if We_l_ook for a strong
point of difference between them it is that Tchehov's
estimation of his audience rose a shade or two higher
than Maupassant’s. Tchehov, taking it for granted that
his audience could fill in the detail and even colour of a
partially stated picture, wrote consistently on a fine 1$e
of implication. Maupassant rather tended to ﬁlll}n e
picture ; his natural distrust of humanity’s intel 1gen}cle
inevitably extended to his readers. In consequence €
is more direct ; the colours are filled in; his points are
clearly made; the reader is left far less to hlls QW?
devices. Maupassant seems to Say, 1D the O%chﬁ
economical way of a French peasant, having gone
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the trouble to prepare the ingredients and make the dish,
T’ll see that the eating of it isn’t left to chance.” Tchehov,
on the other hand, walks out before the end of the meal,
completely confident in the intelligence and ability of his
reader to finish things for himself.
This, of course, is entirely responsible for the most
constant of criticisms of Tchehov—that nothing ever
happens. The truth is that always, in Tchehov, a great
deal happens : not always on the page or during the
scene or during the present. Events or happenings are
implied ; they happen “off”’; they are hinted at, not
stated ; most important of all, they go on happening
after the story has ended. The reader who complains
that nothing happens is in reality uttering a criticism of
himself; the “nothing happens ” is unfortunately in
his own mind. Tchehov has supplied certain apparently
trivial outlines which, if correctly filled in, will yield a
picture of substance and depth, and has done the reader
the honour of believing that he is petceptive enough to
fill in the very substance that is not stated. Each reader
will fill in more or less of the picture, according to the
measure of his own perception and sensibility. But the
man who can fill in nothing and then hurls back to
Tchehov the charge that nothing ever happens . is

simply turning Tchehov’s generous estimate of himself
1nto an insult,

Tchehov, in fact, places immense ‘responsibility on
the reader.

reacer. Gifted with a finely graduated measure of
se,t]‘ISIblhtY’. perception, and understanding, the reader
will not fail, But where sensibility is dead and the reader
cursed by , kind of short-sightedness the charge of
au%reyngss and ““nothing ever happens” is bound
omatically to follow. Tchehov’s method is therefore

n
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a risky one, partly because what Tchehov supplies is 2
negative that needs an equal positive to give it life, and
the chances are that it may never get that positive ; and
partly for another reason. Supposing Tchehov’s exposure
to have been wrongly done, too seriously for example,
and supposing the reader offers a response that is not
seriously conceived ? In a moment Tchehov’s serious
beautiful picture produces exactly the reverse of
Tchehov's intention ; it evokes, and is destroyed by,
laughter. .
This is the risk Tchehov ran in hundreds of stories.
As a perfectly conscious writer he recognized it and
insulated himself against it in the only possible way, by
his own sense of humour. Ina preface to Ernest Heming-~
way’s Torrents of Spring, a parody of Sherwood Ander-
son, Mr. David Garnett* remarks how Anderson, in
Dark Laughter, pushed his style to a degree of over-
simplified affectation that produced an effect entirely
opposite to the serious one intended. Even to Heming-
way, at that time something of a devotee of Anderson,
Dark Laughter was altogether too much. To arody
it was the only corrective Hemingway could apply, and
to do so was, in one way, a courageous thing, for in
parodying Anderson Hemingway was also parodying
himself. But it was better to have done that consc1ou§ly,
as Hemingway well knew, than to haye gone on doing
it unconsciously for the rest of his life. X
Tchehov, of course, could be parodied, and no douht
could have parodied himself. Parpdy is one qf dt e
rewards of the highly individual writer. Self-applie f"it
is a corrective. To a tragic view of life (which he felt
that no Literature could outdo in cynicism) Tchehov was
1 Intro, Torrents of Spring by Emest Hemingway (Cape).




18 ARTICHOKES AND ASPARAGUS

fortunate enough to be able to a

in the form of humour, Beginning as an author of
comic §ketches written for funny papers, Tchehov was
only vc_/lth some difﬁculty persuaded by Grignovitch to
take himself and hjg work more seriously. Luckily he
never learnt that Jesson thoroughly, and throughout his
work the sly glance of corrective humour keeps breaking
in. Tohehov, indeed, might be studied as a humorist,
He delights in the farcical situation, the burlesque of life ;
he loves to play skittles with pomposity, dignity, and the
top-heaviness of mankind generally ; he adores the
Opportunity for discovering that the most impressive
characters in life often wear false noses. Yet this humour
1S never mean ; throughout the whole of Tchehov- there
Is not an echo of 3 single vinegary sneer. The qualities
also colour his humorous view of it; charitableness,
compassion, gentle irony, a kind of patient detachment,
Tchehov had no judgment to pass, through either
umour or tragedy, on the most ridiculous or the most
;lepraved of his fellow-men. In the face of the appalling
forces that shape lives Tchehov offered no condemna-
ton. He seems rather to have felt that it was remarkable
that mankind emerged as well as it did,
. xAle compared wi.th Maupassant, Tchehov will always,
think, seem the slightly more “ advanced > and difficult
writer. Maupassant, guided by more logical forces, left
nothing to chance, Like all writers working within .
as fully aware of the value of a
By implying something, rather than
that s ot T saves words, but he also runs the risk
h Ilnp \cation may never get home. That risk,
a very logical French Way, Maupassant was less pre-
Pared 1o take thap Tchehov. His pictures are more

pply a constant corrective

I
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solidly built up ; he knows that faces, act1(%ns, {nkl{:lrrlme;rsé
even the movements of hands and ways of Wi th%lt e
the first keys to human character ; in addition to e
takes a sensuous delight in physical ;hﬁpei’ofr -yyou
response, physical beauty, ugh.ness and ﬁ ava wo’rld g
can see that nothing delights him so much as e
flesh and trees, clothes and food,'leaves a?l o wa;
in describing such things, as he did so v;::it; i
partially satisfying his own sensuous al;pdescr.i o
fact gives his every material and physica peser fp lon &
profound flavour. When Maupassant ta sCl o sweat
you not only see sweat but you feel 1‘2 anc e ;
when he describes a voluptuous and se1 ugl\lfii Troman
the page itself seems to quiver and pu se;l ehebor
strong flesh. He knew, far better even tha el
which words time and association have mos A
saturated with colour, scent, taste, anlf osgleerégge o
emotional suggestion, and it is that I}citute on:a S
instinet, and his skilful use of it, that cons
his most powerful attributes as a wnter.l 1 always
For these reasons Maupassant’s appe:li Wld bl
be more direct and immediate, less subtle ar:o e
than Tchehov’s. He Wi}l always agpe:f o order of
greater story-teller, working as he i)e o even if 2
hysical, emotional, and spiritual appﬁa ¢ 2 Mapassant
reader should miss the spiritual touch o 3 implieation,
story, and even the subtlest of its emoul?lnremain o give
the physical character of the story Wfou e ho has
him a pleasure comparable to that of a W
nothing to offer but physicy beau;/{- assant intended.
This is not, of course, quite as Maup

i -ordinated as one
For a Maupassant story is as closely co orjklltéi ed 28 o0
of Tchehov ; its ingredients cannot OF
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EEI:S; O;;usgigfman;i ksampled to the exclusion of
and leaye tho wn p CI out the‘ choice morsels of sex
cruclty, decelt p safgan_t umps of inhumanity, meanness,
of the 1’\4 - as,s an f;Im.ty which are so important a part
thing to impl ant o 1ermg. Maupassant, too, had some-
ol thr hphgf as well as something to state. One sees
and jea] ogu . $ EVO{k how money and passion, avarice
i dominat}irr’l pl }gmal beauty and physical suffering,
icentious, ot g'lc? uences.  Humanity is mad, greedy,
inorediy ’exaﬁpji > but beautiful ; incredibly base but
was struc}1,< b ih. Maupgssant, even more than Tchehov,
'—-COntradictiz e Eil]\fvful irony of human contradictions
of himedlf i Izshw ich were so much an integral part
humaniry wi; ; elcould not help hating and loving
the forcz " thequa strengyh._ In his attitude to women
way and thor, + esehcontrad1ct10ns sways him first one
ey are ma nifIiwt er. Women may be prostitutes, but
uf they aregalsocin‘t’ }';13 in Boule de Suif; they are rich
ey are beauiif 11'“13) es; they are poor but generous ;
deceitf] : o "° Dut mean; they are divine but
Virgins, o in lefr m;}; be farm-girls or lonely English
and Stu>P id the;ﬁi’l aVc:irlr)zez, but they are at once pitiable
an (11; ﬁlas, even emptier iig?til.ll bodies but empty heads
MauPa:SaE:eiI;z Sﬁld c;hat Flaubert, by taking the young
Writer. Does gl and, ruined for ever a great popular
ik it dar 1\2 statement %)ezjtr examination ? I hardly
than his mas'ter, alle?sasaszn;,e;ihlst e s more prolific
etac ) ete, more inventive, less
aPhro}ileigi.acT;)ti?rllni words and humanity were a kind of
Many 2 May ass: itmg fapid cycles of creative passion.
e tesult o fpsomrel thirtlory gtves the impression of being
§ orgasmic. This force in him,
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working unchecked by others, might have resulted in 2
tenth-rate sex-romanticist. Fortunately, it was checlfed
by others. It was checked by the two things which
combine perhaps mote than any others to prevent a
writer from attaining the junk status of twopenny-
library popularity ; remorseless clarity of vision an
equally remorseless integrity of mind. Whatever else
stimulated Maupassant, these forces governed him.
They struck out of his work any possibility of fake, but
equally they removed from it any possib111ty.of mpral
attitude. Maupassant, of course, has been stigmatized
by successive generations of the sewing-class as highly
immoral. But it is the fact that he was amoral kept him
from entering the most palatial spaces of popular
approval and acceptance. L.
Maupassant and Tchehov, indeed, are ahkt‘a‘ in
this: they are not part of the popular stream, the
great tedious onrush”, as Mr. E. M. Forster says of
history. Great though they are, they must always be,
unless humanity shows some startling signs of change,
part of a movement that is small if measured by.ths vast
standard of popular demand. * There is a public, Sald
Tchehov, “ which eats salt beef and horse-radish sauce
with relish, and does not care for artichokes and
asparagus.” To that public the flavour of The Darling
and in a slightly less degree Maison Tellier, must always
remain, unfortunately, something of a mystery.
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