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Editor’s Note

This book gathers together a representative selection of the best criticism
available upon the major writers of fiction in eighteenth-century Great
Britain. It includes essays on Jonathan Swift and Dr. Johnson, who are
only marginally authors of fictional narrative, since Gulliver’s Travels and
Rasselas cannot be neglected, as well as one on Jane Austen, who can be
regarded as belonging to the Romantic era. Her Mansfield Park is treated
here, however, from an eighteenth-century (feminist) perspective. I am
grateful to Christina Biicchmann for her erudition and judgment in helping
me to edit this volume.

My introduction considers most of these writers as varied chroniclers
of the vexed fortunes of the Protestant will. Martin Price reads Defoe’s
novels as the ebb and flow of creatures “of mixed and unstable motives,”
held within the literary context of the triumph of realism. Patrick Reilly
considers Gulliver and Swift, both ““displaced”” persons attempting to cope
with their environments.

The development of novelistic form from Defoe’s Moll Flanders to Rich-
ardson’s Pamela is examined by Ralph W. Rader. John J. Richetti analyzes
the dramatic power of Richardson in Clarissa, while Mary Poovey contrasts
the hope of heaven in Clarissa and Tom Jones.

Fielding’s Joseph Andrews is seen by Mark Spilka as a resolution of major
passions through benevolent humor, a view consonant with that of Ian
Watt in his study of Tom Jones, which he judges to be the product of “a
responsible wisdom about human affairs.” A loving appreciation of Rasselas
by a great Johnsonian, W. K. Wimsatt, is written very much in the spirit
of Johnson’s own tale.

Studying Romantic irony, Lilian R. Furst finds one of the instances of
its triumph in Tristram Shandy, where it is “captured with bewildering
brilliance.” In a witty ““digression’” on Tristram Shandy, Leopold Damrosch,

vit
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Jr., insists that Sterne resists skepticism in the name of a movingly imperfect
solipsism.

Smollett’s balance of joyous play with the larger claims of existence is
traced in his modification of the picaresque mode by Philip Stevick. Com-
paring Smollett to Richardson and Fielding, Jerry C. Beasley shows how
each novelist revised private experience into public history. James H. Leh-
mann traces the effect of Bishop Lowth’s secularized and “Orientalized”
readings of the Hebrew Bible upon Goldsmith’s use of the Book of Job as
a model for his Vicar of Wakefield.

Fanny Burney’s novels are examined by Edward W. Copeland in terms
of the economic realities of middle-class women with fixed incomes in the
concluding years of the eighteenth century. The Gothic mode in Horace
Walpole, Mrs. Radcliffe, and Monk Lewis is analyzed by Howard Anderson
through a consideration of its heroes, who attempt to transcend a past that
encloses them. In this volume’s concluding essay, Margaret Kirkham reads
Mansfield Park as a work of early feminist irony, set gently but firmly against
the dying world of late eighteenth-century England.
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Introduction

Of his prayers and the like we take no account, since they are a source of
pleasure to him, and he looks upon them as so much recreation,
—KARL MARX on Robinson Crusoe

I got so tired of the very colors!

One day I dyed a baby goat bright red

with my berries, just to see

something a little different.

And then his mother wouldn’t recognize him.
—ELIZABETH BISHOP, “Crusoe in England”

I

Had Karl Marx written Robinson Crusoe, it would have had even more moral
vigor, but at the expense of the image of freedom it still provides for us.
Had Elizabeth Bishop composed it, Defoe’s narrative would have been
enhanced as image and as impulse, but at the expense of its Puritan plain-
ness, its persuasive search for some evidences of redemption. Certainly
one of Defoe’s novelistic virtues is precisely what Ian Watt and Martin Price
have emphasized it to be; the puzzles of daily moral choice are omnipresent.
Robinson Crusoe and Moll Flanders are human—all-too-human—and suf-
fer what Calvin and Freud alike regarded as the economics of the spirit.

Defoe comes so early in the development of the modern novel as a
literary form that there is always a temptation to historicize rather than to
read him. But historicisms old and new are poor substitutes for reading,
and I do not find it useful to place Robinson Crusoe and Moll Flanders in their
contemporary context when I reread them, as I have just done. lan Watt
usefully remarked: “Defoe’s heroes . . . keep us more fully informed of
their present stocks of money and commodities than any other characters
in fiction.” I suspect that this had more to do with Defoe than with his
age, and that Defoe would have been no less obsessed with economic
motives if he had written in the era of Queen Victoria. He was a hard man
who had led a hard life: raised as a Dissenter in the London of the Great
Plague and the Great Fire; enduring Newgate prison and the pillory in
bankrupt middle age; working as a secret agent and a scandalous journalist
until imprisoned again for debt and treason. Defoe died old, and so may
be accounted as a survivor, but he had endured a good share of reality,
and his novels reflect that endurance.

Dr. Johnson once said that only three books ought to have been still
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2 Introduction

longer than they were: Don Quixote, The Pilgrim’s Progress, and Robinson
Crusoe. Defoe has authentic affinities with Bunyan, but there is nothing
quixotic about Robinson Crusoe or Moll Flanders. All of Defoe’s protago-
nists are pragmatic and prudent, because they have to be; there is no play
in the world as they know it.

I

I did not read Robinson Crusoe as a child, and so missed an experience that
continues to be all but universal; it remains a book that cannot fail with
children. Yet, as Dickens observed, it is also “the only instance of an uni-
versally popular book that could make no one laugh and could make no
one cry.” Crusoe’s singular tone, his self-baffled affect, does not bother
children, who appear to empathize with a near-perfect solipsist who never-
theless exhibits energy and inventiveness throughout a quarter-century of
solitude. Perhaps Crusoe’s survival argues implicitly against every child’s
fear of dependency and prophesies the longed-for individuality that is still
to come. Or perhaps every child’s loneliness is answered in Crusoe’s re-
markable strength at sustaining solitude.

Though the identification of Defoe with Crusoe is never wholly overt,
the reader senses its prevalence throughout the narrative. Defoe seems to
me the least ironic of writers, and yet Crusoe’s story is informed by an
overwhelming irony. A restless wanderer, driven to travel and adventure
by forces that he (and the reader) cannot comprehend, Crusoe is confined
to an isolation that ought to madden him by turning him toward an un-
bearable inwardness. Yet his sanity prevails, despite his apparent impris-
onment. Defoe had borne much; Newgate and the pillory were nightmare
experiences. Crusoe bears more, yet Defoe will not describe his hero’s
suffering as being psychic. As Virginia Woolf noted, Defoe “takes the op-
posite way from the psychologist’'s—he describes the effect of emotion on
the body, not on the mind.” Nowhere is this stronger than in Crusoe’s
agony as he views a shipwreck:

Such certainly was the Case of these Men, of whom I could not
so much as see room to suppose any of them were sav’d; nothing
could make it rational, so much as to wish, or expect that they did
not all perish there; except the Possibility only of their being taken
up by another Ship in Company, and this was but meer Possibility
indeed; for I saw not the least Signal or Appearance of any such
Thing.

I cannot explain by any possible Energy of Words what a strange
longing or hankering of Desires I felt in my Soul upon this Sight;
breaking out sometimes thus; O that there had been but one or
two; nay, or but one Soul sav’d out of this Ship, to have escap’d
to me, that I might but have had one Companion, one Fellow-
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Creature to have spoken to me, and to have convers’d with! In all
the Time of my solitary Life, I never felt so earnest, so strong a
Desire after the Society of my Fellow-Creatures, or so deep a Regret
at the want of it.

There are some secret moving Springs in the Affections, which
when they are set a going by some Object in view; or be it some
Object, though not in view, yet rendred present to the Mind by
the Power of Imagination, that Motion carries out the Soul by its
Impetuosity to such violent eager embracings of the Object, that
the Absence of it is insupportable.

Such were these earnest Wishings, That but one Man had been
sav'd! O that it had been but One! I believe I repeated the Words,
O that it had been but One! a thousand Times; and the Desires were
so mov’'d by it, that when I spoke the Words, my Hands would
clinch together, and my Fingers press the Palms of my Hands,
that if I had had any soft Thing in my Hand, it would have crusht
it involuntarily; and my Teeth in my Head wou'’d strike together,
and set against one another so strong, that for some time I cou’d
not part them again.

These are the reactions of a compulsive craftsman who has found his
freedom but cannot bear its full sublimity. Crusoe, himself the least sublime
of personages, is embedded throughout in a sublime situation, best epit-
omized by the ghastly cannibal feasts he spies upon, and from which he
rescues his man Friday. Against his superior technology and Puritan re-
solve, the cannibals offer almost no resistance, so that the rapid conversion
of the cannibal Friday to Protestant theology and diet is not unconvincing.
What may baffle the average rereader is Crusoe’s comparative dearth of
Protestant inwardness. It is not that Marx was accurate and that Crusoe
becomes Protestant only upon the Sabbath, but rather that Defoe’s God is
himself a technocrat and an individualist, not much given to the nicer
emotions. Defoe’s God can be visualized as a giant tradesman, coping with
the universe as Crusoe makes do on his island, but with teeming millions
of adoring Fridays where Crusoe enjoys the devotion of just one.

I

With Robinson Crusoe, aesthetic judgment seems redundant; the book’s sta-
tus as popular myth is too permanent and so the critic must ground arms.
Moll Flanders is another matter, and provokes a remarkably wide range of
critical response, from the late poet-critic Allen Tate, who once told me it
was a great novel of Tolstoyan intensity, to equally qualified readers who
deny that it is a novel at all. The overpraisers include James Joyce, who
spoke of “the unforgettable harlot Moll Flanders,” and William Faulkner,
who coupled Moby-Dick and Moll Flanders as works he would like to have
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written (together with one of Milne’s Pooh books!). Rereading Moll Flanders
leaves me a touch baffled, as I thought it had been better, it being one of
those books that are much more vivid in parts than as a unit, so that the
memory holds on to episodes and to impressions, investing them with an
aura that much of the narrative does not possess. The status of the narrative
is curiously wavering; one is not always certain one is reading a novel,
rather than a colorful tract of the Puritan persuasion. Moll is a formidable
person, who sustains our interest and our good will. But the story she tells
seems alternately formed and formless, and frequently confuses the rival
authorities of fiction and supposed fact.

Martin Price notes how little thematic unity Defoe imposes upon the
stuff of existence that constitutes Moll Flanders. As a man who had suffered
Newgate, Defoe gives us only one key indication of his novel’s vision; Moll
was born in Newgate and will do anything to avoid ending there. The quest
for cash is simply her equivalent of Crusoe’s literal quest to survive phys-
ically upon his island, except that Moll is more imaginative than the
strangely compulsive Crusoe. He does only what he must, she does more,
and we begin to see that her obsession has in it an actual taste for adven-
tures. This taste surprises her, but then, as Price observes, she is always
“surprised by herself and with herself.”” She learns by what she does, and
almost everything she does is marked by gusto. Her vehemence is her most
winning quality, but most of her qualities are attractive. Male readers are
charmed by her, particularly male readers who both exalt and debase
women, among whom Joyce and Faulkner remain the most prominent.

Puritan force, the drive for the soul’s exuberant self-recognition, is as
much exemplified by Moll as by Bunyan’s protagonist. I suspect that was
why William Hazlitt, the greatest literary critic to emerge from the tradition
of Protestant Dissent, had so violent a negative reaction to Moll Flanders,
which otherwise I would have expected him to admire. But, on some level,
he evidently felt that she was a great discredit to Puritan sensibility. Charles
Lamb greatly esteemed her, and understood how authentic the Puritan
dialectic was in her, pointing to “the intervening flashes of religious vis-
itation upon the rude and uninstructed soul,” and judging this to “come
near to the tenderness of Bunyan.” Infuriated, Hazlitt responded: “Mr.
Lamb admires Moll Flanders; would he marry Moll Flanders?”’ to which the
only response a loyal Hazlittian could make is: “Would that Hazlitt had
married a Moll Flanders, and been happy for once in a relationship with a
woman.” All proportion abandoned Hazlitt when he wrote about Moll
Flanders:

We . . . may, nevertheless, add, for the satisfaction of the inquis-
itive reader, that Moll Flanders is utterly vile and detestable: Mrs.
Flanders was evidently born in sin. The best parts are the account
of her childhood, which is pretty and affecting; the fluctuation of
her feelings between remorse and hardened impenitence in



Introduction 5

Newgate; and the incident of her leading off the horse from the
inn-door, though she had no place to put it in after she had stolen
it. This was carrying the love of thieving to an ideal pitch and
making it perfectly disinterested and mechanical.

Hazlitt did not understand Moll, because he could not bear to see the
Puritan impulse displaced into “carrying the love of thieving to an ideal
pitch.” Brilliant as the horse-stealing is, it is surpassed by Moll’s famous
second theft, the episode of the child’s necklace:

Had I gone on here I had perhaps been a true Penitent; but I had
an evil Counsellor within, and he was continually prompting me
to relieve my self by the worst means; so one Evening he tempted
me again by the same wicked Impulse that had said, take that
Bundle, to go out again and seek for what might happen.

I went out now by Day-light, and wandred about I knew not
whither, and in search of I knew not what, when the Devil put a
Snare in my way of a dreadful Nature indeed, and such a one as
I have never had before or since; going thro” Aldersgate-street there
was a pretty little Child had been at a Dancing-School, and was
going home, all alone, and my Prompter, like a true Devil, set me
upon this innocent Creature; I talk’d to it, and it prattl’'d to me
again, and I took it by the Hand and led it a long till I came to a
pav’'d Alley that goes into Bartholomew Close, and I led it in there;
the Child said that was not its way home; I said, yes, my Dear it
is, I'll show you the way home; the Child had a little Necklace on
of Gold Beads, and I had my Eye upon that, and in the dark of
the Alley I stoop’d, pretending to mend the Child’s Clog that was
loose, and took off her Necklace and the Child never felt it, and
so led the Child on again: Here, I say, the Devil put me upon
killing the Child in the dark Alley, that it might not Cry; but the
very thought frighted me so that I was ready to drop down, but
I turn’d the Child about and bade it go back again, for that was
not its way home; the Child said so she would, and I went thro’
into Bartholomew Close, and then turn’d round to another Passage
that goes into Long-lane, so away into Charterhouse-Yard and out
into St. John's-street, then crossing into Smithfield, went down Chick-
lane and into Field-lane to Holbourn-bridge, when mixing with the
Crowd of People usually passing there, it was not possible to have
been found out; and thus I enterpriz’d my second Sally into the
World.

The thoughts of this Booty put out all the thoughts of the first,
and the Reflections I had made wore quickly off; Poverty, as I have
said, harden’d my Heart, and my own Necessities made me re-
gardless of any thing: The last Affair left no great Concern upon
me, for as I did the poor Child no harm, I only said to my self, I
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had given the Parents a just Reproof for their Negligence in leaving
the poor little Lamb to come home by it self, and it would teach
them to take more Care of it another time.

This String of Beads was worth about Twelve or Fourteen
Pounds; I suppose it might have been formerly the Mother’s, for
it was too big for the Child’s wear, but that, perhaps, the Vanity
of the Mother to have her Child look Fine at the Dancing School,
had made her let the Child wear it; and no doubt the Child had
a Maid sent to take care of it, but she, like a careless Jade, was
taken up perhaps with some Fellow that had met her by the way,
and so the poor Baby wandred till it fell into my Hands.

However, 1 did the Child no harm; I did not so much as fright
it, for I had a great many tender Thoughts about me yet, and did
nothing but what, as I may say, meer Necessity drove me to.

The remarkable moment, which horrifies us and must have scandalized
Hazlitt, is when Moll says: “the Devil put me upon killing the Child in the
dark Alley, that it might not Cry; but the very thought frighted me so that
I was ready to drop down.” We do not believe that Moll will slay the child,
but she frightens us, because of her capacity for surprising herself. We are
reminded that we do not understand Moll, because Defoe does not understand
her. This is his novel’s most peculiar strength and its most peculiar weak-
ness. Gide’s Lafcadio, contemplating his own crime, murmurs that it is not
about events that he is curious, but only about himself. That is in the spirit
of Defoe’s Moll. The Protestant sensibility stands back from itself, and
watches the spirits of good and of evil contend for it, with the detachment
of a certain estrangement, a certain wonder at the immense energies that
God has placed in one’s soul.

v

The terrible greatness of Jonathan Swift’s A Tale of @ Tub has much to do
with our sense of its excess, with its force being so exuberantly beyond its
form (or its calculated formlessness). Gulliver’s Travels, the later and lesser
work, has survived for the common reader, whereas Swift’s early master-
piece has not. Like its descendant, Carlyle’s Sartor Resartus, A Tale of a Tub
demands too much of the reader, but it more than rewards those demands,
and it now seems unclear whether Sartor Resartus does or not. Gulliver's
first two voyages are loved by children (of all ages), while the third and
fourth voyages, being more clearly by the Swift who wrote A Tale of a Tub,
now make their appeal only to those who would benefit most from an
immersion in the Tub.

Gulliver himself is both the strength and the weakness of the book,
and his character is particularly ambiguous in the great fourth voyage, to
the country of the rational Houyhnhnms and the bestial Yahoos, who are
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and are not, respectively, horses and humans. The inability to resist a
societal perspectivism is at once Gulliver’s true weakness, and his curious
strength as an observer. Swift’s barely concealed apprehension that the self
is an abyss, that the ego is a fiction masking our fundamental nothingness,
is exemplified by Gulliver, but on a level of commonplaceness far more
bathetic than anything reductive in the Tale-teller. Poor Gulliver is a good
enough man but almost devoid of imagination. One way of describing him
might be to name him the least Nietzschean character ever to appear in
any narrative. Though a ceaseless traveller, Gulliver lacks any desire to be
elsewhere, or to be different. His pride is blind, and all too easily magnifies
to pomposity, or declines to a self-contempt that is more truly a contempt
for all other humans. If the Tale-teller is a Swiftian parody of one side of
Swift, the anti-Cartesian, anti-Hobbesian, then Gulliver is a Swiftian parody
of the great ironist’'s own misanthropy.

The reader of “A Voyage to Lilliput” is unlikely to forget the fatuity
of Gulliver at the close of chapter 6:

I am here obliged to vindicate the Reputation of an excellent Lady,
who was an innocent Sufferer upon my Account. The Treasurer
took a Fancy to be jealous of his Wife, from the Malice of some
evil Tongueés, who informed him that her Grace had taken a violent
Affection for my Person; and the Court-Scandal ran for some Time
that she once came privately to my Lodging. This 1 solemnly de-
clare to be a most infamous Falshood, without any Grounds, far-
ther than that her Grace was pleased to treat me with all innocent
Marks of Freedom and Friendship. I own she came often to my
House, but always publickly. . . . I should not have dwelt so long
upon this Particular, if it had not been a Point wherein the Rep-
utation of a great Lady is so nearly concerned, to say nothing of
my own; although I had the Honour to be a Nardac, which the
Treasurer himself is not; for all the World knows he is only a
Clumglum, a Title inferior by one Degree, as that of a Marquess is
to a Duke in England; yet I allow he preceded me in right of his
Post.

The great Nardac has so fallen into the societal perspective of Lilliput,
that he sublimely forgets he is twelve times the size of the Clumglum’s
virtuous wife, who therefore would have been quite safe with him were
they naked and alone. Escaping back to England, Gulliver has learned
nothing and sets forth on ““A Voyage to Brobdingnag,” land of the giants,
where he learns less than nothing;:

The Learning of this People is very defective; consisting only in
Morality, History, Poetry and Mathematicks; wherein they must
be allowed to excel. But, the last of these is wholly applied to what
may be useful in Life; to the Improvement of Agriculture and all
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mechanical Arts; so that among us it would be little esteemed.
And as to Ideas, Entities, Abstractions and Transcendentals, I
could never drive the least Conception into their Heads.

No Law of that Country must exceed in Words the Number of
Letters in their Alphabet; which consists only of two and twenty.
But indeed, few of them extend even to that Length. They are
expressed in the most plain and simple Terms, wherein those
People are not Mercurial enough to discover above one Interpre-
tation. And, to write a Comment upon any Law, is a capital Crime.
As to the Decision of civil Causes, or Proceedings against Crimi-
nals, their Precedents are so few, that they have little Reason to
boast of any extraordinary Skill in either.

Effective as this is, it seems too weak an irony for Swift, and we are
pleased when the dull Gulliver abandons Brobdingnag behind him. The
Third Voyage, more properly Swiftian, takes us first to Laputa, the floating
island, at once a parody of a Platonic academy yet also a kind of science
fiction punishment machine, always ready to crush earthlings who might
assert liberty:

If any Town should engage in Rebellion or Mutiny, fall into violent
Factions, or refuse to pay the usual Tribute; the King hath two
Methods of reducing them to Obedience. The first and the mildest
Course is by keeping the Island hovering over such a Town, and
the Lands about it; whereby he can deprive them of the Benefit
of the Sun and the Rain, and consequently afflict the Inhabitants
with Dearth and Diseases. And if the Crime deserve it, they are
at the same time pelted from above with great Stones, against
which they have no Defence, but by creeping into Cellars or Caves,
while the Roofs of their Houses are beaten to Pieces. But if they
still continue obstinate, or offer to raise Insurrections; he proceeds
to the last Remedy, by letting the Island drop directly upon their
Heads, which makes a universal Destruction both of Houses and
Men. However, this is an Extremity to which the Prince is seldom
driven, neither indeed is he willing to put it in Execution; nor dare
his Ministers advise him to an Action, which as it would render
them odious to the People, so it would be a great Damage to their
own Estates that lie all below; for the Island is the King’s Demesn.

The maddening lack of affect on Gulliver's part begins to tell upon us
here; the stolid narrator is absurdly inadequate to the grim force of his own
recital, grimmer for us now even than it could have been for the prophetic
Swift. Gulliver inexorably and blandly goes on to Lagado, where he ob-
serves the grand Academy of Projectors, Swift’s famous spoof of the British
Royal Society, but here the ironies go curiously flat, and I suspect we are
left with the irony of irony, which wearies because by repetition it seems
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to become compulsive. Yet it may be that here, as subsequently with the
immortal but senile and noxious Struldbruggs, the irony of irony is highly
deliberate, in order to prepare Gulliver, and the battered reader, for the
great shock of reversal that lies just ahead in the Country of the
Houyhnhnms, which is also the land of the Yahoos, “a strange sort of
Animal.”

Critical reactions to Gulliver’s fourth voyage have an astonishing range,
from Thackeray calling its moral “horrible, shameful, unmanly, blasphe-
mous,” to T. S. Eliot regarding it as a grand triumph for the human spirit.
Eliot's judgment seems to me as odd as Thackeray’s, and presumably both
writers believed that the Yahoos were intended as a just representation of
the natural man, with Thackeray humanistically disagreeing, and the neo-
Christian Eliot all too happy to concur. If that were the proper reading of
Swift, we would have to conclude that the great satirist had drowned in
his own misanthropy, and had suffered the terrible irony, after just evading
becoming one with his Tale-teller, of joining himself to the uneducable
Gulliver. Fit retribution perhaps, but it is unwise to underestimate the deep
cunning of Swift.

Martin Price accurately reminds us that Swift’s attitudes do not depend
solely upon Christian morals but stem also from a traditional secular wis-
dom. Peace and decency are wholly compatible with Christian teaching but
are secular virtues as well. Whatever the Yahoos represent, they are not a
vision of secular humanity devoid of divine grace, since they offend the
classical view of man quite as profoundly as they seem to suit an ascetic
horror of our supposedly natural condition.

Clearly, it is the virtues of the Houyhnhnms, and not the squalors of
the Yahoos, that constitute a burden for critics and for common readers. I
myself agree with Price, when he remarks of the Houyhnhnms: ““They are
rational horses, neither ideal men nor a satire upon others’ ideals for man.”
Certainly they cannot represent a human rational ideal, since none of us
would wish to lack all impulse, or any imagination whatsoever. Nor do
they seem a plausible satire upon the Deistic vision, a satire worthier of
Blake than of Swift, and in any case contradicted by everything that truly
is admirable about these cognitively advanced horses. A rational horse is
a kind of oxymoron, and Swift’s irony is therefore more difficult than ever
to interpret:

My Master heard me with great Appearances of Uneasiness in his
Countenance; because Doubting or not believing, are so little known
in this Country, that the Inhabitants cannot tell how to behave
themselves under such Circumstances. And I remember in fre-
quent Discourses with my Master concerning the Nature of Man-
hood, in other Parts of the World; having Occasion to talk of Lying,
and false Representation, it was with much Difficulty that he com-
prehended what I meant; although he had otherwise a most acute
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Judgment. For he argued thus; That the Use of Speech was to
make us understand one another, and to receive Information of
Facts; now if any one said the Thing which was not, these Ends were
defeated; because I cannot properly be said to understand him;
and I am so far from receiving Information, that he leaves me
worse than in Ignorance; for I am led to believe a Thing Black when
itis White, and Short when it is Long. And these were all the Notions
he had concerning the Faculty of Lying, so perfectly well under-
stood, and so universally practised among human Creatures.

Are we altogether to admire Gulliver's Master here, when that noble
Houyhnhnm not only does not know how to react to the human propensity
to say the thing which was not but lacks even the minimal imagination that
might allow him to apprehend the human need for fictions, a “sickness
not ignoble,” as Keats observed in The Fall of Hyperion? Since the noble
Houyhnhnm finds the notion “that the Yahoos were the only governing
Animals” in Gulliver's country “altogether past his conception,” are we
again to admire him for an inability that would make it impossible for us
to read Gulliver’s Travels (or King Lear, for that matter)? The virtues of Swift’s
rational horses would not take us very far, if we imported them into our
condition, but can that really be one of Swift's meanings? And what are
we to do with Swiftian ironies that are too overt already, and become
aesthetically intolerable if we take up the stance of the sublimely rational
Houyhnhnm?

My Master likewise mentioned another Quality, which his Ser-
vants had discovered in several Yahoos, and to him was wholly
unaccountable. He said, a Fancy would sometimes take a Yahoo,
to retire into a Corner, to lie down and howl, and groan, and
spurn away all that came near him, although he were young and
fat, and wanted neither Food nor Water; nor did the Servants
imagine what could possibly ail him. And the only Remedy they
found was to set him to hard Work, after which he would infallibly
come to himself. To this I was silent out of Partiality to my own
Kind; yet here I could plainly discover the true Seeds of Spleen,
which only seizeth on the Lazy, the Luxurious, and the Rich; who,
if they were forced to undergo the same Regimen, I would undertake
for the Cure.

His Honour had farther observed, that a Female-Yahoo would
often stand behind a Bank or a Bush, to gaze on the young Males
passing by, and then appear, and hide, using many antick Ges-
tures and Grimaces; at which time it was observed, that she had
a most offensive Smell; and when any of the Males advanced, would
slowly retire, looking often back, and with a counterfeit Shew of
Fear, run off into some convenient Place where she knew the Male
would follow her.



