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Demgy Boo, eloth, 125, 64 met,
A Literary History of Russia.

By A. Balcaxer, Professor of Slavonic
Languages and Lilezalure io the
Cuniversity of Berlin,

Edited by Liriz I Mivxs Translated by
I1. ITavELOCE.

“0ne of the greatest Slavonic schelars has in
this wolume his sey on the preatest Slavonic
litcrature, "' —ddheanran.

“The aothor’s leaming is amazing, and his
digestion of che lifc-work of crities, scholars,
thendegiang, bisgraphers,  historianz, pelitizians,
contrnversinlists, dramatists, pocts, and noveiizts
iz cxtraoedinary,  In lving and  pictorcsque
parases Yerr liviickner hits of the leading cha-
racteriskics and value of hundreds of weiters and
of over a thoussnd works, —Dudfy Aess,
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FREFACE

To those of my own generation, the light that
has but lately failed was the purest that iliumined
their youth. In the gloomy twilight ot the later
nineteenth century it shone as a star of consolation,
whose radiance attracted and appeased our awaken-
ing spirits. As one of the many—ftor there are
many in France—lo whom Tolstoy was very much
more than an admired artist : for whom he was a
friend, the best of friends, the one true friend in
the whole of European arl—I wish (o lay before
this sicred memory my lribute of gratitude and
of love,

The days when [ learned [0 koow him are
days that 1 shall never forgef. It was in 1886.
After some vyears of silent  germination  the
marvellous flowers of Russian art began 1o blossom
on the soil of France. Translations of Tolstoy
and of Dosloyevsky were beng i1ssued in feverish
haste by all the publishing houses of Paris, Be-
tween the years ‘85 and "87 came War and Peace,
Anna Kavenen, Chilidhoed and Youll, Politusia, The
Death of Ivan Hyitch, the novels of the Cauncasus,
and the Tales for the People. In the space of a

few months, almost of a few weeks, there was
5



6 PREFACE

revealed to our ecager eyes the presentment of a
vast, unfamiliar life, in which was reflected a new
peaple, a new world,

1 had but newly entered the Normal College,
My icllow-scholars were of widely divergent
opinions, In our iittle world were such realistic
and ironical spirits as the philosopher Georges
Dumas; poets, like Suarts, burning with love of
the Italian Renaissance ; faithful disciples of classic
tradition ; Stendbalians, Wagnerians, atheists and
mystics. It was a world of plentiful discussion,
plentiful disagreement ; but for a period of some
months we were nearly all united by a common
love of Tolstoy. 1t is true that cach loved him for
different reasens, for each discovered in him him-
self ; but this love was a love that opened the door
to a revelation of hic; fo the wide world itself.
On every side—in owr families, in our country
homes—this mighty veice, which spoke from the
confines of Europe, awakened the same emotions,
unexpected as they often were. I remember my
amazement upon hearing some middle-class people
of Nivernais, my native province—people who felt
no interest whatever in art, people who read
practically nothing—speak with the most intense
feeling of The Death of fvan Fyifch,

I have read, in the writings of distinguished
critics, the theory that Tolstoy owed the best of
his ideas to the French romantics: to George
Sand, to Viclor Hugo. We may ignore the
absurdity of suppesing that Tolstoy, wheo could
not endure her, could ever have been subject



PREFACE 7

to the influence of George Sand; but we cannot
deny the influence of Jean-Jacques Roussean and
of Stendhal ; nevertheless, we belittle the greatness
of Tolstoy, and the power of his fascination, if
we attribute them to his ideas. The circle of
ideas in which art moves and has its being is a
narrow one. It is not in those ideas that his
might resides, bul in his expression of them ;
in the personal accent, the imprint of the artist,
the colour and savour of his lifc.

Whether Tolstoy's ideas were or were not
borrowed—a matter to be presently considered—
never yet had a voice like to his resounded through-
out Europe, How else can we explain the thrill of
emotion which we all of us felt upon hearing that
psychic music, that harmony for which we had so
long waited, and of which we felt the need 2 In our
opinion the siyle connted for nothing. Most of us,
myself included, made the acquaintance of Melchiar
de Vogid's work on the subject of the Russian
novel & after we had read the novels of Tolstoy;
and his admiration of our hero scemecd, after ours,
a paliid thing, M, de Vogidé spoke dssentially as a
man of letters pure and simple. But for our part it
was not enough to admire the presentation of life :
we lived it; it was our own, Ours it was by ifs
ardent love of life, by its quality of youth ; ours by
its irony, its disillusion, its pitiless discernment, and
its haunting sense of mortalily, Ours by its dreams
of brotherly love, of peace among men ; ours by its
terrible accusation of the lies of civilisation ; ours

' Lz Boman russe,



