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" IVAN' TURGENIEFF
BY HENRY JAMES

WaEN the mortal remains of Ivin Turgénieff *
were about to be transported from Paris for in-
terment in his own country, a short commemo-
rative service wes held at the Gare du Nord.
Ermest Renan and Edmond About, standing
beside the train in which his coffin had been
placed, bade farewell in the name of the French
people to the illustrious stranger who for so
many years had been their honoured and grateful
guest. M. Renan made a beautiful speech, and
M. About a very clever one, and each of them
‘characterised, with ingenuity, the genius and the
moral nature of the most touching of writers, the
most lovable of men. * Turgénieff,” said M.
Renan, “ received by the mysterious decree which
‘marks out human voeations the gift which is
‘noble beyond all others: he was born essentially
‘impersonal.” The passage is so eloquent that
one must repeat the whole of it. “ His con-
‘science was not that of an individual to whom
nnture had been more or less generous: it was in
*Turgénieft dled in Beptember, 1563,
v
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some sort the conscience of a people. Before he
was born he had lived for thousands of years;
infinite suceessiona of reveries had amassed them-
selves in the depths of his heart. No man has
been as much as he the inearnation of a whole
race: generations of ancestors, lost in the sleep of
centuries, speechless, came through him to life
and utterance.”

I quote these lines for the pleasure of quoting
them; for while I see what M. Henan means by
calling Turgénieff impersonal, it has been my
wish to devote to his delightful memory a few
peges written under the impression of contact
and intercourse. He seens to vs impersonal, be-
cause it is from his writings almost alone that
we of English, French, and German speech have
derived our notions—even yet, I fear, rather
mesgre and erroneous—of the Russian people
His genius for us 15 the Slav geniug; his voice
the voice of those vaguely-imagined multitudes
whom we think of more and more to-day as wait-
ing their turn, in the arena of civilisation, in the
grey expanses of the North. There is much in
his writings to encourege this view, and it is cer-
tain that he interpreted with wonderful vivid-
ness the temperament of his fellow-countrymen.
Cosmopolite that he had become by the foree of
circumstances, his roots had never been loosened
in his native soil. The ignorance with regard to
Russia and the Russians which he found in abun-
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dance in the rest of Europe—and not least in
the country he inhabited for ten years before his
desth—had indeed the effect, to a certain degree,
to throw him back upon the deep feelings which
so many of his companiona were unable to share
with him, the memories of his early years, the
sense of wide Russian horizons, the joy and pride
of his mother-tongue. In the collection of short
pieces, so deeply interesting, written during the
last few years of his life, and translated into
German under the name of * Senjlia,” I find a
passage—it is the last in the little book—which
illustrates perfectly this reactionary impulse;
“ In days of doubt, in days of anxious thought
on the destiny of my native land, thou alone art
my support and my staff, O great powerful
Russian tongue, truthful and freel If it were not
for thee how should man not despair at the sight
of what is going on at home? But it is incon-
eeivable that such & language has not been given
1o a great people” This Muscovite, home-lov-
ing note pervades his productions, though it is
between the lines, as it were, that we must listen
for it. None the less does it remain true that he
was not a simple conduit or mouthpiece; the in-
spiration was his own as well as the voice. He
was an individual, in other words, of the most
unmistakable kind, and those who had the hap-
piness to know him have no difficulty to-day in
thinking of him as an eminent, responsible fig-
vii
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ure. This pleasure, for the writer of these lines,
was a8 great as the pleasure of reading the ad-
mirable tales into which he put such & world of
life and feeling: it was perhaps even greater, for
it was not only with the pen that nature had
given Turgénieff the power to express himself.
He was the richest, the most delightful, of talk-
ers, and his face, his person, hia temper, the thor-
oughness with which he had been equipped for
human intercourse, make in the memory of hia
friends an image which is completed, but not
thrown into the shade, by his literary distinetion.
The whole image is tinted with sadness: partly
because _the element of melancholy in his nature
was deep and constant—readers of his novels
have no need to be told of that; and partly be-
cause, during the last years of his life, he had been
‘condemned to suffer strocionsly. Intolerable
pain had been his portion for too many months
before he died ; his end was not a soft decline, bat
a deepening distress. But of brightness, of the
faculty of enjoyment, he had also the large al-
lowance usually made to first-rate men, and he
was a singularly complete human being. The
author of these pages had greatly admired his
writings before having the fortune to make his
acguaintance, and this privilege, when it pre-
sented itself, was highly illuminating. The man
and the writer together occupied from that mo-
ment & very high place in his affection. Some
viii
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time before knowing him I committed to print
certain reflections which his tales had led me to
make; and I may perhaps, therefore, without im-
propriety give them a supplement which shall
have a more vivifying reference, It is almost ir-
registible to attempt to say, from one’s own point
of view, what manner of man he was.

It was in consequence of the article I just men-
tioned that I found reasen o meet him, in Paris,
where he was then living, in 1875. I shall never
forget the impression he made upon me at that
first interview. I found him adorable; I could
scarcely believe that he would prove—that any
man could prove—on nearer acquaintance so de-
lightful as that. Nearer acquaintance only con-
firmed my hope, and he remained the most ap-
proachable, the most practicable, the least unsafe
man of genius it has been my fortune to meet.
He was so simple, se natural, so0 modest, so des-
titute of personal pretension and of what is called
the consciousness of powers, that one almost
doubted at moments whether he were a man of
genius after all. Everything good and fruitful
lay near to him; he was interested in everything;
and he was absolutely without that eagerness
of self-reference which sometimes sccompanies
great, and even small, reputetions. He had not
a particle of vanity; nothing whatever of the air
of having a part to play or a reputation to keep
up. His humour exercised itself as freely upon-
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himself as upon other subjects, and he told stories
at his own expense with a sweetness of hilarity
which made his peculiarities really sacred in the
eyes of a friend. I remember vividly the smile
and tone of voice with which he once repeated to
me a figurative epithet which Gustave Flaubert
" {of whom he was extremely fond) had applied
to him—an epithet intended to characterise a
certain expansive softness, a comprehensive inde-
cigion, which pervaded his nature, just as it per-
vades so many of the characters he has painted.
He enjoyed Flaubert’s use of this term, good-
naturedly opprobrious, more even than Flaubert
himself, and recognised perfectly the ¢lement of
Jtruth in it. He was natural-to an extrnorﬂmary
in this respect certainly not among people who
bear, as he did, at the same time, the stamp of the
highest cultivation. ILike all men of a large pat-
tern, he was composed of many different pieces;
and what was always striking in him was the mix-
ture of simplicity with the frujt of the most va- :
ricus observation. In the little article in which
I bad attempted to express my admiration for
his works, I had been moved to say of him that he
had the aristocratic temperament: a remark
which in the light of further knowledge seemed
to me singularly inane. He was not subject to
any definition of that sort, and to say that he
was democratic would be (though his political
X



