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INTRODUCTION.

ANY one who loves simplicity or respects
sincerity, any one who fecls the tic binding us
all together in the helplessness of our common
human life, and running from the lowliest as
well as the highest to the Mystery immeasar-
ably above the whole carth, must find o rare
and tender pleasure in this simple story of an
Italian fshing village. I canmot promisc that
it will interest any other sort of readers, but
I do not believe that any other sort are worth
interesting ; and so I can praise Signor Verga's
book without reserve as one of the most per-
fect pieces of literature that 1 know.

When we talk of the great modern move-
ment towards reality woe speak without the
documents if we feave this boeok out of the
count, for I can think of no other nowvel in
which the facts have heen more faithiully re-
produced, aor with a profounder regard for the
poetry that resides in facts and resides no-
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where clse.  Signor Verdi began long ago, in
his Iita ded Canege (% Life of the Fields™) to
oive proof of his fitness to live in our time;
and after some excursions 10 the region of
French naturalism, he here returne to the ong-
inal sources of his inspiration, and offers us a
masterpiece of the finest realism.

He is, I believe, a Siclian, of that merndional
race among whom the Italian lanpuape first
took form, and who in these latest days have
done some of the best things in Italian litera-
ture. It is aof the far South that he writes,
and of people whose passions are elemental
and whose nalures are simple, The characlers,
thercfore, arve types of pood and of cvil, of zood
and of generosity, of truth and of falschood.
They are not the less personal for this reason,
and the life which they embody is none the
less veritable. It will be weil for the reader
who comes to this book with the usual prej-
udices against the Soothern Italians to know
that such souls as Padron "Ntom and Maruzza
la Longa, with their impassioned conceptions
of honor and doty, cxist among them; and
that such love idyls as that of Mena and Alfo,
s0osweet, so pure, and the happier but not less
charming cvery-day romance of Alessio and
Nunziata, are passages of a life supposed wholly
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benighted and degraded. This poet, as I must
call the author, does again the highest office of
poetry, in making us intimate with the hearts
of micn of another faith, race, and condition,
and teaching us how [ike ourselves they are in
all that is truest in them, Padron "Nteni and
La Longa, Luca, Mena, Alho, K unziata, Alessio,
if harshlier named, might pass for New England
types, which we boast the prodoct of Puritan-
ism, but which arc really the product of con-
science and order. The culdren of disorder
who move through the story—the selfsh, the
victous, the greedy, like Don Sylvestro, and
La Vespa, and Gooscloot, and Dumb-hell, or
the merely weak, like poor 'WNeont Malavoglia
-—re not so different from our own images
cither, when seen in this clear glass, which falsi-
ifics and distorts nothing.

Few tales, T think, are more moving, more
full of hearthreak than this, for [ew are so
honest. DBy this I meaan that the effect in it
is precisely that which the author aimed at.
He meant to let us see just what manner of
men and women went to make up the life of a
little Italian town of the present day, and hLe
meant to let the people show themselves with
the least possible explanation or comment from
him. The transaction of the story is in the



vi ENTRODUCTEOMN.

highest degree dramatic; but events follow one
another with the evensequence of hours on
the clock, You are not prepared to value
them beforehand ; they are not advertized to
tempt your curiosity like feats promised at Lthe
circus, in the [ashion of the feebler nowvels:
often it is in Lthe retrospect that you recognize
their importance and perceive their full signifi-
cance. In this most subtly artistic manage-
menl of his material the author is most a mas-
ter, and almest more than any other he has
the rare gilt of trusting the intelligence of lus
reader.  He seems 1o have no more sense of
authority or supremacy concerning the person-
ages than any one of them would have in tell-
ing the story, and he has as completely frecd
himaelf from literosity as the most anlettered
among them. LUnder his faithful towch life
seems mainly sad in Trezza, because life is
mainly sad everywhere, and because men
there have not yot adjusted themsclves to the
only terms wlhich can render life tolerable any--
where.  They are still rivals, traitors, encmies,
and have not learneed that in the vast orphanage
of nature they have no resource but love and
union amang themselves and submission to
the unfathomable wisdom which was before
they were, Yot scen aright this picture of a
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little bit of the world, very common and low
down and far off, has a consolation which no
onc need miss,  There, as in every part of the
world, and in the whole world, goodness brings
not pleasure, not happiness, but it brings peace
and rest to the soul and, lightens all hurdens;
the trial and the sorrow go on for good and
evil alike: only, those who choose the ovil
have na peace.

W. D. TToweLrs.



