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1.

(1) It is doubtful whether in the course of the centuries, though we have learnt much about making machines, we have learnt anything about making literature.
(2) It is for the historian of literature to decide; for him to say if we are now beginning or ending or standing in the middle of a great period of prose fiction, ….

2.

(1) If we tried to formulate our meaning in one word we should say that these three writers [H.G. Wells, Arnold Bennett and John Galsworthy] are materialists.
(2) He [Arnold Bennet] can make a book so well constructed and solid in its craftsmanship that it is difficult for the most exacting of critics to see through what chink or crevice decay can creep in.  There is not so much as a draught between the frames of the windows, or a crack in the boards.  And yet － if life should refuse to live there?
(3) His characters live abundantly, even unexpectedly, but it remains to ask how do they live, and what do they live for?  More and more they seem to us, deserting even the well-built villa in the Five Towns, to spend their time in some softly padded first-class railway carriage, pressing bells and buttons innumerable; and the destiny to which they travel so luxuriously becomes more and more unquestionably an eternity of bliss spent in the very best hotel in Brighton.
(4) … they spend immense skill and immense industry making the trivial and the transitory appear the true and the enduring.
3.

(1) Look within and life, it seems, is very far from being "like this". Examine for a moment an ordinary mind on an ordinary day.  The mind receives a myriad impressions － trivial, fantastic, evanescent, or engraved with the sharpness of steel.  From all sides they come, an incessant shower of innumerable atoms; and as they fall, as they shape themselves into the life of Monday or Tuesday, the accent falls differently from of old; the moment of importance came not here but there; so that, if a writer were a free man and not a slave, if he could write what he chose, not what he must, if he could base his work upon his own feeling and not upon convention, there would be no plot, no comedy, no tragedy, no love interest or catastrophe in the accepted style, and perhaps not a single button sewn on as the Bond Street tailors would have it.  Life is not a series of gig lamps symmetrically arranged; life is a luminous halo, a semi-transparent envelope surrounding us from the beginning of consciousness to the end.  Is it not the task of the novelist to convey this varying, this unknown and uncircumscribed spirit, whatever aberration or complexity it may display, with as little mixture of the alien and external as possible?
4.

(1) They attempt to come closer to life, and to preserve more sincerely and exactly what interests and moves them, even if to do so they must discard most of the conventions which are commonly observed by the novelist.
(2) In contrast with those whom we have called materialists, Mr. Joyce is spiritual …
(3) If we want life itself, here surely we have it.
5.

(1) But it is possible to press a little further and wonder whether we may not refer our sense of being in a bright yet narrow room, confined and shut in, rather than enlarged and set free, to some limitation imposed by the method as well as by the mind.  Is it the method that inhibits the creative power?  Is it due to the method that we feel neither jovial nor magnanimous, but centred in a self which, in spite of its tremor of susceptibility, never embraces or creates what is outside itself and beyond?
6.

(1) But any deductions that we may draw from the comparison of two fictions so immeasurably far apart are futile save indeed as they flood us with a view of the infinite possibilities of the art and remind us that there is no limit to the horizon, and that nothing － no "method", no experiment, even of the wildest － is forbidden, but only falsity and pretence.  "The proper stuff of fiction" does not exist; everything is the proper stuff of fiction, every feeling, every thought; every quality of brain and spirit is drawn upon; no perception comes amiss.  And if we can imagine the art of fiction come alive and standing in our midst, she would undoubtedly bid us break her and bully her, as well as honour and love her, for so her youth is renewed and her sovereignty assured.
