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By way of preface: I am by background and inclination a simple, essen-
tially narrative, scholar, a literary historian of a rather old-fashioned kind.
I felt obscurely that I needed to use a different tack, and I found myself
straying across into theoretical self-consciousness, among new men, strange
faces, other minds. I greatly admire the dexterity and seriousnesswith which
our modem theorists have exposed the naivety, pretentiousness, and group
self-deception of literary criticism in recent decades, but that style is not
mine. So I resolved instead to seize the chance, push modem critical theory
to the margins or into the footnotes, and adopt a style with which I was
more familiar and which I initially believed fully adequate to the function
of parodic criticism at the present time.

My foremost design in presenting this Paper is to address a word of
exhortation to Messrs. J.M. Dent and Co., the publishers of Everyman's
Library. In what follows, the reader will often find me quoting Alexander
Tytler. To me, and to older devotees of the Everyman's Library, his name
and writings are still, no doubt, familiar. But the world is fast going away
from old-fashioned people of our sort, and I learnt with consternation lately
from a widely-respectedvotary of computational stylistics, that he had never
so much as heard of Alexander Tytler, and that he half-suspected me of
making him up (along with most of the other minor nineteenth-century
authors whom I admire). At the time, I simply reminded my gifted col-
league, of course, that we all, in a sense, make up the authors we admire,
and that at least the authors I make up consist of names and quotations
and anecdotes, rather than merely of graphs or statistics, but I knew he
didn't know what I was talking about, and that he was impatient at me
for trifling with such aesthetical fancies, while he himself, in that electronic
arsenal of his in the computer lab, was solving the problem of style. It
distresses me to think that the new lights should not only have, in general,
a very low opinion of old-fashioned criticism but that they should have it
without knowing the best that these older critics can do. And that they are
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