Melville on Redburn in 1849:  (To Bentley, Dana, Shaw, Duyckinck)





 (To his London publisher Richard Bentley. New York: 4 June 1849):


“I have now in preparation a thing of a widely different cast from 'Mardi' [his overly complex, philosophical, unsuccessful third novel]: � a plain, straightforward, amusing narrative of personal experience � the son of a gentleman on his first voyage to sea as a sailor � no metaphysics, no conic�sections, nothing but cakes & ale.  I have shifted my ground from the South Seas to a different quarter of the globe � nearer home � and what I write I have almost wholly picked up by my own observations under comical circumstances.'


 


(To fellow sea-novelist Richard Henry Dana, Jr,, New York: 6 October 1849,) 


'A little nursery tale of mine …”





(To his father-in-law, the dedicatée of Typee, LemueI Shaw, N.Y.: 6 Oct. 1849)


'For Redburn I anticipate no particular reception of any kind. It may be deemed a book of tolerable entertainment; � & may be accounted dull. _ As for the other book [White Jacket], it will be sure to be attacked in some quarters. But no reputation that is gratifying to me, can possibly be achieved by either of these books. They are two jobs, which I have done for money � being forced to it, as other men are to sawing wood. And while I have felt obliged to refrain from writing the kind of book I would wish to; yet, in writing these two books, I have not repressed myself much � so far as they are concerned; but have spoken pretty much as I feel. � Being books, then, written in this way, my only desire for their "success" (it is called) springs from my pocket, & not from my heart. So far as I am individually concerned, & independent of my pocket, it is my earnest desire to write those sort of books which are said to "fail". � Pardon this egotism.'





(In his journal, London, 6 November 1849, after browsing through Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine at Drury Lane Theatre.)


'It's very comical � seemed so, at least, as I had to hurry over it � in treating the thing as real. But the wonder is that the old Tory should waste so many pages upon a thing, which 1, the author, know to be trash, & wrote it to buy some tobacco with �





(To book and magazine editor Evert A. Duyckinck, London: 14 December 1849.) 


	“Tho' when a poor devil writes with duns all round him, & looking over the back of his chair � & perching on his pen & diving in his inkstand like the devils about St Anthony � what can you expect of that poor devil? � What but a beggarly ‘Redburn’ And when he attempts anything higher � God help him & save him!” 
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