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SELBY'S THEOLOGY 0F MODERN FICTION.

BY TUlE REV. THiOMAS BROWN, IXI1.

Shortly aftcr the appearance of
Mr. Selby's volume of sermons,

Thie Iniperfect Angael," the pre-
sent occupant of the presideîîtial
chair o! the Wesleyan Coîîferencc,
E ngland,, sa id '&that Methodisnm
had now in lier rnidst one of the
best sernion-niakers in modern
Chiristcndom." The logîcal argu-
nient, thoroughi analysis, andL
felicitous illustration apparent in
that volume and subsequent work,
iully justify flhe praise given, not
by Mr. WVatkinson alone, but
the religious press generally.

It xvas conceded tliat wlien Mr.
Selby ivas apointed to deliver the
twveîty-sixthi Fernley lecture at
Liverpool, on "Tlie Theology o!
Modern Fiction," thiat the clîoice
wvas a \vise one, and thiat flhc sub-
ject cliosen îvould receive careful
aîîd tiiorougli lîandling fromi one
w~ho, is attaiig a distinguishied
place in tlhe world of letters.
The work uiider discussion shows
lîow well groundcd w~as the an-
ticipation. It indicates xvide read-
ing, and a keen insighlt into thîe
problenîs tliat modern fiction pre-
sents.

Thie discussion of the work of
such authiors as Georgre Eliot,
George M1acdonald, and 'Mark
Rutherford throw lis back to seek
a good îvork-ingr (efillition of a
novel ; andl whietier thiat "bt
noir 1 of modern fiction-tue
theological novel-be not illegiti-
mate uîîder tliat licadiii«

A novel "'e take to bc primîarilv
a representation of life. " Tt
gives us pen-and-ink sketches of
min and wonîen, set upon a back-
grrounld of circunîstance;" it shows
lis thîe conificts and thie passions,
tlie pains amid thie lasures, thec
duties and the joys of life; and
lîoîv thiese affect cliaracter, aîîd

hiow cliaracter modifies circuni-
stances. lt takes a bit out of the
world*s life, aîîd, clothîng- it iii a
drapery of iniagination, sets it iii
a fraiic%%or- of language. It is,
or oughîit to l)e, a poein of life,
xîîovxig us to laughiter or to tears,
because it is akin to poetry, in
tliat it is a creation of the iiii-
agination. Its tiine is nman; its
amni to shiow us the throbbingy life
o! hiunanity. I take it that flic
novel miust be a novel, not an
essay', lîistorical, political, or
tliîcologyical, witli a tlîin disgruisc
of story, a species of literarv jaii
by inians of wvhichi thie mîany-
liea(led public inay be induced to,
swallow the intellectual pilI.

'l'lie truc novel is a story. a
îvork of the inmaginîation. Tlie
story nîust not bc a pegy on whicli
to liamg lîistory or thîeology. Yet
this is just whiat is bcing donc by
a large nunîber of fiction-writers
w'hio arc nîaking thîeology the
niainspring of theèir books, setting
it in a vcry thîlu casingr of story.

Ii li hinits of sucli a paper as
this thîcre is not tinie to enter into
a leîîgtlîy critîcisin of thîis species
o! literature, but this, pcrliaps
oughîit to be sai(l, thiat on thie
ethîical. si(e the tlîeological nlovel-
wvritcr lias no justification for the
nianiier iii which lie appeals for
votes and sccks (disciples anmong
those wlho are neithier entitled to
vote or qualificd to îîîake a (le-
cision. For the public, for wlion
the novel is writtenl, is, for the
inost part, profoundly ignoranit of
even thec A 13 C of tlîeolog,-v
wîhile of highier criticisnii it knows
little and cares lcss.

Nothîanks to the t'licological
novel, this lias beconie the snliall
talk of the dIraviig-roonîi, the
byabble of the street 1corners, the


