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failures ini other professions, persons
with more imagination than practicai
jucigmeiit, with more greed for
mnoney than love for sprcacling truth
and correct moral priniciples. They
resort to novel-wri tinge for a livinr
anci, knowing the propfensfty of a
toc> large number of readcrs for the
sensational, the low and the dlepraived,
they pancler to this taste ïani live
princeiy lives on the dimes slavishly
paid than by the least initellectuai
class of reaciers. These wrîters clo
flot consuit their Iitniess for the
career they adopt. They hecd Ilot
whether they possess the higrh stand-
ardi of taste, and the qualities of
minci and heart that are the prime
essentials requireci in every author
who would exert an influence for
gCoodI o1 his fellowv-man. i ndeed,
money is their chief object, andi t'le
word of Horace: qitcrumnjda zccié.ilz
Pirznl.lii c.çt; vir/uIS /'os/ 117tiiinia.ç can
bc appiied to them in the strictest
sense. Their purse is their god.
and this dcity they serve most faith-
fully. Careless of their wholesale
destruction of morals, regyardless of
the effeets of their falsc principles,
they inundate the worlci with a
deluge of literary corruption. These
wvritingys formn no addition to letters,
but :-re rather the iiterary scvers
overfloNving with the filth of faiien
man's ;uind. iUhere can bc no
better proof that education without
reiigious training is a failure; it
only serves the bad by opening up
a channel whiereb)y they can send to
the miost remotc, parts of the world
the cvii thoughts of their wicked
hearts.

I t may be asked wvhy then do wc
read novels -at -ail? ilI is mndccci truc
that a large share of the evii in the
worid may be justly attributed
directiy or indirectly to the bad
novel; but, on the other hanci, there

is also no more deiightf ul inteilectual
enjoyment than the reaciing of a
gooci novel. Nothingy cisc afforcis
so complute a rest from the ordinary
occupations of life. It does not
entail the niental strain that accom-
panies study and cieep thoughit; it
rnakes us forget our cares and sor-
rowvs; it banishes our fe--ars anci re-
lieves our wveariness. Our minds
are refreshed by an everchanging"
panorama of beautiful scenes. 've
wvitness the ever busy scene of life
in its many and varied phases, and
enirieh our mincis with noble thougrhts
that, perhapils, never woulcl have
entercd themi but for the ingrenuity
of the novelist. And aIl this is not
iioniopolizcd by the rich; it is the
common pr')pcrty of the world.
The miliionaire may have a mono-
poly of the expensive binding, but
hie has no control over the ethe-
real conceptions, ilhe imperishable
thoughits of the wvorid's gyreat writers.

The reader becomes acquainted
with, the history of past times; he
learns the custoils and manners,
which obtained at other periods of
the worid's existence, anci those that
prevail to-day in other parts of the
worid, without the tiresome and
costly Iuxury of actually visitinig
them11,aiuxury that canbe enjoyed but
by a very smnall number of readers.
He secs the human niind in ail its
various aspects, and iearns lessons
of experience froîn the best students
of hurnanity. The personagres re-
presentcd by the novel may be,
iiideed they are, ideal, but they are
ilot beyond the rangre of our con-
ception of greatness and goodness,
and many imay eveni bc taken as
niodels up)on which to mouid our
cI-aily life.

I n wcIl reg-uiatcd houschoids the
novel is Iookeèd upon as a contraband
article. This is a gyood signi as k


