
A ddress on Literature.

of money, or of place and power, we find shades of character se
dark, thiat te, pinit them in a nove1 , wvouId bc, to say the least,
hiazardous to its success.

As regards attackis upen pure magazine literature, it imatters but
littie; if at give the writers or speakers a certain kind of satisfac-
tion, let tlîeu enjoy it, thie world wvil1 please itself as to what it
reads. Public opiniion, in the pre-sent age, lias given its verdlict in
J'avor of a cheap, general literature, enie whiclh, while it couîve 'yý
isefnil instruction, will interest aînd amuse. Some porsens are of
o)pinion that the very best of our novels inculcate errenieouis views
()f the great leading doctrines of religion. Now wve could. say
inuch on this subject ourselves, wvere we inclined, te do se, but it is
enicroaching upon grouind wve do net intend te tread. If nevels
wvere wvritten te inculcate auy views of doctrinal religion, we should
epaoh be inclined te select our own; but our inipression is tlîat few
persens suifer in this partidular.

If, lîowever, a novelist neglects te inculcate the great practical
<haties of life, if he lias ne moral iii his writings, if faith, hope andI
rharity are net the galaxy ef manly, as w~e1l as eiristian virtues, we
(Ie net ivant te read his wvritiiug)s.

But if the writer glessesover criîne,-if the seducer is excuilpatedl
by specieus excuses,-tlio dutelhat murderer made a brave, lioir-
abile man, or any.other of the fornis ef vice sophistically gilded, 've
say, away with sucli beoks, they are poellution ! No suchi reading
eau ever be permitted in tme pages of the C.iNÂDi.tN MAGAZINE,
se long as we eccupy the editerial, chair, and act as literary ceuser.
Bat new about our serial tales.

Mfany people are of opinion thiat they cannot read a serial tale.
Thiey id a difficuIty in rememberiug the several connenting por-
diens of the stery. What must we say te such persons? Shial we
lie rude and cait them, intellectual funnels ? 0f course iU people
î-ead merely te ferget, it cannet matter much what they read or
hew they read it. If we must pr'ofit by our reading, we munst
carefully masticate, that we may 1)roperly digest; and by
receiving our mental food inonthly, eur novel as a serial, we ehall
be felwing eut the natural order of exercise and rest.

There is anether adrvantage arising frein reeeiving our novel i
instalments; it prevent8 a literary surfet,-it prolongs our eujey-
meut of the feast. In eating some delicieus morsel, how gourmand
like we desire to prolong the sensation; or when sippiîig some
uiectar-like liquid-some genereus, pleasant wine, we defer its
dlisumissal. and wish, as it triekies slowly frei thé tengue and
palate, that we ceuld indefiuitely lengthen our swalew, and thus
protract our enjeymnent. The seriald dees this: it leugthens the
threat se that our epicurean wish eau be gratified, and our feast
exteud threugheut the year.

It is surprising how rnuch 'we n read when it cornes te us in
the periedical ferin. How maîîy ôf us have read Thackeray jud
Dickens whule sipping our coffee at breakfast,-while lingeringr
over a. late dininer, or when in slippered feet, ivith -tea and -toast for
ref reshient, the shaded -lamp shedding its softened light upon the
open page, have arnused andentertained the family circle by MeO


