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the Reformation as a last- resource; he
seeks to divide in order that he may
ruin. As in every case he was partially
successful in starting .the conflagration,
so in this eue did he set the match te
very strong combustibles ; but we ever
find that the flames had no mcre effect
on the life of the Church than had those
in the days of Moses on the branches of
the burning bush. -

NOVEL BEADING.

In considering this subject we must do
so from a threefold atandpoint : theread-
er, the novel, and the author. It was our
intention to commence with the authors
and then speak of the readers; but we
come to the conclusion that it in better
te know ourselves before we begin
to study others,-so let us commence
with the readers.

There are three kinds or categories of
novel readers: .1st, people who read foi:
information and improvement; 2nd,
people who read merely that they may
be able to speak about the works after-
wards and appear well-read or learned;
3rd, people who read for a pastime, or
merely for the excitement of the imagin-
ation. Let us take- a short glimpse at
eeach of these three categories I
lt. There are people who read novels

for information and improvement. A
novel, although a fiction, is lnot alwaya
false; often it is fiction based upon his-
tory. Take for example Sir Walter
Scott's novels. They are nothing more
or les than history, but history so
clothed in the language of fancy, se de-
corated with scenes painted by the au-
thor, so peopled with imaginary beings
that hover around the real historical
personages, that really there is ten-fold
the enjoyment in reading therm and just
as much benefit to be-gained (from au
historical standpoint) as in the reading
of the cold dry pages of some so-called
authentic history of that epoch. They
are fictions ; but truthful. Take again
Lord Lytton's works (Bulwer), and
we find them to be nothing other than
elegant histories. What a fund of infor-
mation coan be drawn from these works!
See again Disraeli's novels: they are the
real history of European diplomacy.
But besides those who read for tbe sake
of historical information, there are
others who read to glean information
upon other subjects such as religion, &c.
But the latter clas of readers is few in
number, mostly of those who wish to
study these works for the purpose of
pointing out' te others the dangers that
lurk under the glitter of romance. And,
most certainly, if the number of those
wbo read novels with the object of gath-
ering information is small, much smaller
in that of the people who read for real
honest improvement.

2nd. Numerous, however, are the
readers who read that they may be able
to speak of the works and thus, with a
superficial knowledge, pas for men of
learning and wisdom. This i truly an
acted lie; because you skim over page
upon page and nothing remains in your
mind but a vague idea of the purport of
the work and the names of a few char-
acters: with•these you rush into so-
ciety, literary circles and learned com-
pany. Your presumption (vulgarized
cheekl 'drives you ahead and with your
vague ideas and bear-rol of names
some of which are meaningless to your-
self. you ' pose and command, usurp con-
versation, pretend te universal know-
iedge and cause those who are. really
versed in the mubject te be silent Thus
you display at oce your own ignorance
to those wbo know you tobe a super-
ficial reader, sud your want of tact,- te
those who oan see tbrough the-glitter of
yo ur sak, åo ight as well staud up

and Bay : "friend I have. made a life
study of these books and I anw going to
instruct you upon them, you who are
ignorant." This would be a lie-but no
more serious a lie than the acted one of
which we are speaking. We said
that this superficial reading, when done
for the purpose of deceiving others
and when used afterwards with that
intention, is on a level with cheating.
To cheat is merely to so deceive that you
deprive another of that which i of use
to him or is bis right ; but to do so in
such a manner that ho is, se to apeak
blindfolded. What does the one who runs
over a whole library of books, picking
their names and, bore and there, the
name of sone character, that is likely
to bo mentioned in the circle in which
he moves ? He merely spends bis time
preparing ammunition, wherewith to de-
ceive bis neighbors and to give them a
false opinion of bis knowledge. to cheat
them of their original opinion, the one
upon which they should base their con-
duct toward him. And if by this means
a man goes farther and secures a confi-
dence or a position, of which ho is really
unworthy and which ho is unfit to oc-
cupy, does ho not by this means cheat,
some worthy and competent person out
of that confidence or position? Of all
species of reading, and we speak princi-
pally about novels, this in the meanest
and the most t obe despised. Times
numberless we bave listened to persons
in company usurping all the conversa-
tion and fairly dazzling us with their
brilliant enumerations of authors, poets
and characters : in fact onè would feel
himself completely in the shade; yet by
asking a single question about some off
these works, personages and characters
thus enumerated, the learned (?) reader
becomes confused, ho stanmere, ho gets
red, he has forgotten that particular
point, ho has not read that novel for
years,-in a word, "the catl is out of the
bag." One example just te illustrate our
thought: Â certain young gentleman
in a debating club, (it was a
Mock Parliament) stated that, "like
Oliver Twist, the opposite side of the
bouse was always calling for more." A
person really unaoquainted with the
obaracter of Dickens, in all simplicity
asked the question, " who is Oliver
Twist ?" The orator was thunderstruck,
ho nover expected that anyone would
ask such a question; ho dreamed that
every one (except himself) knew who
Oliver Twist was : he had beard the re-
mark made by a speaker upon an elec-
tion-platform and used it second band,
without even understanding its purport.
Had ho not been questioned ho would
have passed for a reader of Dickens;
the question,bowever, exposed his ig-
norance. This superficial reading, or
glancing over title pages, in order to
"humbug" the public is not only an
acted lie and au act of cheating, but it
is extremely dangerous for the person
who is guilty of it. Many and many a
humiliation would be spared, and many
an exposition of ignorance would be
avoided if people would not pretend to
know more than they really do know.
The ignorant man alwaya imagines thati
nothing romains for him te learn ; the
more learned a man becomea the more
ho feela his own ignorance. Newton,
nature'~ greateat miracle in learning,
when dying said, "I am like a man on the
sea-shoree; I have pick'd up a few beau-
tiful shellas; but there are yet millions
upon millions of them; my day is done."
The ignorant man always boasts of hi.
own knowledge; the learned man-al.
ways imagines himself ignorant. In fine,
it ik a folly and a lois of Lime to read
riovels, or any other books, merely in.
order te glean enough fromi them teoen-
able you to keep up a confversation, dia.

play your eupposed knowledge, and
finally, despite yourself, unmask your
realignorance. They of the first category
of readers are few ; they of the second
more numerous; but they of the third
are as ten to one.

3rd. People who read novels to while
away the time or to enjoy the excite-
ment of imagination that goes with sen-
sational stories. These are the most
numerous and the most foolish. They
don't read to lesrn, to glean information,
nor yet to improve themselves in man-
ner or in knowledge ; nor dotbey read
in order to be able to speak of the works
afterwards ; L'ey merely read to while
away, (that is to lose) Lime, or else t.o
enjoy a false excitement of the imagina-
tion. Both reasons or rather objects are
sinful, not to speak of the other injuries
they cause. It is sinful to lose time in
one way or the other; it isealso sinful to
concentrate the mind with all its facul-
ties upon that which muet inevitably
corrupt the heart. We will prove these
two points and with that close this
article. To lose time is donbtlessly sin.
fui : time i8sa gift from God and it ig
distributed with uneven measure; some
more, some les, but all have sufficient
for the pnrposes of this world and of the
next, provided it is properly enployed.
It ls as bad to lose time reading nonsense
as to be losing it in performing nonsen-
sical actions ; it is as bad to waste time
in filling the vacuum of the mind with
poisonous matter as to waste it in filling
the body with injurious substances. And
what greater waste of time than sitting
hour after hour following some mad hero
or crazy heroine through all the mazes
of an impossible life. If the work be
historical, the fiction in it is only a gloss,
the history alone is true ; if it be not
historical, then it bas an undercurrent of
true or false principles. Aud never will1
yu get a young novel reader spending
hours over a work that bas for its object
the imparting of true principles; im-
morality or irreligion must flow through
the novel in order to satisfy the worldly
heart and the perverted imagination.
And this brings us to the second point,
the sinfulness of concentrating the mind
upon that which corrupts the heart. In
real life never do you meet with any of
those characters of romance; we mean
of the common novel of our day ; blood,
murder, adultery, impiety, and ail the
evils (like the demigods of the Pagans)
are exalted into heroes and heroines and
held up as models to the untrained mind
and become examples for them to follow.
And what are the consequences: Suicides
daily recorded in our papers; murders
by youths not out of their teens; seduc-
tions; unhappy marriages; elopements;
robberies; insane asylums filled and
pri~sons replenished yearly; the poor-
house, the gutter, the hospital and finally
the grave! Ailt, ail, the results of that
fearful evil, the reading, light, trashy,
immoral and irreligionus novels. If you
doubt it just read the papers that daily
come from large.cities; you will find the
confirmation of what we state. Yes; to
read and not know how to read, nor
what to read, is a fearful danger that is
rampant over the world to-day. Let
this suffice for one article. We shall have
more to say on this subject later on.

"TRUTH" SPEAKS.

In a recent number of Truth the cele-
brated Labouchere bas an article upon
"A Rescued Nun." After. going over
the history of Miss Golding's lies about
Freich convents, bringing Mr. Edward
Littleton to task for acting as "manager"
for the firebrand female, and giving a
set down to the "North Sussex Pro-
testant Parliamentary Oouncil," off
which organisation th.e said ILiLtleton il.

styled "Honorary Secretary," he con-
cludes with these reniarks: " I am net a
Roman Catholic; but I see no res8on
why Roman Catholics should be attacked
in thie fashion. Any one who knows
France muet be aware that in no country
are there more people who would be de-
lighted te bring a charge that holds
water against conventual establishments.
The poor silly 'Rescued Nun1' je very
possibly, as her aister suggests, suffering
from brain disturbance. I therefore do
not-if this be the case-blame her. But
what is to be thought of her impresario,
the man Littleton ? What of the 'North
Sussex Protestant Parliamentary Coun.
ci]?' What becomes of the funds ob-
tained through these lectures ? Do they
go to the 'rescued nui' or the Sussex
Council? I have read carefully the
statements of the ' rescued nun,' and the
evidence certitied to by the Frenich
Mayors and physicians rebutting it, and
I have no hesitation in saying that the
allegations of the ' rescued nun ' are de-
void of the shadow of the shade of
truth."

It is certainly pleasant to find such a
writer pronouncing thus upon a subject
that ie now discussed quite universally.
lu almst every country under the sun
there are "ex-priests" and "escaped "-

(or rather "rescued ") nuns. " Rescue
sounds more heroic," wrote a friend the
other day. And these people are play,
ing upon the bigotry, the ignortnce, the
folly and the sentinentality of certain
classes of audiences. Only the otlier day
do we find the ex-nun of Kenmare -Mise
Cusack-raieing the ro off a. hall with
her denunciations of Miss Golding. She
positively ridicules Blie absurd stories
told by Miss Golding. Had she the
chance of being first in the field with
Ruch stories it would be all very fair;
but Miss Golding iesa rival; ehe has en-
tered upon Miss Cusack's territory ;
every shiiling paid toL hear Miss Golding
is a shilling lost te Miss Ctisack. It isa
matter of business with these ladies;
only one ometimes runs foul of the
other, and their interests clash. The
" ex-priestI" and "ex-nun " business je
such a good speculation that we are
having a regular epidemic of them at
present. Only when their dupes will
begin to find out that tLhey are support-
ing and paying these people and are
laugbed at, in secret, for their pains, will
they awaken to the fact that they are
being actually robbed.

The other day we received a letter
from the editor of the Catholic Citizen of
Milwaukee, asking us about au "ex-
nun," a "rescuedl" niember of the Con-
gregation of Notre Dame, in Montreal,
who, under the name of Margaret St.
Orner, is preaching throughout the west
and unfolding the horrors of convent life.
We informed the editor that there never
wa such a person, either novice or pro-
fessed, in the Congregation of Notre
Dame here. la fact no person bearing,
either in the world or in religion, such a
name ever entered that community; and
decidedly ne one ever left it. There vas
the notorious Miss Diez Debar, who

played the very devil-in the literal as
well as figurative sense-in Chicago, at
the Church of the Holy Family, and who
is now continuing her infernal work
under different names-that of St. Olier

and that of St. Maur-and who je

probably the Mis1 z.. Omer in question.

They are dangerous people in ociety,
and the communitY is happy which has

escaped a visit frQm one of these
creatures. A few lessons like that re-
cently tàught te the lying and black-
guard editor of the American Eagle
might serve to bring these impostors to
their senses, te cause the public te see
through their veil off deceit, sud serve te
Napiih the plague from' the land.


