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'""'^ '' "' '""""^t of the breed or itmaybe the weaUmg
; ,t may be the first-born, it often is theBejarmn Fathers in the flesh know this secret tiderLss

^^nyach,ld and many a book is brooded over with aZtl^•eeven before its birth.-Loved thus,for nogra^ormeri
of Its own, this book is my dream-child
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Hc^on' ^.* .T.' ^'^r''^.'^^-^
'" "^y ^y ^ordin honmrofhiction- 'fiction contradistinguished from what is toJ-

larly termed - serious " writing.
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are so carefully devised atul described as never to evoke the
rdeaofrmprobabilUy, then it can make no differeZeVtt
mtellectual pleasure of the reader whether what heismZ
toreakse so vividly is a record of fact or of mere foncy.Facts we read of are of necessity past: what is past, what
ts beyond tlu^ immediate ken of our senses, can only be real
tsed in imagination; and the picture we are able to make of
I for ourselves depends altogether on the sympathetic skUl ofilu recorder. Is not Diana yernm. born and bred in Scott'srmagmahm. to the full as living now before us as Rob RoyMacgregor whose existence was so undeniably tangible to themen of his days ? Do we not see, in our mind's eye. and
knowasclearly the lovable "girtJohn Ridd - o/Lorna Doone
the romance as his contemporaries, Mr. Samuel Pebys of the

knL\sf
"""^f^omising Diary or KingJames of English

Pictures alikeofthe plainestfacts or of the veriestimagin-
tngs. are but pictures: it matters very little therefore whether
the man or the woman we read of but never can see in the
flesh has really lived or not, if what we do read raises an
emotionm our hearts. To the novelist, every character, each


