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TI CA711HOZC SPIRIT IN "Q UO VAIDIS"ý

~gjO\'E mien," says the Poct,
C"arc borni great, somie ach-
ij eve gYreatniess, and others

have grea tness thrust upon themi."
Sienkiewicz, the author of Qwo
Vads, belongs to the second class;
his is flot a prolifie, meteorie pen,
that leaves on]y a miere trace on the
shifting sands of tiie ; it strikes a
few bold strokes, that engrave its
owner's namie and genius uponl the
"Rock of Acres." H-e burnt the

nicdilnit oi, for many a. long weary
year; hie pondered deeply and lov-
ingly upon the mysteries of the
human nature andi the human heart,
before hie attempteci to play his part,
in charmingr the one and ennoblingy
the other.

Too nmny novels of our day, eîna-
natingr from a one-a-month peni, re-
semble the fire-fly, in the mionentary
flash of their artillery. Would that
they wvere as harniless in causing
conflagrations. Vapid novels set
the reacler's imagination on, fire, de-
g>çrade humax nature, brutalize our
héarts and leaci us inito quagmires of
falsehood anci immiiorality.

Iii this agre of electricity, it is rare
to finci a mmiid, xvhich can grive a new
charni to bygrone days, cail forth the
mighty spirits of ancient Rome and
bringr thei before us, with aill thcir
eloquence and genius; Sienkiewicz
ranks second only to the aut'hors of
Falio/a and Ga/li-çta, ini the portrayýal
of early Christian life. H-e under-
stands thorougichly weIl the rmal vailue
of a work, w'hichi proposes to treat
se 'îously miost serious questions, to,
review gyroat historical events, and to

sketch eminent historical characters,
in which millions of fellow-beings
take an absorbingr and personal in-
terest. There is nothingr, %%hIich men
have flot macle a subject of pastirne.
There are, however, somie themes
and these, pertaining to affairs of
this world, which it is not lawful to
apprujch inconsiderately or to treat
lighitiy, even wvhere the purpose is
avowed; stili less wheni there is a
profession of seriousness and impar-
tiality. The author of Qzto Vazdzis,
realizes that hie is treating a sublect
wrhich interests every foll8-)wer of
Christ. He mnakes every christiani
heart arieve over, admire, honor our
brethern so long persecuted, worried,
'Lorniented, to strengthen that bond
of charity which unites us to the
church anid formis by its delicate
fibres, the main nerves through
which the thrilling sensation of .Ca-
tholic symipathy vibrates, from miemi-
ber to memiber of the mystical body
of Christ.

Thackeray, one of the greatest of
English. novelists, wvas once asked if
lie had read a certain book-" I b-ake
cakes," lie said, "Cbut I eat bread."
MVost of us have a sneakingç regard
for niovels-a partiality for such lite-
rature which wve ai-e hafahmdto
confess. WVhy should we be afraid
to plead guilty te the neot very
heinous crime of reading a really
g«ood story- brimiful of undeniable
talent ? Even the most fasticlious,
neced not, repeait CC thirough my fault>,
for havingy read Qzeo 1i ~diç; Sien-
kiewicz serves us with the literary
<' staff of life in its purest and most
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