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Ti, strnge-but true ;fo truth.is always strange,

•Stranger than fiction; if it could be told,
Hlow miuch would Novels gain by the exchange:
How differently the world-would man behold 1
Hlow oft would vice and virtue places chaunge 1" Bvaox.

Tisis assuredly a readin, as much as it is a Although all of these eminent novelists differ
rncy-.eekzing age. In no period since the dis- in their style and manner, yet the aims of each

cov'ery of the printing press; have books been are alike. The playful satire of Dickens, the
1PouIred forth in snieh abuindance, as at the presnt. caustic thrusts of Jerrold, and the irony of Thacke-
'I fthe wisdo)m of a period, should be-mneasured by ray ; the truthful delineation3 of Mrs. Ellis, and

enmber of its books, then the present might Frederika Bremer's sweet pictures of domestic
e en'Sidered ats the int.roduction to the millenium- life,-all point to human improvement, all strive

But, We reret to say, this is not the case-and a t eei oit.Adben u rueto
ere uprcilview of society will ceate the the ground that merit is due to a person, in pro-

Cot eto ti

iciotat if a large portion of our literature portion to the benefit he produces, we are thusÍ>etter, thoughi less ; if the quality were looked constrained to place the writers of this class, in
IfthOre than the quantity ; and that if three- the front rank of novelists. It is indeed cheering

of Our novels were destroyed, and the re- to perceive, amid much 'that is4 bad and superficial,
drmade the vehlicles of practical reforme works issuing fromn their peiña, conveyingr pleasingk

*a;that then, society would be a considerable and useful truths; and it bespeaks for thecm, minds
gner; that then authorship would ascend to its of pure benevolence, sympathies with the suffer-

PrMPxtion, and talent receive a more adequate ings of sufferers, and proper ideas of those claim
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which society has upon talent. If men will write

.n tu.% not be misunderstood. It is not the novels, let them be directed to some good purpose;
doý ty We object to, but the quality. We do -has the human mind reached to such perfection,

et ot watt-tmtesrabtw ol as not to require either warning or advice 1 Ifrieto remove its impurities. We detest quack persons will read novels, let them read those which
an ure, as much as we do quack medicine; may be in some measure beneficial;--for is time
"nh"Iile we hail with joyevery addition to pure so valùeless, that hours and days can be spent in

alkgt esadly grieve to see so many works-pesigtebmathexrvanadte

Md etitue of moralityn andel comon sene disgusting descriptions, which accompany so large

soldoeie ofmrlts agrybuh n a portion of modern fiction î Let the reader, if
'r the market place. The majority of such he must have novels, open the volumes of Dickens,

7ochie are presented in the garb of fiction, and it and there sympathise with the sufferings of little
.1 Y upon the fictitious writings of the present Nell, jet him ontemplate the privations of young,.e hat the following observationta will be made. Nickleby, and strive to emulate thec affectionate

the novels May be divided into three classes- and patient disposition of Florence Dombey; let
th'e p etical, the romantic, and the tragic.* In him learn, if he ha& not already learned, the moral

Dicken ofteewl'blon h ames Of which is conveyed by the cruelty and selfishnéss of
and re Thackeray, Douglas Jerrold, Mrs Mlis' Dombey, senr., and by the cunning and hypocrisy

aof Pecksniff ; let him also refle

aothier class of novels, headed by Charles which are sought to be taught in AUl Dickens' ronuàO ld liandy Andy, whose chief charactrisitie la. End unalieation of character. These we do not ductions, and hie will rise fromt the examination
at P er il prvn ush, aig nnin with more sympathy for suffering, and with more

ta tif AlIbert smithi, and of Mrs. Gore; of love for hie species. No writer in the present
ar£tBn a d Jn Eyre, &a. n heato day, pleads for the destitute with so much pathos ;


