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lesson of the plain unvarnished fact of
history and biography, or of that science
which reveals ¢ God’s deep wisdom in the
natural world,’ stand out move palpable to
the young mind if less disguised by
spangles and rosy wreaths ?

Again we say, lest we should be mis-
understood, that we do not pronounce a
wholesale condemnation of all literature
of this class. Yet we think we may very
pertinently ask whether we have not, for
the present, enough of this kind of thing,
and to spare? It was all very well for
Addison—who had a great affection for
the lotos style of life, by the way, and
who was in his day a gre .t cultivator of
the dream-mspiring shrub—to say ¢ Fic-
tion lures him [man] to the severe task
by a guyer preface.” But does it? A far
more thoughtful writer on edueation, who
had varvowly watched and closely con-
sidered educational influences- —~Hanuah
More—observes that “ the habitual indulg-
ence in such reading is a silent mining
mischief.” The truth of this remark,
multitudes can attest from their own ex-
perience. Another writer of our own times
has well suid: ¢ The novel, as a mode of
presenting truth or exhibiting human
nature, cannot, upon religions grounds,
be condemned. But the Aabit of novel-
reading is, of course, another thing. The
surrender of the mind and of the life to
this, is what every moralist and Christian
must condemn. There is an infallible
goftening of the brain and ossification of
the heart attendant on mnovel-reading.
Theve is but little attention demanded,
and the mind is dwarfed. There is a
perpetual appeal to emotion, which, as it
expends itself in luxurious tears, produces
no virtuous action, Is there no higher
end for which to live? Is there no more
remunerative employment for mind or
time? Are self-respect, self-government,
and self-improvement growing with the
habit?  When *the Master’ demands an
uaccount, what shall be the response for such
an use of immortal energies and oppor-
tunities ? It fits not for life. If life be a

vigorous pulling up the stream against
wind and current and toil, then other
bone and nerve —and flesh-producing
pubulum must be provided; but if it be
uuconscious floating on the river, and

along the odorous banks of sentimental-
ism, then, of course, let us eat our lotos-
fruit, and dreamily, lazily glide on, unt.l
startled by the rapids of approachiiy
deuth, or fully aroused by the swift .
rowy plunge beyond the Niagara of the

We very greatly fear that if this kind
of literature continues to inundate our
Sunday-schools, and the shelves of o
juvenile libraries are too greatly floodd
by these lotos-books, our young peojile
will imbibe an unhealthy and ineradicai je
taste for fiction in eurly life, which wiil
inevitably develop into a Aabit of novel-
reading in after days, and show the “silent
mining mischief’ it has wrought in a te
ful sentimentality among our daughters,
and an ‘¢ infallible softéning of the braiu’
among our sons,

Those who have the management of o
school libraries should see to this betini s,
Our teachers should take care that tli
books that they recommend to their
scholars,—and they can easily guide the
scholars in this matter—shall not b
always ¢ pretty stories, however evangeli-
cal the trath or irreproachable the morils
dressed up in the ¢ pleasant garments’ «f
fiction. But the other day we had an
illustration of the tendency of our tuo
exclusive reading in this divection. A
scholar—a  bright intelligent youth of
some twelve summers—who had run
through a short lotos-course—took home
from his school library the life of Bernuid
Palissy, the potter, Pronounced *stale,
flat and unprofitable,’ by one who had so
recently banqueted off jujubes, it wus
returned unvead. It was “dry,’ and not
by any means of the ¢ pretty story’ kind
of which he had had so large a taste. It
happened, on the Sunday afterncon that
witnessed the unread return of the famony
Frenchman's life, we passed, on our way
to the school, a young man, who carricid
under his arm several newspapers and a
three-volume novel. Shamelessly carricd
through the streets on a Sunday afternocn,
and in a few minutes to be followed Ly
the request of our little scholar for sou .-
thing of the lotos-order from the sclioo
library, the thought was forced upon us
whether the youth we had seen might not
have imbibed his taste for fiction from the
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