
THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN. [APRIL 251h, 1883-

WORKVS 0F FICTION.

Before commencing the publication of another serial story
il occurs 10 us that the folowing chapter fromn Dr. Pryde's
recent admirable work on the " Highways of Literature"
wili be perused by many readers with pleasure and profit :

Man comes mbt the worid the most helpiesa of creatures.
He i l ttle cisc than a soft, sprawling, squailing piece of
flesh. How is il possible that he wili manage to survive in
this bustiing, jostiing world, wherc his fellow.crcatures wil
thrust him aside, and the mysterious powera of nature lie in
wait on every ide, ready 10 crush him? H ow will he know
h')w to act amid so many difficult and perplexing circum-
stances? God has provided tor this. A craving has been
given to him which will neyer let him rest, but which com-
peis him to seek the very things necessary for his guidance
through lite. This craving is an irrepreasible deire to know
what others are doing, 10 add 10 bis own experience the ex-
perience of others. And he does not wish 10 know them in
the abstract, but in the concrete ; not so much what tbey
are, but what they are doing. And if he cannot sec îhem
undergoing adventures in reality, he wishes to sec them in
imagination. He wiahes, in other words, to hear a narra-
tive. This desire, too, continues ail bis lite. " Tell me a

sîory, " lisps the infant aimost as soon as he is able to speak.
"Commend me to any exciting novel," saysîhe young man.

"'Anything new? What is going on?" asks the man of
middle age.
ý;Now, if thinga were as they ougbt 10 be, history and
biography should suffice 10 satiafy this craving. But history
treats of great politicai events, and biography of great
geniuses, and the majority of people care littie for cither of
these. Like draws 10 like. They prefer ordinary occur-
rences and ordinary peope; and if îhey cannot gel them
real, they must have them imaginary. The historien, there-
fore, is thrusb aside and the noveliat calied in.

In doing this, people cannot be said to be casting away
the truc and preferring the false. The circumatances of a
novel, which after ail are not essentiai, may be imaginary;
but the description of the risc and progresa of tbe action,
which is the substance of tbe novel, may be reai. Who
shall dare 10 say that that moat toucbing of ail ficitious
narratives, the Parable of the Prodigai «Son, ia not truc ?
The feeding of the swine and the eating of thc huaks are
fanciful; but the incident of the infatuated boy eagerly
seizing his parimony and spending it among debauchees,
and coming back a beggar 10 be forgiven and taken to his
fatber's bosom, is, alas 1 too truc. It is stiUl occurring every
day.

Fiction, therefore, has heen invcnted and cultivated to
aupply the wanta of man, and is a necesaary, juat like tea
and coffee or any other nutritious stimulant ; and truc 10 ils
character, il varies ils form tu suit the crcumatances and
tastes of each period of lite. If wc examine, we shall find
that the circumastances of eacb stage of a man's lite have led
to the production of a kind uf fiction exactly suited to them.
The story-tellers have taken mbt account the different
perioda of a man's mental growth, and without sacrificing
truthfulness in any case, have produced a story bo suit each
pcriod.

A child has little experience, and lives in a world of
wonder. Ils ulttle eyes are aiways wide open with astonish-
ment, and il secs everytbing through a sort of g/amour. fig
sîrangers seem giants. Unseen friends who send gifla arc
fairies. Cals, dogs, and even doils, are intelligent beinga,
and could spcak if tbey liked. The moat compicated
actions aeem 10o be donc by magic. Accordingiy, the teller
of a cids story muat study these peculiarities. Everything
he introduces must be strikingly simple, and at the same
lime wonderful. The naughty characters are great, big
giants like Blunderbore and Cormoran, and the heroca are
very diminutive championg iike Hop.o'.my thumb and Jack
the Giant-Killer. Thc good people are ail very, very good,
and the bad are ail very, very bad. Complicated processes
in makîng things are dispensed with. Everything is done
by magic. When Cinderelia wants an equipage, there is no
dàfficuity about il. By the touch of her grandmother's wand,
a pumnpkin la changed mbt a carniage, mice mbt homses,
lizards mbt foomen, a rat loto a coachman ; and ail these
proceed 10 do their work with the perfect precision and cool-
nesa of old bands.

But the child soon becomes a boy, and is sent ou ntobthse
rough worid, where ail the nonsense about giants and fainies
is soon knocked out of him. A reckiesa activity now be.
comes bis characterialic. H1e developa an astoniabing talent
for miachief, which he calîs fanM. He cabtaulta sparrowm,
and cannot sec " a barmicas, necessary ca," without sîoop-
ing down and groping for a tone. H1e has frequent fighta
and adventures with certain individuals of bis own age,
whom he calis " Cada." H1e also assiduously cutivîtes
practicai joking, with a satisasction to himscif in which hi.
neaneat relatives do not a/wuays share. To suit Ibis hopeful
young gentleman, the abor>-teller changes bis hand and
writes a bogyXr nove/. Its elements are adventure, fighting,
and miachief. Tihe receipt for ils composition is very simple.
Take a boy or young man for a hero. Let bim run away to
mc. Wreck him on the Coast of -Afra, and land him

But the days ut bis boyhood soon pass. His relatives
coming 10 visit bim after a year'a absence, finda that bee has
shot up mbt a young man. H-e diacô'vers tht use of a mirror
and gazing into it geta bis first idea of manly heauty. He
also forma bis notions of the cul of a coat, the colour of a
necktie, and the parting of the bain. and adapta his waik and
conversation tu wbît lbe considera a gentlemanly style. He
finda, 100, that he bas a beart, and that he can write poetry,
and he trames verses abounding in sucb rhymes as 'lbeart,"
" 4part," "lever," Ilsever," "1neyer." The future is envel.
oped in rose-tint, and hie tondly hopes that in that rumanlic
land there will be in store for him nothing but beauty and
blias. For- tbis emotional young man the sentimenta/ nove/
is produced. Its clements are bcauty, devotion, danger, de.
liverance. Ils favourite characters are : a young lady, ex-
quisiteiy lovely, witb golden iocks, and the figure ot a sylph ;
a young man of slim form, bright cyca, and raven bair, who
adores tht sylph, but is in despair, because, alas 1 be bas no
blue blood in bis veina ; a littie, rickcîy aristocrat, wbo ut.
fers a titie and a fortune for the band of tht sylph, and a
cruel, cruel father who favours the rickety aristocrat. Ail
these charactens are at ixes and sevens îhrougb tht greater
part of tht book. Then, Jo 1 a suddcn catastrophe-a con-
flagration, or inundaîlon, or both. Tht youtb ofthbb raven
haim rushes in at the rish of bis lite and savea the aylph.
Then that pbilanlhropic, middie-aged man, so frcquent in
noveis and so rare in real lite, whose soie business it is 10
make young people happy, comes in aI bbc veny nick of
lime, and by means of some paper found somewbere, proves
tIsat tbc youlh of the raven hair is bbc cîdest son of Sir
Somcbody, and that bis blood, afler ail, is ut tht proper re-
gulation coloun. I"You have saved bier life ; she is yuurs,
take ber, and be happy," aya tbc tather, now nu longer
cruel. And then there la added juat ont sentence more to
say bow happy they wcrc lu tbe end of a long lite ; for in
tht sentimental worid ail miscries end with marriage, and
the reat of lite is une deligbîful monolony of unmiîigated
huass.

But the man gradually emerges trom tht sentimental wurld
Int the soben worid ut realily. Hlm beart bas subsided to
a hum-drumn beat. Tht rose colour bas died out. Beauty
and blils may bave come, but they bave come very mucb
alioycd. Now, if the man la of a shallow nature, he f alla
mbt a weaker state than ever. Simple enjoymenta pail upun
hlm. He becomes blasé, and nothing in tht real world in-
tercala hlm, save ucis exciling causes as steeple-chases, figbt.
ing and games ut hazard. Il la lu administer lu Ibis mimd
diseased that tbc noveliat prepares bis sensationa/ novel. Its
elemenîs are myatery, murder, deteclion. Tht great essential
is a cuiprit. And to make Ibis cuiprit as inlcresîing as pos-
sible, she is a lady as cxquisitc as an angel, wilh sunny iocks
and cyca ut beavenly bitte, cnîrancing smile, melodious
voice, and amail, soft, delicabe hand, tht idolized wife ut a
baronet, ycl bearing about with ber a guilty secret. And lu
torment Ibis iovely cuipril there is an accomplice, a woman
witb waxcn face, white eycbrows, and colouricas lips; and
Ibis woman bas a husband, a rcd-baired, buil-necked ruffian,
wbo is constantly making himachf lipsy, and almoat biurting
out the secret. Then tu gel up tht hunî, a relation ut the
baronet comes in, and bc suspect's tht lady's crime, and sets
himacîf 10 find il out. A dctective is put on the scent, and
tIse chase becomea exciting. He schemea bard tu gel some
pipera. She destroys themn betone lbe tan gel lhcm. Ht
after moat intricate inquiries, gels other evidence. She sels
fine 10 i boume, and tries tl uu p bobh hlm and tht cvi-
dence. At lasI he bringa bier to bay. She confesses Ibat
she bas been married befone, that she druwned ber firat
bumhand in a well, that ahe bas a taint of madnesa in ber
hlood, that she bas been md aili tht wii ; and la carried
off raving 10 tht asylum. Then, lu the surprise utai, ber
murdered busband turna up. Ht had been îhnown mb oa
well, but bad scramblcd ont again, and had lain bld, dis-
gusbed wilh hecwbole affain. We did nob wonder at bis
diaguat.

But if the man is ut a deeper nature, wben bis rumanîic
ideas vanisb, a fan wider and tuer theony ut lite succeeda.
Ht now sees tbe nemi world ia mure wondertui Ibm tht
ideal, tIsaI truth la tranger Ibmn fiction; and le becomea
interesled in ail the phenomena ut this wondertul worid,
especialiy in that wondcr of wondena, man, lb is bu meet
the wanls outhIis lover ut realiîy that the great EnglisIs
novcists-Ricbmndson, Fielding, Scott, Dickens, Thackeray,
and George Elio-have written what la cmlled the-.IlNovel
ut Manners."

SucIs are the varions kinda ut works ut fiction. Thene
are othens, but these are what may be calied the legitmiabe
kinda. And in tht account whicb we have just given ut
thein origin, we bave ascertained Ibat there la a natunal de-
mand for fiction ; that tht demand continues under different
forma, aI ail perioda ut a man's lite ; and Ibal tht books
wbicb aupply Ibis demand may be held 10 bc necessanies ut
existence.

This considenalion, we can easily sec, bave a very import-
ant bearing upon bIse pracîlcal question : how novei-rcading
should be treated ? We can now sec bow useicas it la to Itel
young peuple nultu read novelsata ail. As long as thcy
bave imagination, as long as that imagination cannoî bc tu!ly
atisfied by bistory and biography, au long musItbey con-

tinue 10 remd bhcm. Instead ut trying tu proscribe novel-
reading, tht only pnactirai plan is 10 regulate it, 10 sbow huw
novels should bc used, and bu point ouI tht remedies in the

But we cannot do our duty to ourseives and others, unieon
we know ourseives and others, unless we know, in other
words, human character. Now, besides the Hoiy Scriptures,
which are the highest exponents of the secrets of the human
heart, there are several kinds of books whose business it iS
to describe human nature. The most pretentinus of these
are histories and biographies. But histories and biographies
tell us chiefly about great men, and it is flot about them we
want to know. We want to know about every.day people
like ourselves, who are piaced very much in the same cir-
cumstances, who are tempted in the saine way, and who
may be modeis of warning to us. Now, this is the know-
iedge that the truc novehist undertakes to give us. He pre-
sents to us a iife-iike picture of this bustiing work-a-day
world, with its interesting acenes and incidents. There he
shows us a variety of charartera, ail playing their apprnpri-
ate parts. We sec mot only the outward movements, but
aiso the inner woîkings of their nature. We watch the mo-
tives riaing in their hearts, gpiing out into action, and ending
in most momentous resuits. We observe, too, how easiiy
vice springs up, with what difficulty virtue is maintained,
how seifishnessalaways ends in degradation, and how bene-
voience is its own reward. Take Thackeray as an exarnple.
We hold that Thackeray-the keen, satirical, warm.hearted,
tender, truc, pure minded Thackeray-is one of the greatest
educators which this country has produced. There is no
doubt that he is one of the most truthfui delineators of hu-
man nature. The oniy objection brought againat him is
that, in his early works especially, he is too apt to dwel
upon the dark side of things. But this, instead of being au
objection, is one of his most valuable qualifications as an
educator of youth. The young and inexperienced are profle
enough of their own accord to look upon the bright side.
Their animai spirits, aspirations, fresh fancies, ail lead theni
in this direction. It is the dark side of the world, with its
flatteries, hollow promises, disgusting seifishness, and plot*
ting viliany, that they are in danger ofloverlooking. NoWo
Thackeray, side by side with scenes that are bright with the
smiles of innocent children, the devotion of noble womefl,
and the wit and wisdom of true.hearted men, has depicted
the haunts of fashion in colours that can neyer fade. lie
brings before us the Vanity Fair of London, and shows usi
ils parks, its streets, its clubs, its theatreq. its baii.roonms'
ail bustling with the votaries of pleasure. Unlike most othet
noveliats, he does not engross our attention with oniy a few
persons. Away in the background are many less important
people whom he has flot time to describe, but whose cher'
acter he merely indicates by characteristic namcs. There
are, for example, the friend of George IV., the Eari of Pot
ansherry; a prosy taiker, Mr. Jawkins; a wearisome o1d
woman, Lady Hum-and.-haw; and a German pianist, llet
Thumpenstrumpif. And in the foregroundi there are sono
whom ho describes fer more fuily with the most atriking of*
fect. Take as specimens the foliowing group of pleastire'
hunters of very different kinds. We both sec and hear the0
speak. There is iight.hearted, frolicsome Harry Fokef.
At school he has been duIl and dirty, had been unabie tO
spell, and scarceiy able le read. But he has deveiopcd 890
at once into a full.blown man of fashion, with a bl-do<'o
head for a pin, bull.dog's headi for buttons, and sportiOg
scenes ornamenting his shirt front. At the University hC
prosecutea his education by painting his tutor's door Vd'
milion, and la rusticated for it. Then he thinks of complet'
ing his education abroad. Il don't matter," said Fokef'
talking over the matter with Pen; Ila iiît.le sooner or 0
littie later, what is the odds? I shouid have been pluckP'
for My littie.go again, I know I sbould ; that Latin I cannOt
screw into my head, and my mamma's anguish would b5'
broke out next term. The governor wii blow like an l
grampua, I know he will-weli, we muat stop tili he geti
his wind again. 1 shall probably go abroad and imptole
my mind with foreigh travel. Yes, parly voo's the ticket.
It'ly, and that sort of thing. l'Il go to Paris and leafl' t o
dance and complete my qducation."' There is Joseph Sed'
icy, "la very atout, puffy man, in buckskins and IleU8iso
boots, with severai immense neck.cioths that rime aImOSt 10

his nose, with a red-striped waistcoat and an appie.g1Ooo
coat, with steel buttons almost as large as crown piecos
He la an Indian officiai home on sick Jeave ; but duriiig e
Waterloo campaign, when it is thought that there viruid be
no fighting, he goca across to Belgiurn with the 59'
army, dreased in a frock-coat, duck trousers, and a forio
cap ornamented with a amail gold band, and swaggerls AbO
and taîka ioudiy of the absurdity of thinking that IlB0114'
as he calîs him, wiii ever attempt to face them. Buti0
sooner doca he hear that "Boney " is approaching tbP" '
sheds his military attire, shaves off bis moustache, buh
horse at an exorbitant price, and is off, leaving his ffieo'
behind him. Vet, when he returns to India, he tale
nothing but the campaign of 1815, goca into ail the detO
leavea the impression that he musc have been by the Sie
the Duke of Wellington on the eventfui day, and in 9g, tb
identifies hianseif so much with the battle that he goes . t
name of "lWaterloo Sediey." Then bistre is that ,Oot
yet moat amusing waif, Captain Costigan, in fag
somnewhab shiny garments, with redi nose, a wisp of8al', c
weli.withered hbay, on éach. aide of his head ; a i
very much over one eye, and a pervading flavourofusP
teen." In a rich Irish brogue he drivels about<,y
daughter," blarneys those who are likely to lend hinlU 0 it>
and brags about bis acquaintance even with royalty.
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