
wid five iKHiiul notes—should you, nowT

•—let alone cross-tempered Fanny Fitz-

gibbon.
Theresa nodded slightly. The calam-

ity had already la-gun to seem less over-

whelming. Wrath was a stimulant, and

Fergus’ contemptuous mention of Fanny
came to her feelings as balm.

‘•Ami a bit later on." Fergus continued,
•’coinin’ towards Mic-naelnias, say, 1

Wonder might I lie axin’ you was

there e’er a body else in it Ehat

you wouldn’t think too bad of alto-

gether. But I won't be delayin’ you

now. for it’s tired you are streelin’
about, and if you’ll take my advice,

you’ll just go in and wet yourself a cup

of hot tay. and git a bit to ate. There’s

a fire burnin’ 1 know, for I'm after
makin’ free to heat some water to give
this heifer of yours a mash, that’s had a

dale of drivin’ forwards and backwards

too. So good-night to you kindly, Ther-

esa, and when I have it all locked up. I’ll

hang the kays in the holly-bush by the
stable-door.”

Theresa, turning away, took with her

a consolatory remembrance of his words;
and as she drank her warm tea by the

kitchen hearth, in accordance with his

advice, it seemed to her quite within the

liounds of possibility that, she might
furthermore take his hint about next

Michaelmas.

ABOUT NOVELS

By ROBT. H. BAKEWELL, M.D.

I -Stas asked a few days ago whether
I ever read novels. I took the question
as a compliment, as implying, that in

the opinion of my questioner, my read-

ing would be confined to medical works,
or philosophical or critical ones. But it

amused me, because it sounded almost

like asking a fish if it was in the habit of
swimming. I must have read thousands

of tales, novels, and romances in my

time, and now I read more novels and

other light literature than ever.

The recent prosecutions in Christ-
church of booksellers for selling immoral

(is it immoral?) or indecent tales, has

set me thinking about the subject of

novel reading, especially for young
people. When I was a boy I was most

strictly prohibited from reading novels.

One of the severest canings I ever re-

ceived from my father was given me

because he found one of the Waverley
novels hidden under my pillow. I sup-

pose it can hardly seem credible that

such thoroughly moral and instructive

books as the novels of Sir Walter Scott
could ever have been forbidden. But so

it was. When I grew to manhood, I made

some enquiries as to why these excellent
tales should have been condemned, and

found that it was because the best

characters in them were represented as

actuated by merely moral motives-, and
were not in any instance persons who

showed any signs of being truly con-

verted!

The first novel that broke down the

exclusiveness of the Evangelical party
about novel-reading was Mrs. Harriet

Beecher Stowe’s tale of slavery, entitled

“Uncle Tom.” This book, when it first

appeared, and for years after, had the
most amazing popularity-. Editions by
the dozen appeared in England, for there

was no copyright then between Great

Britain and the States, and it was sold

by hundreds of thousands. It was

translated into all the chief European
languages, and was made into a play,
which is still acted occasionally, both in

France and England. I believe that

everybody in England who could read,
read “Uncle Tom.” Topsy, a little nig-
ger girl, who was a perfect imp of mis-

chief, was quoted everywhere, and Uncle

Tom himself was an universal favourite.

The book, it was said, had a larger sale

than any other book in English except
the Pilgrim's Progress. And yet I don’t

suppose you could find in any bookseller’s

shop in Auckland a copy of either book.

This book, besides being written by the

daughter and sister of evangelical minis-

ters, had such a highly moral and re-

ligious tone that the Puritan part of the

British public accepted it joyfully. It

was followed by “The Wide, Wide
World.” “Queechy,” and some other

books by Mrs. Beecher Stowe. The ice

was broken, at any- rate, and from thence

forward religious novels, tales in religi-
ous periodicals, and even novels or 'tales
not distinctly religious, but having a

moral tone, were tolerated by all the

sects.

But, at the same time, there were

certain tales, mostly written in the 18th
century, which, although they had at-

tained some literary celebrity, and were,
and are still, looked upon by some critics
as classics, were forbidden to the young.
I allude especially to Fielding’s and

Smollett’s novels, and even to Richard-
son’s “Clarissa Harlowe.” They were

forbidden, and rightly so, not merely on

account of the coarseness of the

language, but because they contained

indecent scenes and descriptions. For

precisely' the same reason, Shakespeare’s
plays, in the unexpurgated editions, were

forbidden. So was Byron’s “Don .luau."

Now a question which has been much

discussed, and is not even now positively
settled, is whether works of fiction hav-

ing a distinctly immoral tendency, or

containing descriptions or passages that

no one could read aloud in any mixed as-

semblage of men and women, should lie

Hold openly in shops. I suppose nobody
will expect- an old man, who has passed
sixty years of his life in his study and

practice of medicine, to lx; particularly
squeamish. It is forty or fifty years
since I read any of Smollett's tales, or

Shakespeare’s “ Venus and Adonis,” and

my mollection of them is not very clear.

But such as I have docs not tempt mo

fo refresh my meory of them. Smollett

disgusted me with his coarseness, hut yet
to a student of history, desirous of know-

ing what life in tirenavy was in the “good
old days,” his tales are invaluable. To

anyone else they are certainly nauseating.
A few months ago I read a review of

Fielding’s “

Tom Jones ” by some critic

who lavished praise on it. 1 had tried to

read it once or twice before, but 1 could

not get through the book, for it seemed

to me dull. stupid and wearisome. The

characters were all persons of the most

commonplace type, and the plot most un-

interesting. However, I deteimined to

see whether my present judgment would

agree with that of my middlle.age, so t

bought a cheap copy of “ Tom Jones,’’
and set to work to read it. But I found

it impossible to persevere; 1 conld not

get through one half of it, and althougn
I had a look at the conclusion, I did not

succeed in plodding through one-half of

the book. My own opinion is that, like

Zola’s books, nasty-minded people read

them for their nastiness, and that they
have no other merit than being a faithful

picture of the manners and! customs of the

English people in the very lowest period
of our national history. Never have we

sunk so low as in the eighteenth century.
I know- that some people will throw’ in

my face that much-quoted saying,
“

To

the pure all things are pure.” 1 don’t

know where the quotation comes from nor

who wrote it, but I deny it altogether;
and. besides, I would ask, who is pure?
On a celebrated occasion we know that

among a numerous assemblage of highly
respectable men no man thought himself

so free from sin as to be able to throw

the first stone at the woman taken in

adultery. But in fact there are scenes

and descriptions and! sometimes spoken
words, which stick like burrs, in the mem-

ory, and are never forgotten. It is for

this reason I hold- that certain books

should be prohibited, their republication
made a criminal offence, and their sale

punished by a heavy fine. Their perusal
can do- no possible good, and may do

much harm. To mention the titles of

sueh books would only lead to advertise

them.

Up to a period of last century novels

were only published in three forms—-

either in periodicals or in monthly parts,
or in three volumes at £1 11/(1 for the

three. On such terms, novels were read

only by subscribers to libraries. The

periodicals that printed novels were pub-
lished at either a shilling or half a erown

a month, except a very few like “Cham-

bers's Journal ”

or Dicken’s “Household

Words,” which were weekly periodicals,
and cost three-halfpence or twopence a

week, or the ever popular- “.London Jour-

nal” or“Family Hera Id, the cheapest ofall
as they were sold at a penny. I remem-

ber, when a boy, reading Miss Braddon’s
first novel, “ Henry Dunbar,” which came

out weekly in the “ London Journal,”
about the year 1845. The “London Jour-
nal ” was illustrated by wood engravings;
the “ Family Herald ”

never had anyTilus-
trations, but the letter-press was very
good.

Diekens, Thackeray and Charles Lever

published most of their novels in monthly-
parts at a shilling. Each part contained
two steel engravings, and the novel ran

into 20 or 24 numbers. Latterly, I think,
the public got tired of these long-drawn
out tales, and no subsequent writers, have

adopted this mode of publication. The

three-volume novel was given up all at

once, apparently by agreement among

the publishers, for it suddenly ceased to

exist, I think about 25 years ago, and
was followed by the 6/ story or collec-
tion of stories in one volume. I suppose
a few very rich people might buy novels

in three volumes at a guinea and a-half,
but I ■ever knew anyone who did;
everybody got them from the libraries.

The institution of Mudie’s Library in

the late forties I well remember, as I
knew personally the family. They first
had an ordinary bookseller’s shop in

Southampton-street, Bloomsbury. Their

father was a literary man, but little

known. They wore the first to have
graduated subscriptions, from one guinea
a year upwards. They soon moved down

to tbeir present premised, which have

l>een greatly extended as their frusrnetw
increased. Instead of buying one or two

copies, as other libraries had done, they

largely increased the number, until «f
works likely to be in Urge demand they
purchase hundreds of copies. W. 11.

Smith and Co., of the Strand, originally
only newspaper agents ia quite a small
way, added libraries in London and at
the railway stations to their business.

In all these qraya the circulation and
sale of novels has increased amazingly,
end I should think that for one novel
sold in my younger days a hundred are

sold now. The re-publication of popular
novels, after the copyright has expired,
must add many thousands to the readers,
as these reprints are made at a very
low price.

We certainly have no such galaxy of
talent among the writers of fiction a3
illuminated the mid-Victorian period.
Thackeray, Bulwer Lytton, CbaYles and
Henry Kingsley. Charles Lever, Anthony
Trollope. Wilkie Collins, George Eliot,
and most popular and most famous of

all, Charles Diekens—these names eannot
be equalled among the fiction writers of
the present day. Every one of the writ-

ers I have named has left one or more

works which will lxl classical of its kind.
Everyone has created one or more char-
acters which will live in English litera-

ture as long as English literature exists.
And, it may be remarked, that without
shirking any of the tragedies of real life,
not one of them has written a page
■which cannot be read aloud in a mixed

company without, exciting a blush on the

cheek of the most modest maiden. They
were pure writers. They neglected, per-
haps, the tone of the highest society in

England—that of the Court.

I am afraid I have allowed myself to
wander away from the topics I had in-

tended to touch on. and run into gossip.
But I must defer to another occasion a.

criticism, which I had prepared, on

novels of the present day.

Arthur-strect, Onehunga,

October 17, 1908.
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IN THE HOME.
A vast amount of human misery is
endured by thousands of men and

women who are never really well.

Headache, sickness, nervous depres-
sion, dislike of food, sinking sensa-

tions, with distressing dizziness and
weakness, make life a daily misery
to such sufferers. And the cause is

indigestion—a stomach that starves

the body, because it cannot digest
sufficient food to keep it well, and

leaves the mind weak, irritable,
depressed. To such unhappy ones

Mother Seigel’s Syrup brings ames-

sage of hope, brings the ready help
to health, brings the quiet, strong
sense of confidence which only
health can give—health re-made
and regained, through sound diges-
tion. Take it daily after meals.

Mr. J. Fitzgibbon, r. Hu?o Street, Redfern,
N.S.W., writingon March. 18th, 1908, says :
*’

For years I suffered most severely from
acuta indigestion. Nothing did meany good
until I got Mother SeigeKs Syrup. The

first bottle enabled me to eat and digest,
aud soon I was quite cured."

MOTHEB
e

SEIGELS
SYRUP

HORLICK’SMALTED MILK
\For all ages, from fcba nursery

■ vK upwards, Horlick*» Malted

ia an ideal food-
ALL verage, easily digested,

nourishing, invigors

f Xting. It is indispens-
1 \ TIMF<2N abl« to invalids
time or\llintO K

and the

supper and provides

Horllclc’s\ AND V
fuU diet

Malted MUkisk
a delicious MIT N.

for tea, coffee

It is prepared in a minute,

and requires no cooking. \CLIMES
Ol *llChainlets and Wb..tauUe and Ketal I Storea,

ae.. *O. Sample. SB, lUt HI., Sydnay. N.B.W.
■orUek-n Foed Slough. Buck*. Eag.

Housekeeping
Troubles

are smoothed away

by using

BIRD’S
3foiqe

Specialities.
BIRDS

Custard powder,

BIRD'S
Jelly

DISSOLVE IMSTASTLV.

UNEQUALLED HUUMHCt t OEUCHTE FLAWt,

BIRDS
Concentrated Egg Powder*

BIRD’S
Pudding Powder.

MM-ckeepMt «•“ obtain MippUe. .1 the above

locally from (Mir merchant*, they agaia ordering
through Home House* only, from

ALHK> BMD «««M»LH.,Birmin*ham,lae
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