In reply to those moral men who would ask: “Of what use are novels?” de Sade exclaims: 

Of what use indeed! hypocritical and perverse men, for you alone ask this ridiculous question: they are useful in portraying you as you are, proud creatures who wish to elude the painter’s brush, since you fear the results, for the novel is - if ‘tis possible to express oneself thuswise - the representation of secular customs, and is therefore, for the philosopher who wishes to understand man, as essential as is the knowledge of history. For the etching needle of history only depicts man when he reveals himself publicly, and then ‘tis no longer he: ambition, pride cover his brow with a mask which portrays for us naught but these two passions, and not the man. The novelist’s brush, on the contrary, portrays him from within [....] seizes him when he drops his mask, and the description, which is far more interesting, is at the same time more faithful.  
Marquis De Sade (Reflections on the Novel, pp. 109-10)

*******************************************************************

· Can fiction portray “truths” that history, science and media (“facts”) cannot?

· Who writes history books? Do things “happen” if historians don’t write about them?

· Is the media ever unbiased? Who owns the media?

· Can science ever be truly objective? Who do scientists work for? 

· If a scientist says something is true to an aboriginal, and the aboriginal doesn’t believe it, is what the scientist says true?
