“LIKE ROUI IMMORTAL.”
BY W. L. COURTNEY

Is Ged's hand shortened that he cannot s:
seps the cry of anguish in his ear?
Nav, but he sees and hearkens. Have no fear,
sk those who fight and perish, ask the brave
, unrepining, squander all they have

some high promise, unaccomplished
here:-

Qod's glorious gates of Paradise shine clear
WEen human hopes are faltering to the grave.

Stiunge world, in which the triumph does not
come
W those who are most worldly, but to those
Who muse apart, and, wiser than they seem,
‘.Hw souls immortal, everywhere at home,
warn of the God Who sees, the God Who knows
The hidden truth interpreting their dream.
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There are some delightfully ironical touches
I Mr, Howell's “Harper"” discourse on the essay
denling with the commercialization of litera-
ture which Mr. Iolt printed in “The Atlantic
Monthly.” Speaking of the young author’s no-
tion that the publisher takes his book because
he loves him, he adds that “he repays the pub-
lishers supposititious passion with an undying
ardor, until some other publisher approaches
him and alienates his affections by the offer
of higher royalty.” Of the publishers and
their desire to make money for their authors, he
says “Next to themselves there is no one they
would like so much to enrich. When they see
a popular novelist rolling in his automobile they
like to think that but for them he would be
trudging beside them on foot.” But we like
best Mr. Howell's refusal to admit that litera-
ture can be commercialized by the publisher
alone. He is emphatie on the point, which we
have often made, that “literature can be com-
mercialized only when it aims to sell, by aiming
jn unworthy ways to please,” and it is by the
author himself that this is done. Mr. Howells
has no illusions about the relation of authors
to the “pushing” of their books. “They may
affect a polite goose flesh at the shameless ad-
vertisement of their productions,” he says, “and
they may wish the odium of it to fall alto-
gether upon their pubiishers, but they wish the
disgrace to keep on and to inerease in space
and frequency. To their mighty gorge whole
pages of all the newspapers would not be too
much.” This hits the nail on the head.
i

a

To write a book and to find a publisher for it
would seem to be the full extent of an author’s
task, but he has other troubles. If we may
judge from an article in “The Author,” by Mr.
Norwood Young, the invention of a goeod title is
not the least of them. How hard the task Is
may be gathered from the faet, which this eritie
easily proves, that many titles which have found
their way into print are sadly misleading
Novels especially suffer from the limitations of
their anthors. Our own experience inclines us
to say that not more than one out of a hundred
of the innnmerable novels published every year
is really well named. Many authors fall back
upon the lazy expedient of using simply the
name of the hero or heroine, but generally an
effort is made to do something startling, with
the outcome that the title has no explanatory
character whatever, Perhaps the silliest ten-
dency of all has been that which, starting from
the success of a title like, say, “The Green Car-
nation,” has tacked meaningless terms of color
to all manner of objects. In the same number
of “The Author,” by the way, Mr. W. H. Hodg-
son, alluding to the confusion caused by similari-
ties in the names of authors, makes the sugges-
tien that a writer might do as Kipling has done
fn taking an elephant’s head as a kind of trade
nark. Some such totem might be printed with

all of an author’s works, and, having been legal-
Iy registered, it could be protected against imi-
ta

t
¢

ion and piracy generally.
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H. Buxton Forman, whose name has so
ind o honorably been associated with the
rature of Keats and Shelley, has a good say-
inz in the on the latter which he has
contributed to the London “Bookman.” In his

opinion “the first essential for a lasting poetic

essay

reputation is that the poet should know how to |

be amusing.” Of course he does not use the
term in the narrow sense.  “It is not necessary,”
he adds, “that the poet should make us laugh |
at all.” DBut the true poet, he maintains, “must
Lkeep our emotions and our intelli enter- |
tained,” and the assertion is unassailable. To

be sure it ought to go without saying, but it is
worth pointing out to the minor poet of our day.
That devoted individual often seems to think
Lhat the last thing in the world necessary for
Lim to do is to entertain his reader. Whether
he sets out to be grand, gloomy and peculiar, or
resolves to be merely gay and clever, he is apt to
forget that the reader wants somethinz to bite
on, something humanely interesting. We get, in-
stend, themes that are either hopelessly remote
from our sympathies or of such a trivial nature
that no amount of cleverness ean get a flicker of

tion out of them. Even when the
with something to say he proceeds to
treat it from a “literary” point of view, concen-
trating his attention on his diction or his
rhymes, and thus achieves a dulness which no
excellence of form can rob of its terrors. The
theme is made an excuse for a poetical exercise ;

it is not mace to live as a thing of close signifi-
cance for the reader. We suppose the average

minor poet wounld scorn to amuse.
poets are pot so proud.

The great
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AN UNSOLVED RIDDLE.
Mary Queen of Scols Studied by a
New Historian.

MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. Her Environment and

Tragedy A Biography. By T. F. Henderson,
| With 2 fllustr ms. including two photogra-
| vures. » vola s. 8vo, pp. xii, 353; viil, 335,
| Charles Scribner’'s Sons.

| The printing of many books about her charac-
to explain the mystery
Queen Mary remains

ter and earecr does little
of the Stuart enchantress,

| to-day what she has been for generations of
i poets and scholars, an inspiration and an in-
;F()lll}lh‘ enigma. There is something almost un-

canny about the attraction which she has for all
manner of writers, Men who seem in no wise
sympathetically inclined toward her will rival
iher warmest partisans in zealous attempts to
| unwind the tangled skein of her tragic story.
| Those who write best about her are those who
love her best, but they are not by any means
| the only ones who get absorbed in the subject,
Take, for example, Mr. T. F. Henderson. We

|
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found respect was shown for the r‘crl--smstlf::l
orders and the customary orrllnnn('f~s of —
ligion.” Citing the different tendencies _”f
French in matters of culture and urbanity, he
says:

All this goes to prove, not, as is often Mkfon f‘(;r
granted, that the society of the French -'=-'1"‘ - L"n .
joyous, and smitten also by a pecullar mora lr"’:ryy

was essentially frivolous, but, on th»-‘ :on“;l l":
rather, if anything, that frivolity had a subording

place in its amusements. The worst "’Ar”',i.,,gf
frivolity —those ssociated ‘wnr‘. COATSET s, ";,-
rance and mere giddy inanity had no place In

devotion to
rtainly not
is at

polished society of the court of France;
art in music, painting and poetry 1s c¢ T
frivolity; and, if not a complete cure for Iit,
least a check to it

The point from which Mr. Henderson proceeds
in writing after this fashion is that of the his-
torian wisely bent upon judging a pf’rl'j'! by its
own standard, and we honor him for his im-
partiality. Jut even if we grant that he has
lessened the responsibility of Mary’s circle for
her shortcomings, are we to admit that he has
thereby drawn any nearer to the solution of her
mystery? Hardly. In fact, we feel all through
the pages which he has filled with the most
careful study of more or less relevant matters
that he has not actually ever come to close

quarters with the character that has baflled one

—

{ would scarcely infer from the tone of his narra-
"tive that he had any special enthusiasm for
Mary, yet there Is no mistaking the interest he
| has felt in maki
volumes. They
| literature goes
| any notable val

1g her the heroine of two stout
e not bad volumes,
lays, but neither have
or charm,

now

1€ The author is not
!a skilled portrait painter, knowing how to give
| unity and vitality to an historical study.

| the other hand, he has been industrious in

On
pre-
paring himself for his task, and he tries to be
fair.

His work is entitled to consideration as a
sincere, if not particularly illuminating, contri-
bution to the subject,

Mr. from the handicap
which has burdened so many of his predecessors
| -the hope of finding clews to Mary’s character

Henderson suffers

in the rigid analysis of all those transactions in
| which she was involved, for which we have, or
think we have, documentary evidence. He tries
to decipher obscure passages in her story by
deciphering the story of her time. The effort is
unimpeachable. Every historian worth his salt
must make it. Yet we never take up a new book
about Mary in which this effort is made without
observing its futility, for in some strange way
'!Im truth eludes our grasp, no matter how close
;h) her environment we believe ourselves to be.
| There is the question of Mary's upbringing, of

the effect upon her moral fibre of the conditions

of her girlhood in France. To those who be lieve |

that she was more sinned against than sinning,
| it must ever be natural to attribute many of her
mistakes to the evil influences amid which she
was reared. But apparently it all depends upon
your point of view. Speaking of social morality
in Mary's time, he avers that the French court
did not “strikingly differ from other courts in
its disregard of the ancient conventions,” and

|
| that his heroine was not “specially unfortunate”
I in »-- surrcundings. He obse¢

‘rves that “notwith-
the peculiar vagaries that had
sanction, by example well as by
precept, of the ecclesiastical authorities, a pro-

| S

nding moral

l(: P open as

|

1s Marian |

they |

MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS.
(From the Portrait by Clou

'
et

at Windsor.)

historian after another. 1In
Mary drawn up on this scale we look not for
new guesses at the great secret, but for new
arguments based

the

on famil facts. Mr.

Henderson makes the follow ertions

Mary, when s S ¥ 0
vinced and stro '.x: w‘i» " O "'v“"
to the Catholic religion was not. a '

; ! gion 18 not, as in case o
Mary ‘..r England, either the supreme $ n-f
he fe, or its advancement the main a of her
politics. When she left France, her ruling otive
]llk that of her relatives of Guise. was political a
-Ln:.n cloaked by an artificial religiosity. However
desirous she may have been. ther fore, for the
restoration of Catholicism in Rritain it can } wdly

be affirmed that she set out for Scotland with
purpose fixed as the stars to undo (;'n- Refor:
tion Her main immediate purpose ‘;"‘L\‘ (‘n‘.;
lish herself firmly on the Scottish throne and ob
the recognition of her rights to the En 'lfs’l
sion: and her ultimate hope was btain the
of Don Carlos. This hope n
to the Catholic religion, and

0 have it believed, both by the King of Spair I
the Pope, that she was resolved on ;" e r.'s; r ul
of Catholicism; but this r ‘ - l.IP'(-‘“L
meanwhile engage in, d..q.n"""'J .
political ambitions. ninde

“a

btain the tx.u;d
itated constancy
certainly desired

Storation she
lest she should en

Of course, this is not made up out of whole
cloth. There is much to be said for Mr. Hen-
derson’s view of the matter. But he does not
.\‘:'1)' enough to make us feel that “political ambi
tion cloaked by an artificial religiosity™ the
last word to be said on the subjec that l\
iumnmry really takes us into the inner cham-
bers of Mary's character. It is just a suggestive
guess, after all, and leaves the mystery where
k!r. Henderson found it. It is the same \A\‘n“|
kis chapters on the Darnley marriage and lh.--
death of that unedifying prince, and \\h.('\ W

have followed the author thro
h gh al o ve
of the pitiful = R .

drama, including the ¥
sode, the entangle ment with Bothwell and al
the rest, we «till feel that his guidance h'lg ‘i
us to no new discoveries. that he merely ;-“[ ‘l
the old tale without any modification of it " \
sentials, and confronts us once more h the
familiar Sphinx. Embedded In the .
tive is a passage which is
repetition of the
Marian historian.

is

ticcio epl-
1

with the
> long narra-
almost pathetic in its
stereotyped attitude of the

Mr. Henderson ends, as

| hopelessly entangled in it?

| marriage altar?
| a Stuart of the Stuarts

a new biography of |

everybody else ends, In asking questions,
hazarding answers. Here Is the passage:

It I1s oabvious to ask: Why did Mary rush so heed.
lessly to place herself utterly in Elizabeth’s power?
The question is, in truth, more easil; sked than
answered, though it may be answered after a fass
fon by asking Why did Mary marry
Why did she rouse the universal jealos
nobles by the honors she h aped on Rice
did she enterprise with Riccio’s guidance
conquest of Britain? Why did s)‘v not
the Darnley murder plot, b\{ ow herse

y d )

ONSClencs

yaring neither “honour, Y
greatness’” —on her passion for Bothwell” A
permitted she him to carry her t 1 .
Dunbar, and to lead her afterward to a Pr
Why, ind except that

all, =

rrhaps
mer

enerzy
of
A =

concerned vigor and
most remarkable
ssive though
ard and unpleasant,
from infancy to subord
sntion, there was yet no
made up her mind to have

There are all kinds of
question. Mr. Henderson's
as it goes, but we make no
in his company. There
imagination with a sense ¢
in a gle sentence of her
that her biographers have to say (
her reply to Elizabeth: “As
of my crown, speak to me no r
rather than consent to this, I
prepared to die, and the last word
in life shall be those of a Qus
Who shall interpret, once for al
of those words? Who shall
between their Roman spirit
drove Mary to incredible
convenient, and it is in a
to take refuge in the hypoth
sophic, human and yet not
ing—that the Queen, quite
evil or the good in her na
thing in the hands of fate.
eyes are unfathomable, the
scrutable smile.
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Thrilling Examples of Ineff
Patriotic Endecac

THE HEROES OF DEFEAT.
Armstrong. Preface by P
breath, Ohio State Librarian.
portrait of the author. Svo,
Robert Clarke Company.

By
ro

The sympathy of mankind
tended to the under dog. Mr
cordingly, has made no stake, from
point of mere popularity, in the
subject; but he has an eth 1
literary adventure as well. The ¥
have been written in protest against the
that there is a law of progress In
events are moral; that from wi
there is a providence in human a
they are justified, and that the worl
inappreciable increments, is approx
ideal state, “in which right shall ol
which wrongs shall be rectified.” It seems,
ever, to the author that “in the presence of i
ocable injuries to the liberties of peoples
assumptions fall to the ground,” and he

is
§

mi

the stand-

ich

wm
ugh by

finds
himself confronted by the dilemma that either

ae

“history is without moral guidance,” or that
“the love of freedom instinctive ur kind is
a mockery of nature, having no support in rea-

n the face of this dilemma h sks, “Is

H

cation jus

of the fittest?

1kness in disquali
rs the survival

nignity in the stronger battalions?
lamities of submerged peoples
sterious hen nce
- pE— 3 n-
Mr. Armstrong does not undertak reply
these queries gorically. 1 te!
nt prose st 7 =
nt § t E
riest of the Cau f AL T
epid and humane ¢ xn of ria; of
rbeg, Prince of Albania amseh,
the Redman of Ohio; of Ver 2 X
| Kosciusko. Whether or not we

dividual instances as proving
author’'s broad generalizations,

that they at least justify his 1 fur-
nish themes of moral grand: f ch he
freely avails himself. In the s of availing
heroism which he relates with husiasm
he has strengthened his position by s 13 as
the central characters only those ause
| has been that of patriotism, wh ur-
pose has been the preservation and
country, and who have been “the s and
not the tyrants and executioners of kind."
| While it might not be difficult to tak Re
site side of the question which the raises
and to indfcate directions in which t es of
ineffectual oppeosition to stronger s be-
nign forces, here presented, may oSS,
have ultimately contributed to the age of
humanity and to the beneficent progr he
world, it cannot be gainsaid that Mr 3
| has succeeded in showing that -
man nature transcends the bo od
civilized distinctions™ and that * s ever”
(or at least sometimes) “been s o
dogmas.”

The character of Schamyl, the Less s
tain of the Caucasus, who for more ¥
years withstood the power of Russis g
mountain state, is well illustrated by nct-

added a proclamation th at he wonld .
| dred  lashes of the Knout—a punis
squivalent to death pot 183
ath u L any per
him with ;'llt‘k'sl(l-\ll.\l-v! e v‘

dent related by the author:

To his ocath of perpetual

rAance

absolute i

adependence for the m'u-:'.vu.

rul’



