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Saic His Funeral.

As nn evidence that Napoleon wns r?"1-"

tfve and less unfeeHncr than h? prrtn
' ' " "

be. a correspondent nf '-Tha Lon-i^n
'

quotea \u25a0 story toU fifty y^nrs a?'-> by M '•
an ex-cuirassier. It Is of that day at Wurt-
schen. In ISl,">. vrhen General TV.iroc. N"a; \u25a0

cor.stant associate, was killed by a rarr. i-
N'.ipnjeon -TcT.ifrre.l niifMr, "VoIQ P»»rnc

tomW: .1 ch.icim snn tour." Th* rimtur V V •
wns dofne onier'v duty, and he. like otter
hurt and .•<nndnlized.

That rt:rht he wa« (•ofrp vntry rioas tn t v
where Nanoleon }(Mi^<^. He hnid B Bfecawooden balcony above him. nnd snw X.ipoler.r. !:g
fare bath.M in tears. cl«>:ir!v visiMe by the •

lleht. Napoleon was loved bw-iTise he. x»h->
-

end to anarchy in F>nT»r««. richly rti-^rv^i!II
M. Vial, servinir Phlli as a cnvalrv eclor

was a Ftanch Republican- wns the Role *:jrvi\.
- *

a reeimenf of lnncer^ sitrroTrrded by \—•
Napoleon ITT m.ide him Vice-CV>r!^il of FVat-
he- told this stcrr to my father. TT. M t
d'AfTaires at Santiago, at whose hcc?t<* he wu; afrequent guest.

XAPOT.nOX'S SORROW.

The accuracy of Mr Las $r*r---- \u25a0<
-

equipment of "many critics" Is no exefl

tacit folstlns of their stupidity ar.!«
upon numerous well meaning readers.
pood faith Is doubtless e»iual to h'.-< t

who happen to lack his Instinctive tol^~
much that Is tedious InScott. JTow-v

-
not. tn rum, look at a point In Mr. lai •

heat or Impatience, for he is In the n .
Just to excite serious disapproval. l-

one could show greater fairness than
shown In exposing certain defects in the i
and, moreover, he is always bringing u.i I
delightful fashion to the personality r
works. Lockhart Mnsrif scar^>:>- tl
luminously the Intertwining of B
and literary activities, the growth of t
mar.ces ar.d the poems out of hi3a-
enthusiasm a:. :researches, and the gr i

velopm*nt of a tftWtf in au'Jior?r ;

in a peculiar sense, the career of a i

was no pompom professional!.- rr. a': .: .-
From be^inninj; to end he wa-s V i I

"

man creature, dninz the day's ••\u25a0\u25a0

practising a superb hospituli'.T.

piness not Ina passionate ar.d .
fame, but In the artless, fulfilment oi
tiny,in the love of friendship and .:. tfa
ti \u25a0 Of familiar tfatiea ABod
censure of Scott, "that he baa not t.

~
\u25a0

and a mission, and so forth," Mr. La
"Ills mi<?ion was to add er. r-
hapfiurss; his message was that of honor \u25a0

age, endurance, love, and kindness."
'

ot tho vivid touches of biography '

and there are many of them, goes to c
hypothesis, not only as regards tfc<_- a it;

as regards the man. "The re-err, ir.e:.:
'

Scott," says Mr. Lar.2^ ~was that of a c
of characters." He makes us see how th
Ity of Scott's characters may be tract :
rich resources of Scott's own manly soul.

Readers
—

we speak now of Inteiligfv I
equipped readers, whose sufTrajrea ar»
while—win continue to divide themaefr
two classes, one embracing those who tar-
ly return to the novels with Increasing d
and delight, and the other made up cf th
cannot for the life of them feel at home c
amid those romantic pages. Some of 0

more than others, the creatures of our tlr
the restless spirit of our time hardly ir.a

a ready appreciation of Scott But at-
Mr. Lang's Is well calculated to give the
Ing skeptic pause, and. In opening his
unsuspected charms in the great writer, •
to a more sealows reading of that •
works.

In an ntT when fin aran.irntar*- with Vtta
aids "R'lbulya?" Of Omar Khrtyyam. an -x

•special contempt for Scott, whoon l-rz >.
Intf-n-cly ndrnir.-.1. are t: \u25a0

',
criiir.x w<! mnsi be very cantlooa In ; i
"W.ivfrloy" novls. They are not UM
p.-.s^onate. .a \u25a0qaaDd. or a \u2666;.'.::/ •\u25a0•.\u25a0\u25a0;. :
grata* They are not thx «r,rk of ai

Tom who studies w.man in i

and tries to spy or smell out th^ \u25a0•

eternally femlntne. \V> havo nov.-is

ncvela by males- full of cl»-v*-r •pytnCS aM

tlons of womankind, whlcii Scott w^^
thrown Into the fire.

,mtw essMTSL- Itft* si

like the f

The secret of Mr. I^ang's excellence as a his-
torian would seem to be more particularly his
freedom from prejudice, his mdisposltlosi to look
in Scott's character for anything that to obvi-
ously not to be found there. He .start.; with a
clear conscioi unifies of the liLstan.-il heal <->'

We like it best for Its skilful portraiture of
Scott as a man. It is easy enough to string to-
gether more or less descriptive analyses of the
novels. It ls not so easy to make this purely
literary Inquiry take on a more human relation,

as a thing concerned at once with the novelist's
everyday life and with the development of his
genius. Mr. Lang, with hi.s Inirnitahlo tact,

strikes Just the. ripht balance, and he does this
not only In the matter of form, but where the
subtle questions of flilJlhl for "hara.< ter, of
taste and of critical Judgment are concern id.
Somehow it la very comforting to find that he
can get along without calling his hero "Sir Wal-
ter** on every page; that he can avoid harping
on Scott's "nobility"-a subject on which the
sentimentalists have become positively nauseous
-\u25a0and we certify, with rejoicing, to the fact that
It has not onco occurred to this biographer to
drug in tho fantastic appellation which nine
writers out of ten can no more avoid In dealing
with the author of "Wavcrley" than they can
avoid talking platitudes about him. The story
of his life and works is here summarized not
only with simplicity but with txs much freshness
as could fairly t»- expected in tho handling- of so
wiIIworn a theme.

to Mr.L«.ng. We infer that, ffho had his way,

readers desiring llt^ht on Scott would be ripor-
ously sent to Lockh&rt'i famous book. Hut Mr.
Lang ls nothing ifnot pood humored. Ho real-
izes that many readers simply willnot take the
time to read I.ockhart, and, since he could not

refuse to do missionary work for Scott, he sup-
plies the short cut to the subject which is need-
ed in our day. lie relieves his exasperation
asn.ln.st the public that "has no Una
fullymppinp it row and then over the knuckles.
This Is one way of saying that Mr. Lang brings

his accustomed vivacity to the latest of his in-
numerable tasks. This monograph ls as enter-
taining as it Is sound.

The sflenr* of Scott better prtrr»»s th* depth of his
thoupht. and the splendor of his courape, than the
finest "rrt'.cctions** that poets have uttered In mor-
tal words. Itis not becaure his thought Is shallow
that he :\u25a0 m shows us the things which Ho in the
deep places of his mind. "Men and houses have
stood tng enoimh, if they stand till they fall with
honor." sajra his Baron Bradwardlne. 'Tlios must
perish, the city of Triam of the ashen spear."
says Homer—and what m to is there to say. for a
man who does not wear his heart on his sleeve?
Knowledge of Greek poetry would not have Induced
Scott to write a line in th. sense of the melancholy
Greek epic poetry; a noble melancholy, but be will
Otter none of its inspirations. On tit."- side of pre-cision, exquisite proportion, rich delicacy of lan-
eriia.^o, "loading every reef with gold." 'as Keats
advisod Sh< Hey to do. Scott would Lave learned
nothing from (ireece.

His fjentes waa of another bent—
Flow forth, flow unconsrtralned. my Tale!

he says, knowing himself to be an lmprovlser. not
a mmtito'y studious artist. He knew hi? own path.
and he followed it. holding his own art at a lowly
price. No critic Is more severe on him for hia laxi-
ties. fir his very "unpremeditated art." than he Is
himself. Hut, such as that art may be. it was what
ho wjs born to accomplish. and. hail he read as
much Greek as Tennyson, he would still have writ-
ten as he rode

Without «top or stay down t^^»rocky way,
and through the wan water of the river In spatA.
Ha was obedient to his nature, and all the Greek
Muses sinKinp out of Olympus could not have al-
tered Ma nature, or changed the riding lilt of
Dick o" the Cow" for more classical measures anda more chastened style.

There Is much useful sTi^ses-tion here for the
readers of Scott, who. If they are discouraged
from intimate Intercourse with his works, are
discouraged, as often as not. because they come
to him with an imperfect sense not only of his
merits, but of his limitations. Mr. lens's arjru-
ment, aimed at the placing: of Scott in a true
perspective. Is strained, perhaps, at more than
one Btasja of his examination of the novels. "I
am unable to think the worse of him." he says,
"because he Imposed on himself limitations
which Byron triumphantly broke through,
thrush Scott's limits now militate against a
high appreciation of his work by the admirers of
M. Gay de Maupassant and M. Catulle Mendes."
This is to set up. for the pleasuro of de-
molishing it. \u25a0 man of straw. Many a reader of
wide sympathies and cultivated taste has re-
bell,-i against Scott's limitations without think-
in« for a moment of what he might have done
if, like the Frenchmen named, lie had gone
\u25a0'hlintlliur Tif in'.r^Ju.-ia mul niliulninjla <iirk
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Only tell her that Ilove:
1,.-.-., the rc<<t to her and Fate;

Borne kind planet from above
May pei haps her pi) move;

Lovers on their stars must wait.
Only tell her that 1love!

Why, O why should T despair?
Mercy's pictured in her eye:

Ifshe once vouchsafe to bear.
Welcome Hope and farewell I'earl

She's too good to let mo die.
Why, v why should 1 despair?

©I)*Sfr^^* ®tibtm&
SUNDAY, MARCH IS, IWS.

People blame Srott because he ha.- not th- depth

of Shakespeare, or Wordsworth. U-cnu.se Homer a
uoot of war of the sea. of the open air Is far tiore

prom- than Scott to m.-laiu-:;oly NflKdHtOtM
mystery of human fortunes. Hut Scott was silent,

not because he did not reflect, but because he

knew the futility of human reflection. """Jf"*
r*-rsessi surnus" Is a phrase which escapes him In

his age, when ho looks back on a lost and unfor-
ott.-£ love, on a broken life, on what might have

been, and what had been. "We are men. and have
endured what men are born to bear that is ijjs
briar piUlosophy. Way add words about tt iU?

Scott's mind, of his predestined devotion to the

romance of his native land; and as he proceeds

he is at pains to \u25a0how how consistently the nat-

ure of the novelist was developed, how much a

matter of course it was fur him to write Just

the *ort of books that he wrote and no others.

in abort h., baa ..... first lesson of the

biographer, to take his man for what he was.
thus sw.-eping away many of the difficulties

with which critics would envelop the subject

and paring us a rood deal of futile writing.

Ills point of view, and the truth of his Interpre-

tation, are mad« manifest in one portion of his

first chapter, which, though a little lons, we

must quote intact:

Mr. Lang has loss been known a* a man

sealed of the tribe of Sir Walter Scott HI busy

pen has never been too busy to pay tribute. in

or out of season, to one who has indeed, not only

his admiration but his grateful affection. Ina

word. Mr. Lin? loves Walter Scott and be lias

shown this so often that there ought not to be
anything surprising in his having written an

ideal monograph on the great romancer. Yet

this little book really seems almost too good to

be true; it is so sympathetic, so well written, so
altogether suited to the occasion. The occasion,
by the way, does not perfectly commend Itself

SIT*. WAT/FTTH SCOTT. Py Andrew T,anr ClAt-
crnry Ltvea Series Edited by W. Robertson
Nlcoll, 1.! D.) I rated. 12mo. pp. xn. 216.
Charles Scrlbm r's Sons.

An Ideal Brief MonografA by

Andrew Lang.

SCOTT.

The troubles of tfv modern book buyer are

never ended. Somewhere, in Borne way or
fiher, his feelings are always being hurt. The
latest plaint Is raised by a correspondent of
"The London Academy," who is disgusted at
the practice of issuing novels at a uniform
price, "irrespective of quality or contents." In
illustration he cites three new stories by Rea-
trice Eamden, Maxwell Gray and Eden rhill-

It seems that the book by the first of
these writers runs to only some 6)533 lines,

where Maxwell Gray gives her readers about
13,716 lines, and Mr. PhillpottS lavishes npon
hia appreciative public something like 14.5G0
lines. The disgruntled correspondent wants to
know why tho public should be asked to pay
the same price for G.OOO of Miss Ilarraden's
lines as for 14.000 by Mr. Phillpottß. Without
going into the merits of this particular case,
we may nevertheless express sympathy with,

the inquirer. ItLs quite true that, where fic-
tion is really good, no rational person would
quarrel because he received small measure for
his money. Hut we have never been able to

understand the publication as a novel, at the
usual price of a full fledged novel, of the sort
of thing that is only to be described as a long

short story. This has been done too often on
the strength of the author's name, the pub-

lisher assuming that a writer of "best sellers'*
<]< es not need to look to questions of scale in
preparing his wares for the market. It is
only the great writer who can legitimately set
«n arbitrary price upon his work.

SIR WAL.TER SCOTT.

The Fpring publishing season is Just open-
fr.g, and we may gather some idea of its proba-
ble character. It promises to be Interesting,
though not, perhaps, productive of quite as
many books as it has ordinarily brought forth
In recent years. In England the political cam-
paijm just closed seems to have had a restrain-
ing effect upon the lists of the publishers. At
»ny rate the latter make fewer announcements
than they have customarily made In March.
Whether the printers' strike here has seriously
curtailed the activities of the publishers re-
mains to be seen, but In the mean time the
inuntity of new books is a trifle Lighter than it
has been at the same stage of other seasons.
Fiction, of course, is getting itself published as
freely as ever. For the rest, biography and
science arc In the ascendant Science, espe-
cially, is gaining this year as it has been gnin-
hg season after season. Biology and psychology
ire almost n<» conspicuous, we may add, as
ilctri.ity. There will bo new art books this
mring. as there were in the autumn and around
Christmas* We observe now, as then, a ten-
lency to confine this form of literature more
md more to books on a modest scale. As re-
gards history, we may say that while the num-
ber of monographs is increasing greater atten-
tion is being paid to schemes of an encyclo-
paedic character. The most popular enterprise
»f all in this field is the one which assigns dif-
ten at sections of the history of a given coun-
try to a different writer, eight or ten specialists
thus producing as many volumes. .

As for the trouMcs of the modern author, ws
are sometimes half Inclined to believe that he
•dors not know the moaning of the word. At all
events Le is prmpered in a way that even a
jiri::if» donna might envy. Consider the pro-
digionfl seriousness with which ho is taken,
often by people in whom we expect certain
powen of discrimination. There Is, Cor ex-
ample, the case of the late William Sharp, who
has been revealed, since his death, as the-

of the books published over the name
of ! na Mucleod. Just because he was suo-

: in concealing his relation to bis
psendonyznoas writings, there have been floods
of pish printed about him

—
as though his little

mystery really mattered- Mr. Theodore Watts-
Dunton has published a new edition of ""Tho

_' of Ix>ve," wherenpon "The AtherurTiin"
; nearly four columns tD tho subject,

g in Aristotle, the old Thespian drama.
Hardy, Swinburne, Rossetti, "Festus" Bailey,

and fo on. Ifany sense of proportion
were abroad would this sort of thing be done?
Mr. Maurice Hewlett is a charming and a suc-
cessful novelist. He presents a little play, and
Immediately the suid play !s handled by the
critics with positively appalling privity. One
paper oven seizes the occasion to priut a long

\u25a0nd generally eulogistic account of all of Mr.
Hewlett's work. The list of similar instances
t.f good nature might be lengthened indefinitely.
No doubt an austere rule of conduct in these
matters might lead, on occasion, to neglect

which would bo cnieL Hut there Is apparently
no reason for fearing that the modern author
will ever be overlooked. In fact, if he is killed
»fT it willbe by kindness.

Sew Version of an Old Story at Hailt'^',r.r%
From H. C. Kwne's "Here -\r.d There."

During dinner our attention was pretty woTtovcupi.'d. but In a pause he curved his handover his ear. and loudly demanded.
'

•\u25a0•.» is \ •:-
grandmother. sir?~ -She Is dead, sir' \u25a0 i
reply.

Before the cloth was drawn occurred a*:
pause, during which the courteous but foi•_•
old man again asked me. the same qu»
From the pitch of his voice all In the neigl
hood were now roused, and amid th.> . . *
K;iz,» of surrounding profesaura, waiters 1students, he presently added inmm tznpati
"Tin asking about your grandmother." T -.usurged. 1, tt»o. had to r.i.s- my voice aa Igave .«*^*-l\u25a0\u25a0 a^MiAl^iA*Hb^s^SßaawjmwX. **W*U\m

'
\u25a0% "« \u25a0

• . w

TUE FORGETFUL PRISCIPAL.

It Is a story which those •w»ir> worship the
great man's memory willlove to dwell npon.
It was stated the other day that there arm

only two people livingwho wore present al the.
funeral of Napoleon at St. Helena. One of them
Is Mr. Oeorjre Bennett, of Cape Town, who n*\

little boy of four year*, was Mm on ho-
to view the funeral: the other Is Mi sister. Mrs*.
Owen, who, as an Infant Jnst over three m roths
of age, was taken In a carriage by her D r
and nurse to the historic Interment.
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