NEW-YORK DAILY TRIBUNE, SU lt'

SONG.
BY JOIN CUTTS, 1661-1707.
11 her that I love:
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the rest to her and Fate;
» kind planet from above
pernaps her pity move;

s on their stars must wait.

Only tell her that 1 love!

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

If she once vouchsafe to hear,

Welcome Hope an rewell Fear!

She's too good to let me die.

Why, O why should I despair?
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The troubles of the modern book buyer are
never ended. Somewhere, in some way or
other, 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 Bea-
trice Harraden, Maxwell Gray and Eden Phill-
poits. It seems that the book by the first of
these writers runs to only some 6,532 lines,
where Maxwell Gray gives her readers about
13,716 lines, and Mr. Plillpotts lavishes wupon
his appreciative public something like 14,560
lines. The disgruntled correspondent wants to
know why the public should be asked to pay
the same price for 6,000 of Miss Harraden’s
lines as for 14,000 by Mr. Phillpotts. Without
going into the merits of this particular case,
we may nevertheless express sympathy with
the inguirer. It is quite true that, where fic-
tion is really good, nmo rational person would
quarrel because he received small measure for
his money. But we have never been able to
understand the publication as a novel, at the
usnal 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™
does not need to look to questions of scale im
preparing his wares for the market It is
only the great writer who can legitimately set
«n arbitrary price upon his work.
i

As for the troubles of the modern author, we
are sometimes half Inclined to belleve that he
does not know the meaning of the word. At all
events be is pampered in a way that even a
prima donna might envy. Consider the pro-
digious seriousness with which he is taken,
often by people in whom we expect certain
rowers of discrimination. There is, for ex-
ample, the case of the late William Sharp, who
hias been revealed, since his death, as the
zuthor of the books published over the name
of Fiona Macleod. Just because he was suc-
cessful in  concealing his relation to his
vseudonymons writings, there have been floods
of gush printed about him—as though his little
mystery really mattered. Mr. Theodore Watts-
Dunton has published a new edition of “The
uing of Love,” whereupon “The Athenmum”

gives nearly four columns to the subject,
d ing in Aristotle, the old Thespian drama,

Hardy, Swinburne, Rossetti, “Festus” Balley,
Durns, and so on. If any 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
tmmediately the said play Is handled by the
eritics with positively appalling gravity.
paper even seizes the occasion to print a long
and generally eulogistic account of all of Mr.
Hewlett’'s work. The list of similar instances
of good nature might be lengthened indefinitely.
No doubt an austere rule of conduct in these
matters might lead, on occasion, to neglect
which would be cruel. But there i{s apparently
no reason for fearing that the modern author
will ever be overlooked. In fact, if he is killed
off it will be by kindness.

The spring publishing season is just open-
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-
paign just closed seems to have had a restrain-
Ing effect upon the lists of the publishers. At
gny rate the latter make fewer announcements
than they have customarily made in March
Whether the printers’ strike here has seriously
eurtailed the activities of the publishers re-
mains to be seen, but in the mean time the
quantity of new books is a trifie lighter than It
tas 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 are in the ascendant. Science, espe-

eially, is gaining this year as it has been gain- |

Wiz season after season. Biology and psychology
ire almost as conspicnous, we may add, as
tlectricity.

wund more to books on a modest scale.
gards history, we may say that while the num-
ber of monographs is Increasing greater atten-
fion is being paid to schemes of an encyclo-
pwedic character. The most popular enterprise
of all in this field is the one which assigns dif-
lerent sections of the history of a given coun-
iry to a different writer, eight or ten specialists
fhus producing as many volumes,
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There will be new art books this |
ring, as there were In the autumn and around |
Christimas. We observe now, as then, a ten- |
Iency to confine this form of literature more |
As re- |
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taste and of critical judgment are concerned.

Somechow it 1s 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

‘sa-ntirnunt:\.ﬂst.\' have become positively nauseous

§ - and we certify, with rejoicing, to the fact that

| it has not once occurred to this biographer to

in the fantastic appellation which nine
writers out of ten can no more avoid In dealing
with the author of “Waverley” than they can
avoid talking platitudes about him. The story
of his life and works is here summarized not
only with simplicity but with as much freshness

':Li could fairly be expected in the handling of so
well worn a theme.

% The secret of Mr. Lang's excellence as a his-
torian would seem to be more particularly his
freedom from prejudice, his indisposition to look

"in Scott's character for anything that i3z obvi-
ously not to be found there. lie starts with a

! clear consciousness of the historical bent of

| drag

There is much useful suggestion here for the
readers of Scott, who, If they are discouraged I
from intimate iIntercourse with his works, are
discouraged, as often as not, because they come
to kim with an imperfect sense not only of his
merits, but of his limitations Mr. Lang’s arsu- I
ment, aimed at the placing of Scott in a (me]
perspective, Is strained, perhaps, at more than |
cne stage 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,
theugh Seott’s limits now militate against a
high appreciation of his work by tte admirers of
M. Guy de Maupassant and M. Catulle Mendes.™
This is to set up, for the pleasure of de-|
molishing it, a man of straw. Many a reader of
wide sympathies and cultivated taste has pre-
belled against Scott's limitations without think-
ing for a moment of what he might have done
if, {ike the Frenchmen named, he had gone
“huntine fur persansves and situations is dark

|

little boy of four years, was taken on horseh
to view the funeral: the other is his sister \Irs
Owen, who, as an Infant fust over three m

'3
of age, was taken In a carrfage by her n r
and nurse to the historic interment
THE FORGETFUL PRINCIPAL.
New Version of an Old Story gt Hailey)rm
| From H. G. Keene's “Here and There.™
During dinner our attention was pretty well
occupied, but In a pause he curved his hand
over his ear, and loudly demanded, “How is vour
grandmother, sir?™ “She is dead, sir,” was my

| reply.

Before the cloth was drawn occurred ar
pause, during which the courteous but for.
old man again asked me the same quest
From the pitch of his voice all In the neis!

hood were now roused, and amid the « A s
gaze of surrour ng professors, waiter A
students, he presently added in some im

“I'm asking about your grandmother.” 'us
urged, I, too, had to raise my voice as 1 gave the

amle oocelble sscses “See's eiill A d



