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THE WAY TO MAKE A BOOK
( Continued from Page z6)

by-way excursion to pick primroses. But
your by-wvays must always lead back ta
your main road. They must flot stOp
short, leaving you and your readers to
iump back.

Write, I beseech you, of things cheer-
fui. of things lovely, of things of good
report. Don't write about pig-sties be-
cause they are "real." FIowrer-gardefls
are just as real and just as plentiful. Write

tragedy if you wîll, for there mnut be
.hadow as well as sunlight in any broad
presentment of human lufe; but don't
write of vileness, of filth, of unsavorY
deeds and thoughts. There is najustifica-
tion of such writing. The big mnajority of
the reading public doesn't want it; it
serves flot one good end, it debases a
'God-given talent. Neyer mind if samne
Nase critic sneeringly says that your book
will "please the Young Person." Yourmay
be justly proud if ît does. The Young
Person's taste is well worth pleasing be-
cause, thank God, it is generally pure and
natural, delighting in simplicity, not de-
manding salacioubness to spur a jaded
appetite that has been vitiated bY long
indulgence in tainted food.

Don't spin your book out tao long. The
day of the three-volume nove1 passed wth
the crinoline skirt and the stage-coach.
Don't inake anybody too bad or anybody
togood. Most people are mnixed. DOn't
mnake vice attractive and goodness stupid.
It's nearly always the othier way in real
lufe. Don't be content with writing pretty
well; do your best; if yau are onfly de-
scribing a stone wall, mnake your-readers
-fe that wall, see it yourself first; cut and
prune, but-~don'tNniake things totb bare.
If you were a genlus of the first rank You
might present stark facts fascinatingly;
but ordanary writers need a few branchiflg
sprays of fancy. Study and observe lufe
thiat yau may paint it convincinglY; cul-
tivate a sense of dramatic and humorous
values; fed what yoaa wrte; love yaur
characters and live with them-

AND KnxEP ON TRYING!

When you have your book wrttel-
what then? Send it to any publishing firtn
of good repute and standing yau prefer.
Don't worry over the fact that yau are
unknown and deduce therefrom the, con-
clusion that your manuscrlpt won't be
read. It will be rend; it may, and-if it is
your first-veiry likely will, be sent back
ta you. Don't throw it in the fire; don't
ait down and cry; just do t up and send
it ta the next firmi on your list. If there is
anything in it,it will find acceptance final1>.
Don't bave an thig to do wth fiins that
eff er to publish yur b kiou wil 1 pa>'
half the expense.Arrage ta hve t pui
lisied on a royalty basis. OyOur firt
book you can t expet more than a ten
percent. roalty. Soe fimaoffer t o pur-
chase a manuscript for a certain sun cash
down. It is rarely advisable ta accelPt
this. If a book is anything of a sucCes5 t
will bring you in more on the rayalty bais,
and pubishers seldom offer taebu>' a book
ottright unless they are strorigly con-
vinced that it will be a success.

When the book is published your Pub-
ishers will send you hall a dozen copies

f ree. If you want more ta present ta
admining friends you have ta buy themi,
saine as everybody else. But what aday
it is %,len your frst book cornes ta YOU
between covers!

"rTis pleasant sure ta see olle's naine In
print-

A book's a book, although there's noth-
ing ini it."tý

But if you bave wntten it,"for the io' a
the workang" there will be somnething it ini,
and the praise af the Master Of al g00d
workmen will be yours.

Each in Hia Own Tangue

" fir-nast and a planet,
A crystal and a celi,

" jelly-fish and a sauian,
And the caves where the cave-mnen

dwell,
Then a sense of law and heautyp

And a face turned froin the lod--
>11e call it Evoluition,
And others oel it 41d,

A haze on the far horizon,
The infinite, tender sky,

The ripe, rich tint of the cornfields,
And the wild geese sailing high-

And all over upland and lowland
The charm of the golden-rod.-

Some ai us catI it Autumun,
And others calil k God.

Lilce tides on a crescent sea-beachs
When the moon is new and thin,

mIntoaur hearts high yearnings.
Corne welling and surgiaig in-,

Corne from the nystic ocean,
Whose ram no foot lias trod,-

Some of us oeil it Lnig
And others cal it Gd

A picket frozen on duty,-
A motlier atarved for lier brood,-

Socrates drinking the liemlock,
And Jesus on the rood;

And millions, who, humble and namneless,
The straight, lard patliway plod,-

Sanie oeil it Consecration,
And others oeil it God.


