
-jg1W2'iz us.-31

I liad ta confess that I did flot.
"Tese cheap books," lie continued, "lhave made great changes

in literature, aad the>' are destined ta makre more yat. The>'
thensselves have changed, as you mn>' have noticed, aine they fiast
ma.de their appearance. M4ost of thent started out as dirne publica-
tions, and for somte time tha>' were sold at that price. But the price
was too low. Even when the matter of the book was ' borrowed'
f ront England and cost the publisher notbing, the expense of the
mechanical work was too, great for sucli a price. Now, as you
kaow, nost of the cheap ediions are sold for aither 20 or 25 cents.
TIisallows a fair margin of profit ta the publisher, even when lie
pays the autiior for bis work; sa there is ever' probability tijat
the cheap edîtions will last. l'erliapa you do not know~how mucli
a simple little machine hias done towards nmaking cheap literature
possible-I meni tlîe machine that binds pamphlets with a tiny
bit of wvire, much fastei and cheaper than they can l>e sewved. 1
see that soute of the publisliers (presumedly thase wbo do not
publialian>' 'cheap editions'> coîaplain that these cbeap books
are to be found aven In the btouses of wenlthy people, ' who would
,îot liesitate ta pa>' $150 for a single chair.' Why should they
not be t It la a honioly oid sayîng, but a ver>' truc one, tltat what
is sauce for the goose la sauce for the gander. The publisîters wvill
not pa>' in America for what tlîey can get for nothing in Englancl;
why thon should readers pay $2 for what they can buyfor 20 cents?
1- do flot believe, however, that the cheap books interfere with the
sale of well bound, handsonely printad books that wiIl lest. The>'
rather bîellp the sale of an>' book that is worth preserving.>

I alnmost suspect," 1 told lus, l'thnt you mnust have been ini
the publishing business yourself at sonietime or other."

"lNo, I hava mot," lie r eplied; "lbut 1 have a friend who is a
publisher, and so, perbaps know more of the ina and outs of the
business than I otberwise should. I tbink the cheap aditions belpi
along good books in this way : the>' give readers a chance to bu>'
and examine theni in the cheap form,,and thoen, if tha>' prove ta
be wortlîpreserving, the reader buys a bound cap>' for bis librnry,
wlien nîost likely hie wuuld not have bouglît it ifý ha had not read
it. This, of course, is looking at the mnatter front -the publishiers'
standpoint. For the public I think the oheap editiaus are a grat
boon. The>' give everybody an apportunit>' ta keep informed of
the literature of the day at amaîl coat. Even the boys are read-
ing theta. Not long ago, if I called an office boy, I. would see
him stuffiing sanie miserable dise novaI, Indian stary, or cie of
the flash>' boys' papers inta bis pocket; now I frequently see theut
reading books of a muel higlier class, because the>' are equall>'«
dhenp and equailly interestîng, aven ta a boy with any bramas. I f
cheapt works, b>' good authors, eaik drive out the wretcbed stuif
that lias hieretafere been sold ta boys and girls in tItis country,
that alone is a sufficient excuse for their existence. I ceci tell
you of another good work they are doing."

"What ia that?"» I asked.
"The>' are disgustixg people with the ii aueating Sir Charles

and Lady (Ilare Marble Hall type of novel, i wbich impossible
people who use ridiculoual>' stilted language are put in ri-
diculoual>' impossible situations, aîîd eventual>' marry and live
happil>' aver afterwards. Have you not cioticed that ver>' few
-omparatively few-of. sudh books are psiated ciow 1 It la
because the cheap editians h~ave given people sudIt a dose of
theni. The ordinar>' reader caa stand so much of that sort
of thing and cia more. And the publiahers are not slow in
finding out what, there is for demand and what thera la not.
Perhaps a few lovesick girls still read suclu navals, but hnrdly
anybody eIse. It was ouI>' necessar>' for people ta hav aood
dose of theni, and they have hâd it. A few years ago I was kept
in the bouse for several weaks b>' a trifing accident, and 'I tok
advantage of the- rest te read Wilkia Colline entire, fromt the firet

thing hae publislied ta the last that had camte out at that tume.
Though I amn anadiirer of Wilkie Cellins and always take plea-
sure in raading bis new works as the>' cane out, I neyer wvns s0
tired of anything in ni> life. -Ona of has deep plots and ana set
of bis odd characters at a turne ara a pleasure; but taka thes a&H
in a lump and one tires of theuc."

IlThon what," I asked bita, "ldo you consider lias talcen the

place of the novels you deseribe-of the Sir Charles and Lady
(Jiare sort"?

"I will answer your question b>' askiing anotiier," lie replied.
"Do you know of an>' living writers of fiction wlose works sel

more rapidly in this country thon those of W. Clark Russe]],
Robert Louis Stevenson, and H. Rider Haggaî'dt A new book by
any of these men ia eager>' boughit by tens of thousands of the
readers of ' cheap editions.' For my part I sboulld not stop to
look at the bible of any book that had one of these naines attached
ta it; I should simply bu>' it, and carry it home to rend. Now
what do tlîey. write. Clark Russell's sea stories are tales of ad-
veniture, ratiier than novels. Robert Louis Stevenson's books,
witlout an exception, as far as I can recolleet, are ail stories of
adventure.. Mr. Haggard's two books are mnade Up of adventures
of the wildest ýsort; and I -%onder that either lus wvorks or Steven-
son's are classed as novels. But they showv wbat direction the
public mind is taking. «Unable ta get wvorks of fiction that cani
rank with the publications of a few years ago, and dîsgusted with
the ' soul painting' of the present Uinie, people fali baek upon ad-
venture. I lîavedoîîo it inyseif, andl 1 knowv that a great man>'
otliers have. If I eannot get a new Wiaverley or a new Pickuick
or a new 1'enderênis, I arn) thankful for a good ]ively story of adi-
venture. But hore is you r station. When you are up ni> Wvay,
cone in and sec whether I do not keep adding as man>' new books
ta iuy librar>' as if there were no ' cheap editions 1 in existence."

- Jilliain Drjsdae, ins ew York 2'ime8.

TUE REFLECTIV.B IN LITERÂTURE.
TîlittE have been but few volumes of pens or reflections on

men and thingi publislied wvithin the last five years that have
made the wvorld richer by their coming. It requires a rare coin-
bination of qualities of mind and heart ta write a book of thoughts
and reflections'that wvill stimulate nobler thougbts in others. A
clear, logical mind, a course of varied and deep readings, quick
sympathetie observation, an individualit>' that rises superior ta
mare egotismn, and a desire for the truth in aIl things, these rarel>'
exist together. The strong temptation is ta sacrifice the truth to
brilliancy, ta accept the striking at the expanse of plainer, simple,
yat noblar thoughts. It duvelops an almost morbid seeking aftar
secondary meanings, turning and twisting the moat simple phe.
nomanon in order ta torture it inta a spiritual or moral truth.
Ail *things are madç types of sometbing else, and the nuost trivial
commouplaces are polished to appear original and brilliant, wlîile
the writer unconsciaus>' clieats hiaseif into believing this me-
chanical colouring of bis thouglits witk sentimental titet to ba
genuine poetry. It is flot necessaril>' so, for sacrificing ideas ta
mere prettiness of expression is neyer poetry.

These diaries of nature and humanit>', written ia a neat run-
ning hand, consist chiefi>' of cheap tintad santinientali>' sprinkled
with exclamation and interrogation marks :
SUNDA Y.-How calin and beautiful the lake is thus eveniag 1

Not a shimmier across its silver bosom, not a ripple, mur a sound.
NO motion, merely waiting 1 Gloriaus emblem of a joyous
restingi life. Am 1 happy t Can I rest calin and serena at
nigbt ike this placid lake t Aiiswer, my souli

MO NDAi Y.-I have just seen the Bist crocus, happy lierald of
the returning spriag. As it lifts its pretty head to mie while I
gaze upon it, it seema ta have somo message, whiclî it faim wvould
telli Where shaîl I be next spring, wbere the spring after,
where in the long yaars that mn>' follow t Alas, I know, not,
and yet, and yet, I know not why. How that rock shades and
protects it I Yes, but its presence lends beauty ta the grim old
rock. Tlîus is not, ail the good wve do in life meted bàek ta us t
01), that I could take tItis more fuUly ta my haart.I

WBEDNRfSDA Y.-How happy nature lookad as I took my mcmn
iny> walk. I saw a pig trying ta get under a gate; as the
porcine tlîrust his nosa under the sharp stakes, the staples hurt
lîim and elafed hirni, yet lie pressed on. Blind, fooliali pig-1
Vainlyseeking ta wa te against the inevitable and cape with
events beyond its strangthî tOh1, man ; dost thou mot often try
ta get under gates when thou canst not'I


