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			On October 10, 1896, “the Book Review became the newspaper of the rapidly expanding book world,” The Literary Digest proclaimed in a 1919 piece celebrating Francis W. Halsey, the Book Review’s first editor.“A paraphrase of The Times motto, ‘All the news that’s fit to print,’ would have described the Book Review,‘All the books that are fit to be read.’”

			It was the age of Rudyard Kipling, Ezra Pound, Edith Wharton, William Butler Yeats. In his history of the Book Review, Francis Brown noted, “It was a period of ferment, of individuality…and while the Book Review did not interpret the period as a whole in the sense of answering the why and the how, it did answer the what by reflecting and recording temper and mood.”

			The Book Review—which started at eight pages—exploded in size during its first 25 years. Often it was 32 pages; for special issues—such as holiday issues—it was as many as 56. Its basic format did not change until 1911, when there were two important developments. First, publication moved from Saturday to Sunday with the hopes that it “will be read with more thoughtful attention…when the subscriber is free from the cares and demands of weekday vocations.” And second, the lead review began appearing regularly on the front page.

			In 1920, the Book Review merged with The New York Times Magazine, an experiment that ended abruptly two years later.

			OCTOBER 10, 1896 | FRONT PAGE

			The First Issue

			The eight-page inaugural issue of The New York Times Saturday Book Review Supplement, dated October 10, 1896, featured news stories on the cover—including “Oscar Wilde’s Forlorn State,” about the author’s suffering in jail, and one that should sound familiar: It was about how book sales at department stores were threatening independent bookstores.

			There were 10 reviews. The one of One Day’s Courtship and the Heralds of Fame began, “Mr. Robert Barr is a reasonably ingenious, versatile, fairly well informed writer, and frequently an irritating one.” Of Emile Richebourg’s La Jolie Dentellière, the critic offered what was clearly an insult: “This novel belongs to the class—a very large class—of French novels that seem to be written with a view to the stage as their ultimate destination.” (The equivalent, perhaps, to a reviewer today noting derisively that a book reads like a movie treatment.)

			There was also a piece that derided the use of cliché in fiction, lists of publishers’ forthcoming titles, news of magazine articles, a page on art-world doings and a rather strange little piece reprinted from The London Standard—perhaps used to fill extra space—that had absolutely nothing to do with books or literature. “Science Has Neglected Eggs” was about keeping eggs fresh. “The egg problem seems one that might advantageously be taken up by those interested in developing poultry and eggs as a domestic industry.”

			In “Notoriety by Negation”—reprinted from a British journal called The Saturday Review—an unnamed critic took a few vicious swipes at the popular novelist Marie Corelli. The Times noted the critic’s “savagely contemptuous” tone, adding that the motto of The Saturday Review “seems to be ‘Anything to give pain.’”

			All of the Book Review’s early issues were, as Elmer Davis explained in History of The New York Times, 1851–1921, printed “in the form of loose sheets, folded into the rest of the paper. Those who didn’t care to carry the Book Review about with them—they rarely failed to ‘look over’ it—let it blow away in the wind, so one morning the management of The Times was attracted, and rather aggrieved, by a cartoon in Life entitled ‘The Littery Supplement,’ and depicting a citizen desperately trying to struggle out of an elevated station through a heap of discarded sheets of The Times Saturday Book Review.”
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			JUNE 19, 1897 | EDITOR’S NOTE

			Things to Avoid in Book Plates

			Here the Book Review weighed in, a trifle pompously, on book plates, advising against comic or grim designs.

			Very much has been written about book plates in the sense of regarding them as bits of paper to be stuck into volumes, their adhesiveness as proprietary labels being dwelt upon to the exclusion of their artistic quality. A man having a library is supposably endowed with some literary taste. When he puts his plate into a book he not alone indicates proprietorship, but the idea is suggested that his volumes are to be preserved.

			Though a person may be fastidious to his visiting card, he often shows indifference to the quality of his book plate. In selecting a subject for your ex libris, you may follow somewhat your own fancy, inclining toward heraldic emblems, if you please, but beware of comicalities. It is nothing less than lèse-majesté to put a comicality, with your name under it, on a grave, honest and dignified book. Punning book plates are worse than poster ones.

			When you have decided what you want, consult an artist. He will, if he knows his business, simplify or bring out clearer your idea. Above all, eschew careless incapable engravers or etchers. Art is always poor when it is cheap. Remember that a book plate perpetuates as nothing else will coarseness and crudity.

			There is a tendency of late (Germanic, possibly) to be gruesome in the composition of a book plate. So skeletons and death’s heads from “Danse Macabre” have been copied. This illustrated pessimism is in bad taste. Life is worth living because there are books, and so let us open a tome with a happy thought, even if it were written by Schopenhauer.
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			APRIL/MAY 1898 | LETTERS

			“Can Any of Your Readers Furnish Me With a List of Books?”

			The Book Review began running letters soon after its first issue in 1896, but these usually arrived in a trickle, with one or two tacked at the bottom of a page where space permitted.

			By 1898, though, correspondence had exploded, and the letters section, called “Comment and Query” (the “query” portion was soon spun off into its own page), sometimes filled two pages. It was the internet message board of its day, lively and topical and bristling with opinions. Debates about books and reviews could—and often did—rage for months.

			When there wasn’t any simmering controversy, the editor posed questions to generate discussion. For example, on December 31, 1898, in a note affixed to the top of the letters page, he invited readers to submit their lists of the best short stories ever written, saying he would be “glad to hear from them.”

			The letters page also served as a recommendation engine: From the very beginning, people wrote in seeking literary inspiration from fellow readers, who were only too happy to oblige.

			To The Editor:

			

			Can any of your readers furnish me with a list of books suitable for working girls, that would be good from a moral and not too poor from a literary point of view, and yet exciting enough to interest them? I confess I don’t think they would appreciate Jane Austen, and yet I don’t care to try Marie Corelli or Rider Haggard. If any of your readers could make any suggestions on the subject, they would greatly oblige.

			A READER OF THE NEW YORK TIMES 
New York, April 16, 1898

			

			I would like to make a few suggestions in response to the inquiry regarding books for working girls.

			I presume the inquirer had in mind books of fiction in which the action is quick and interesting and free from much “philosophizing,” or short stories, and given that the taste of the working girls in question has not been too much spoiled by a diet of Family Story Paper, I see no reason why there should not be a large and choice variety for them to select from. There are Betty Alden, by Jane G. Austin, and The Green Door, by Mary E. Wilkins; also Cooper’s Last of the Mohicans, and Conan Doyle’s Refugees.

			Nearly all the titles given are of books read by myself before the age of 14, and I judge from the pleasure and food for reflection they afforded that they might be suitable to the intellect of the average working girl.

			S.S.G.
East Orange, N.J., May 4, 1898

			

			I think that “A Reader of The New York Times,” whose letter appeared in the issue of April 23, will find Ramona, In the Golden Days, All Sorts and Conditions of Men, A Singular Life and Rudder Grange “exciting enough to interest working girls.”

			The “working girls” to whom I read aloud Rudder Grange confessed that it was “the first book they ever listened to without going to sleep.” Their interest was unabated and they never failed to be present while the story lasted. Probably Stockton’s other writings would have equally attracted them, but the readings were brought to an unexpected close. Surely it is something to bring amusement and brightness into dull lives.

			There are, of course, working girls and working girls, and some of them may see nothing in Rudder Grange, as some of us can find nothing satisfactory in Rider Haggard or Marie Corelli.

			A FRIEND OF THE WORKERS 
New York, May 1, 1898

			

			In making a selection for working girls, it is wise to bear in mind that a considerable percentage of them read with pleasure and appreciation novels every bit as good from a literary standpoint as do the girls in higher walks of life. I have in mind a cashier in a retail Avenue A butcher’s shop who reads no novels at all but English literature and history, a packer at Macy’s who reads only good poetry, a saleslady at Wanamaker’s who reads “purpose novels,” a cigarette girl who reads constantly such authors as Thackeray, William Morris, Walter Besant.

			EDWIN WHITE GAILLARD 
Librarian, Webster Free Library 
New York, May 12, 1898

			Early Book Review Headlines That Didn’t Mince Words
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			JUNE 18, 1898 | OUCH!

			George Bernard Shaw, Plays: Pleasant and Unpleasant

			In the beginning, only some reviews were signed—the ones by well-known critics and scholars. In 1905, the editor noted that the annual holiday issue was “remarkable for the large number of valuable contributions…from writers of eminence in their respective fields.” This practice, however, was the exception, not the norm; unnamed pundits regularly took potshots at authors, poets and dramatists, some of whom began writing directly to the paper’s publisher, Adolph Ochs, asking that he intercede on their behalf. Ochs’s replies were courteous but firm. “I should be pleased to have notice taken of your book,” he wrote to one Mr. Miller in 1901. “Of course in such matters, as you will readily understand, I do not interfere; in fact cannot do so without totally demoralizing our organization. Our high standing as to the literary character of The Times is due to the utmost freedom given for the honest expression of the opinion of the writers.”

			This review of George Bernard Shaw’s plays, though, later caused quite a stir, probably because it crossed the line from “honest expression” to mean-spiritedness.

			Mr. Shaw is always smart and glib, and he is not more demoniac or less human in any one of these plays, as a whole, than in another. They are all readable, if one likes to read Shaw’s stuff, and for the sake of good measure he has written a long introduction to each volume, in which he sets forth again in his fluent, showy way, his barren philosophy and his unbounded self-esteem. He has not a touch of the poetical in his composition, and the critic and satirist who is not a bit of a poet cannot reasonably hope to win wide renown as a dramatist.

			Of course, this criticism, and any other that may conceivably be made against these pieces, has been “discounted,” as the phrase goes, by the author in his preface, wherein he proclaims his own artistic and literary kinship with the great. But this clever, voluble jack-of-all-trades…cannot be judged by his own comic standards when he puts his wares in the open market.

			Mr. Shaw’s new book is one which a multitude of readers would find intolerably dry. The moral of Widowers’ Houses they would fail to comprehend. There are two or three passages in The Philanderer that seem capital burlesque. Probably a plumber’s assistant would laugh at them if they were read aloud to him. Mrs. Warren’s Profession has an unspeakable subject and the details of the story are unlikely. This play is too harsh and repellent, too bitter in its view of life, too dry and inconsequential to be acted.

			A smart bit of historical perversion is called The Man of Destiny, and its subject is a supposed incident in the life of Napoleon. This shows, as some scenes in The Devil’s Disciple (acted here last winter, but as yet unpublished) show, that Shaw has the instinct of stagecraft and the knack of devising situations, and that if he had a poet’s gift he might become a real dramatist.

			A striking portrait of the author serves as frontispiece in Vol. 1. His face is long and narrow, the brow high, the eyes shifty, the nose large, broad and blunt at the tip, the hair and beard scant Not a handsome man, surely and one who, except for the oddity of his dress and his views, and the unusual opportunities he has enjoyed to publicly exhibit both, would never have attracted much notice. And, to conclude, it should be borne in mind that there are ten thousand men and women in America and England writing smart, partly original, wholly unactable plays.

			
				“Mr. Shaw’s new book is one which a multitude of readers would find intolerably dry.”
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						Shaw on February 3, 1889.
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					In 1902, The Times reported that Mark Twain “does a good deal of his work in bed,” adding that the author once scolded a group of writers complaining about the difficulties of creative work. “Writing is the easiest thing in the world,” he told them. “Just try it in bed sometime.I sit up with a pipe in my mouth and a board on my knees, and I scribble away. Thinking is easy work, and there isn’t much labor in moving your fingers significantly to get the words down.”

				
			
			OCTOBER 15, 1898 | REVIEW

			Henry James, The Two Magics

			Sometimes the anonymous Book Review critics got it wrong; sometimes they got it very, very right. This assessment of the book that included “The Turn of the Screw” said of the horror novella, “The very breath of hell seems to pervade some of its chapters.”

			Coming immediately on the heels, as one may say, of his painfully elaborate treatment of an almost worthless subject in a story called “In the Cage,” this newer volume by Mr. James is doubly gratifying. We should not care, certainly, to recommend it offhand as agreeable reading for habitually light-hearted or light-minded persons, though, to be sure the second of the two stories which make up its contents, “Covering End,” is a perfect example of pure comedy.

			But it is to the longer tale that we desire to direct attention. “The Turn of the Screw” is such a deliberate, powerful, and horribly successful study of the magic of evil, and of the subtle influence over human hearts and minds of the sin with which this world is accursed, as our language has not produced since Stevenson wrote his “Jekyll and Hyde” tale.

			Mr. James’s story is perhaps as allegorical as Stevenson’s, but the allegory is not so clear. We have called it “horribly successful,” and the phrase seems to still stand to express the awful, almost overpowering sense of evil that human nature is subject to derived from it by the sensitive reader. We have no doubt that with such a reader Mr. James will invariably produce the effect he aims at. But the work is not horrible in any grotesque or realistic sense. The most affecting argument against sin we have lately encountered in literature, it is nevertheless free from the slightest hint of grossness. Yet while the manner of his story is always graceful, the very breath of hell seems to pervade some of its chapters.

			Just what the story is would be unfair to divulge here, but a boy of 10 and a girl of 8 figure in it prominently, and they are so lovely in their outward semblance of childlike innocence. Yet these children are accursed, and are shown to have daily, almost hourly, communication with lost souls, the souls that formerly inhabited the bodies of a vicious governess and her paramour who, in the flesh, began the degradation of their victims. The awful “imagination of evil” this fair boy and girl must possess, the terrible precocity which enables them to deceive their pastors and masters as to their knowledge of their ghostly mentors, are set with perfect clearness against the narrative to produce the thrilling effect.

			A Christmas house party, with ghost stories told around the fireplace, develops “The Turn of the Screw” in a tale of a ghost seen first by an innocent child, and this leads to the production of this ghost story read from the faded manuscript of a gentlewoman who had had experiences with the possessed children. The style of the manuscript, in spite of the insistence upon the woman’s penmanship, is obviously the style of Mr. Henry James. But one appreciates not the less the touch in the statement that it was read “with a fine clearness that was like a rendering to the ear of the beauty of the author’s hand.”

			
				“‘The Turn of the Screw’ is such a deliberate, powerful, and horribly successful study of the magic of evil.”
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					A portrait of James published in The Times in 1916.

				
			
			MAY 20, 1899 | LETTER

			“Your Worship of Kipling”

			In his reply to a somewhat cranky missive, the editor of the Book Review laid out its basic philosophy.

			To The New York Times Saturday Review:

			

			Is there never to be any let up in your worship of Kipling? I can put up with a considerable amount of that sort of thing, but you have brought it close to a state of nausea—and if, as I conjecture, Kipling is not hopelessly conceited, he must be nigh sickening of it himself.

			TIMES READER 
May 15, 1899

			The editor responds:

			

			Although the above note is anonymous, this need not diminish the force of the appeal contained in it. The editor has, in fact, concluded to violate the ancient rule not to notice anonymous correspondence and accordingly gives “Times Reader” a hearing. “Times Reader” will be glad to know that the present number of The Saturday Review has been prepared with a special desire to please him (or her). So far as our most eagleish eye has determined, this present number of The Saturday Review does not contain a single article about Kipling, save of course the present, and for this “Times Reader” will not blame the editor. But it will be impossible to give “Times Reader” any guarantee of future immunity from Kipling. The Saturday Review must give the news of books. Its topics must be timely. Otherwise it would not remain long alive. The editor seriously hopes that “Times Reader” desires to see The Saturday Review continue its existence for many years. “Times Reader” is a candid friend, the kind of friend the editor likes to hear from. But these friends should always extend their candor one point further. They should send their names with their friendly admonitions.

			Later

			

			The above had been scheduled for a Kiplingless paper, and had been written in perfect good faith, when, late yesterday afternoon, there came to the editor news he had long had an inkling of but could not print until now—news of Mr. Kipling’s new edition of his works. This seemed to us a most important piece of news and could not possibly be “held over.” Will “Times Reader” please pardon us—or at least credit us with good intentions? And will he not understand that an editor, who aims to print the news, is far from being a free agent?
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			DECEMBER 23, 1899 | EDITOR’S NOTE

			How a Christmas Classic Came to Be

			The Book Review often reprinted Clement C. Moore’s famous poem during the holiday season. In 1899, it published this brief history, which drew a fascinating reply from a reader.

			The merry Christmas season always awakens fresh reference to the name of another who quite by accident made the whole Christian world his debtor. Clement C. Moore, a man of profound learning, earned worldwide and enduring fame as the author of “A Visit From St. Nicholas,” more familiarly called “The Night Before Christmas.” No poem written by an American has had so wide a circulation or been translated into so many languages. The human spirit beats in it, the true Christmas spirit pervades it, and it will be dear to the hearts of children as long as children continue to hang their stockings on Christmas Eve—and may that beautiful custom never die out!

			Moore, who gave this old Dutch legend its poetic form, was born (July 15, 1779), reared and spent practically all his days in this city. His father had a stately mansion, a house that stood on a hill where the east side of Ninth Avenue, between Twenty-second and Twenty-third Streets, now is. It commanded a magnificently extensive view of the river and beyond, and the land was terraced to the water’s edge.

			Moore devoted his life to the education of young men for the ministry. He became Professor of Greek and Oriental Literature in the Episcopal Theological Seminary. As a relaxation from his serious work, Dr. Moore amused himself by writing stories and verses for the entertainment of his children, and “The Night Before Christmas” was written to aid their jollification while celebrating the holiday season of 1822.

			A young lady from Troy, while on a visit to the home of Dr. Moore, saw the verses, and was so pleased with them that she begged the privilege of making a copy of them to show her friends at home. The following year, without consulting Dr. Moore, she sent the poem to the editor of the Troy Sentinel, in which it was printed on Dec. 23, 1823. The pleasure with which it was received, and the popularity which it immediately secured, mollified the good doctor’s displeasure over its publication.

			On July 10, 1863, Dr. Moore died at his summer home in Newport, R.I., at the ripe old age of 84 years. His place in the affections of his fellow men is secure as long as there is a pair of childish lips to murmur that happy closing line in his poetic version of the jolly old Dutch legend of “The Visit of St. Nicholas”:

			Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night.

			A week later, the Book Review printed a reply from a reader:

			

			It is not so long ago that Clement C. Moore’s old residence in New York’s Chelsea was torn down. I remember it well. The whole block bounded by Twenty-second and Twenty-third Streets and Ninth and Tenth Avenues was, as late as 1855, a hill, with high stone walls supporting it on the street and avenue sides. I used to take my sled up in front of the old mansion and slide downhill, out at the northwest corner of Twenty-second and Ninth. That was the mansion in which “The Visit of St. Nicholas” was written. And those were the days before horse cars, when omnibuses ran in summer and big stage-sleighs in winter, for the snow stayed on the ground weeks at a time. I saw that old hill dug down and carted away, and that winter, 1856 I think it was, the rain collected and froze in the excavations and I skated there. But I will say no more, or I shall ramble too long and too far.

			GEORGE W. VAN SICLEN 
The night before Christmas, 1899
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			DECEMBER 7, 1901 | REVIEW

			Charles W. Chesnutt, The Marrow of Tradition

			Our reviewer found this fictional account of the rise of the white supremacy movement and the Wilmington insurrection of 1898 to be “too bitter” in places but conceded he was likely far from impartial.

			Mr. Charles W. Chesnutt formed his style and tested his strength in writing stories such as might be supposed to please his white readers and to place them in the attitude declared by Dr. Johnson to be correct when considering the performance of the dancing bear, but with The House Behind the Cedars he took a new stand and began to exhibit the darkness of the educated black man’s lot, the hopelessness encompassing him, the dismal fate sure sooner or later to overtake him.

			In his The Marrow of Tradition, published this week, he pursues the same policy, but the action includes an entire town and a large family connection, thus having a much wider scope than the former novel. The chief actors are white, and the main object of the story is to exhibit the deterioration in character and conduct caused by the effort to oppress the negro. The suffering of the dark race is made manifest also, but the book closes leaving the moral victory with them. “The negro question,” says Mr. Chesnutt, “will trouble the American Government and the American conscience until a sustained effort is made to settle it upon principles of justice.”

			He shows his readers a mulatto physician, brilliant in his profession, the founder of a hospital, a good citizen, unimpeachable in any way, excluded from consultation because of his color. He shows the doctor’s wife, the legitimate daughter of a mulatto and a white man, deprived of her inheritance and of her name by white women who conceived themselves to be doing their duty to their family and to society by suppressing her father’s will. He shows a negro accused of a crime which he knows to be the work of a white man, but suppressing his knowledge and facing the terrors of lynching that his silence may possibly save the life of his former master, to whom the truth would be fatal. He shows white men planning to change the laws made during the Reconstruction period and allowing themselves to be led into falsehood, even into perjury, rather than tell the truth under the circumstances which would make them ludicrous in the eyes of the negroes. Last of all, the natural result of the forces set at work in the earlier chapters, he shows a town given over to bloodshed and terror, in the midst of which two who have most cruelly wronged the negroes are compelled to humiliate themselves before two of the despised race.

			The book is skillfully written, and although certain occasional touches seem too bitter, or quite unfair, who shall say that to an impartial reader, to a Hindu or Chinese critic, they might not seem entirely impartial? They are certainly indications of feeling among the best class of negroes among whom the white men of the South should find allies in the task of justly and fairly settling the negro question.

			Fiction has been so powerful an element in the relations of the North and the South that it cannot be neglected in contemplating the condition and prospects of the section, and Mr. Chesnutt’s book should receive as much attention in the South as was given to Red Rock in the North. The two deal with persons of widely differing character, but neither pretends to generalize. Mr. Page’s martyr doctor who gave his life to save that of a negro criminal, and Mr. Chesnutt’s mulatto physician, his only son slain by a rioter’s bullet, would understand one another. The two books should bring together men of their mind and spirit.

			
				“The main object of the story is to exhibit the deterioration in character and conduct caused by the effort to oppress the negro.”
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					Chesnutt writes in the library of his home in Cleveland, Ohio, May 1904.

				
			
			JANUARY 18, 1902 | OP-ED

			Why Miss Alcott Still Lives

			When Little Women was first published in 1868, the paper’s reviewer wrote, “While occupied with something far graver and less agreeable, we pushed Little Women quietly within the reach of two younger critics, and soon had them silent for a time.” The book met with the children’s approval: “You ought to read it, though!” they said.

			Nothing changes the child. Born into an age of iron, an age of steam, or an age of electricity, he is precisely the same, with the same primal reversion to ancestral tastes. He will read stories of war and hunting, and will long to use a wicked gun; he must pass through the barbaric period.

			So must his sister, but for her the stories of the human giant and fairy are substituted. The human giant, the girl of 5 or 6 who performs all the household work of her father’s small establishment; the domestic fairy, who bestows good gifts upon her entire family by charming an aged millionaire, or a dying miser, or an alienated grandparent, or a long exiled third cousin, are always favorite with girls.

			It is because Miss Alcott ministered to the phase of childish feeling that her books have so long held sway among American girls, and it is small wonder that the appearance of two as plays and of one with 15 clever pictures sets them among the chief favorites of the holiday season.

			Yet, looking merely at their incidents and at the characters of their small personages, one is puzzled to see why they should be longer lived than a hundred ephemerals which have opened their wings to flutter about the Christmas candles and closed them to fall into forgotten slumbers. Their success is one of the strongest illustrations afforded by juvenile literature than, in art as in life, it is above all character that counts. Miss Alcott, as all the world knows, grew to her noble womanhood in a home which surpassed in quaintness anything which she would or could describe. She and her sisters had every opportunity to perform giant labors, and all manner of uses for fairy wands, and she, the strongest and the cleverest, found need for all her strength and cleverness, and when she wrote of the March family she merely described life as she knew it.

			As Scotland to Burns and Sir Walter, as courts to Metternich, such was a New England home with plenty of nothing but love and courage to her. She had no need to rectify and enlarge, to cull anecdotes from the records of children. She had only to unveil the mirror of her heart.
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			JULY 12, 1902 | OP-ED

			A Form of Busybodyism

			In its early days, the Book Review quite enjoyed issuing knuckle-rapping editorials like this one, which was written after the paper published a news story about censorship in an Illinois library.

			The New York Times the other day contained an account, partly ridiculous and partly disgusting, of the tribulations which a library at Evanston has got into by undertaking to regulate the reading morals of that community. It appeared that the chief censor was the librarian, and her principle of exclusion was simple. Any book that contained any sentence to which any respectable person objected was thereupon “taboo.” At least that is the only way in which we can account for the fact that pretty much all the recent novels that amount to anything or have anything to say were on the blacklist of this singular institution.

			Of course there are in every community, and in an American community in larger numbers than in any other except a British, plenty of people endowed with a heaven-born itch for minding other people’s business. The less they know about the business the more eager they are to mind it. But to interfere with the reading of other people and to insist that they shall read nothing but what you think good for them is a form of busybodyism in the pursuit of which much annoyance may be inflicted. It is to this that the busybodies of Evanston appear to have devoted themselves with great success, aided, or yielded to, by the authorities of the local library. If the Prurient Prudes find something in a current book which it would not be good for such a child to know, the offending volume must therefore “go.” It matters not that it may be a work of genius by a writer of distinction and bear the imprint of a respectable publishing house. If somebody with a cultivated sense for indecency finds it indecent it is doomed. On such principles the volumes on the shelves of the Evanston library will soon be reduced to the goody goody class, which no sane soul can find interest in reading.

			What sort of protection to the public morals is it to proscribe any book that any old woman of either sex and of any age may find “immoral” and then to publish the fact of that proscription? One would rather live under the Russian censorship than under that. The Russian censor is at least a male.
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			JULY 19, 1902 | INTERVIEW

			Arthur Conan Doyle at Home

			One of the Book Review’s most popular features, “Authors at Home,” began in late 1897. These profiles were meant to “picture the subjects in relation to their environment and to draw them forth on conversations regarding their own work.”

			In 1901, the Book Review collected 22 of the stories and sold them as a book, American Authors and Their Homes, saying that “the volume, which as a piece of bookmaking leaves nothing to be desired, will, we are quite sure, be largely read by the admirers of the authors.” The series continued for several more years, and in 1902 featured the home of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, who was then as popular in this country as he was in Britain.

			The Times had not always been a Doyle fan. It ran a blistering review in 1892: “Appreciation of Dr. Doyle’s Adventures of Sherlock Holmes has to do with one’s personal zest for the marvelous. You may care for one detective story, but when there is a round dozen, you may get a fit of indigestion.… Sherlock Holmes, with all his mise en scène, has too much premeditation about him. You get a little weary of his perspicacity.”

			Sir A. Conan Doyle, author of Sherlock Holmes and The Hound of the Baskervilles, when at home lives in a modest red brick residence, with many a gable and many a balcony in the neighborhood of South Norwood. Those who have made his literary acquaintance chiefly through the medium of his detective stories would probably find him a totally different appearing individual from the man they expected to see. There is nothing of the lynx-eyed, nothing “detective” about him—not even the regulation walk of our modern solver of mysteries. He is just a happy, homely, genial man, tall, broad-shouldered, with a hand that grips you heartily, and that in its sincerity of welcome is very likely to hurt. He is brown and bronzed, for he enters liberally into all outdoor sports—football, tennis, bowls and cricket. He is a capital amateur photographer, too. But in exercise he most leans toward tricycling. He is never happier than when on his tandem with his wife, starting a 30-mile spin.

			It will probably surprise most people to learn that Dr. Doyle is still a comparatively young man. He was born in Edinburgh in 1859. He went to Stonyhurst, in Lancashire, at 9, and there had a school magazine, which he edited, and in which he wrote the poetry. At 17 Dr. Doyle began to study medicine. At 19 he sent his first real attempt, a story entitled “The Mystery of the Sassassa Valley,” to Chambers’s Journal, for which he received a guinea.

			It was in 1882 that Dr. Doyle started practicing in Southsea, where he continued for eight years. By degrees literature took his attention from the preparation of prescriptions. In his spare time he wrote some 50 or 60 stories for many of the best magazines. But Dr. Doyle was not entirely satisfied with his successes, and so for a time he turned his attention to another branch of literary effort. He devoted two years to the study of fourteenth century life in England—Edward III’s reign. The period has hardly been treated in fiction at all, and he had to go back to early authorities for everything.

			The result of this work was The White Company, which has gone through many editions. Then it was that Mr. Doyle made up his mind to go to London and start as an eye specialist—a branch of the profession of which he was particularly fond. He took rooms in Wimpole Street, had a brass plate put on the door, and started. But orders for stories began to come in, and at the expiration of three months he forsook medicine altogether.

			Dr. Doyle’s literary method is interesting. He invariably conceives the end of his story first, and writes up to it. He gets the climax, and his art lies in the ingenious way in which he conceals it from his readers. A story occupies about a week in writing, and the ideas have come at all manner of times—when out walking, cricketing, tricycling, or playing tennis.

			The original of Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Joseph Bell, is an eminent practitioner of Edinburgh. Dr. Doyle frankly confesses his indebtedness to him, and tells how he was impressed by him in his student days. He says, “I was a clerk in Dr. Bell’s ward. A clerk’s duties are to note down all the patients to be seen and muster them together. Often I would have 70 or 80. Dr. Bell’s intuitive powers were simply marvelous. Case No. 1 would step up. ‘I see,’ said Dr. Bell, ‘you’re suffering from drink. You even carry a flask in the inside breast pocket of your coat.’ Another case would come forward. ‘Cobbler, I see.’ Then he would turn to the students and point out to them that the inside of the knee of the man’s trousers was worn. That was where the man had rested the lapstone—a peculiarity found only in cobblers.

			“All this impressed me very much. He was continually before me—his sharp, piercing eyes, eagle nose, and striking features. There he would sit in his chair with fingers together—he was very dexterous with his hands—and just look at the man or woman before him.

			“The remarkable individuality and tact of my old master made a deep and lasting impression on me, though I had not the faintest idea that it would one day lead me to forsake medicine for story writing.”

			In an interview, Dr. Bell acknowledged that Dr. Doyle was “one of the best students I ever had. He was always exceedingly interested in anything connected with diagnosis, and was never tired of trying to discover all those little details which one looks for.

			“In regard to the practical application of those powers of observation, there is a system by which they may be cultivated, and I try to teach it to my pupils. The fatal mistake which the ordinary policeman makes is this, that he gets his theory first and then makes the facts fit it, instead of getting his facts first and making all his little observations and deductions until he is driven irresistibly by them into a direction he may never have originally contemplated.

			“After all, there may be much more in life for a man if he keeps his eyes open. There is a problem, a whole game of chess, in many a trifling occurrence, if one learns how to make the moves.”
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					Doyle and his wife Louisa perch atop a tandem high-wheel bicycle in front of their London home, circa 1895.

				
			
			
				Dips, Drops and Thrills at Coney Island

				Conan Doyle was a bona fide celebrity in this country, and the Book Review—and the rest of the paper—covered his personal life as thoroughly as it did his fiction. The author takes a summer cottage at Montauk! He sees a ghost! He has problems with his dinner jacket! He attends a cricket match! He is fined for driving his automobile in excess of 30 miles per hour! In 1914, when he visited Coney Island, it merited a news story.

				Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Lady Doyle, and a party of 15 friends visited Brighton Beach and Coney Island last night. Sir Arthur saw everything that was to be seen and did many of the things for which Coney is famous.

				Scenic railways, dips and drops of all kinds, and absurd attractions like the Crazy Village in Luna Park appeared to please him immensely. He was either laughing outright or smiling broadly from the time he started.

				The visit of Sir Arthur to Luna Park was more of a triumphal entry than anything else. As he stepped under the big front arch, the band began “God Save the King.” Everyone in the park, it seemed, knew who was coming in, and those nearest Sir Arthur cheered him with vigor.

				In Luna Sir Arthur entered right into the frolic of a Sunday night at Coney. First he shot the chutes, then he took the seemingly perilous Whip ride, and finally he went into the ridiculous Crazy Village. And he enjoyed it all—particularly the Whip, which he pronounced thrilling. The Infant Incubators were also visited and Lady Doyle was presented with a doll to which she had taken a fancy.

				Castle House, the new summer dancing pavilion in Luna, held the visitors for some time. After she had watched several amateur and professional demonstrations of the one-step, the maxixe and other new dances, Lady Doyle was heard to remark that she saw nothing objectionable in the dancing.

				After more than an hour of hilarity in Luna, Sir Arthur and the party went to the Coney Island Police Station, where Capt. Samuel McElroy and Lt. Samuel Hammond received them.

				A visit to the Brighton Casino concluded the evening’s entertainment. It was after midnight before Sir Arthur and Lady Doyle left Coney. When asked what he thought of the island, Sir Arthur said, “Coney Island doesn’t give one time to think. I’m trying to get myself together. But I certainly had a good time.”
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			APRIL 25, 1903 | REVIEW

			W. E. B. Du Bois, The Souls of Black Folk

			In this essay collection—now widely accepted as a foundational text of American intellectual history—Du Bois famously posited that “the problem of the 20th century is the problem of the color line.” In it, Du Bois also detailed his now-storied critique of Booker T. Washington’s emphasis on economic advancement. Rather than evaluating the work on its own merits, however, this review explicitly pits Du Bois against the clearly favored Washington.

			It is generally conceded that Booker T. Washington represents the best hope of the negro in America, and it is certain that of all the leaders of his people he has done the most for his fellows with the least friction with the whites who are most nearly concerned, those of the South. Here is another negro “educator,” to use a current term, not brought up like Washington among the negroes of the South and to the manner of the Southern negro born, but one educated in New England—one who never saw a negro camp-meeting till he was grown to manhood and went among the people of his color as a teacher. Naturally he does not see everything as Booker Washington does: probably he does not understand his own people in their natural state as does the other; certainly he cannot understand the Southern white’s point of view as the principal of Tuskegee does. Yet it is equally certain that The Souls of Black Folk throws much light upon the complexities of the negro problem, for it shows that the key note of at least some negro aspiration is still the abolition of the social color line. For it is the Jim Crow car, and the fact that he may not smoke a cigar and drink a cup of tea with the white man in the South, that most galls William E. Burghardt Du Bois of the Atlanta College for Negroes. That this social color line must in time vanish like the mists of the morning is the firm belief of the writer, as the opposite is the equally firm belief of the Southern white man; but in the meantime he admits the “hard fact” that the color line is, and for a long time must be.

			The book is of curious warp and woof, and the poetical form of the title is the index to much of its content and phraseology. To a Southerner who knows the negro race as it exists in the South, it is plain that this negro of Northern education is, after all, as he says, “bone of the bone and flesh of the flesh” of the African race. Sentimental, poetical, picturesque, the acquired logic and the evident attempt to be critically fair-minded is strangely tangled with these racial characteristics and the racial rhetoric.

			While the whole book is interesting, especially to a Southerner, and while the self-restraint and temperateness of the manner of stating even things which the Southerner regards as impossibilities, deserve much praise and disarm harsh criticism, the part of the book which is more immediately concerned with an arraignment of the present plans of Booker T. Washington is for the present the most important.

			The writer admits the great value of Booker Washington’s work. However, he does not believe so much in the gospel of the lamb, and does think that a bolder attitude, one of standing firmly upon rights guaranteed by the war amendments, and alluded to in complimentary fashion in the Declaration of Independence, is both more becoming to a race such as he conceives the negro race to be, and more likely to advance that race. “We feel in conscience bound,” he says, “to ask three things: 1. The right to vote; 2. Civic equality; 3. The education of youth according to ability,” and he is especially insistent on the higher education of the negro. The value of these arguments and the force of the statistics can best be judged after the book is read.

			Many passages of the book will be very interesting to the student of the negro character who regards the race ethnologically and not politically, not as a dark cloud threatening the future of the United States, but as a peculiar people, and one, after all, but little understood by the best of its friends or the worst of its enemies outside of what the author of The Souls of Black Folk is fond of calling the “Awful Veil.” Throughout it should be recalled that it is the thought of a negro of Northern education who has lived long among his brethren of the South yet who cannot fully feel the meaning of some things—and which the Southern-bred white knows by a similar instinct; certain things which are—by both accepted as facts—not theories—fundamental attitudes of race to race which are the product of conditions extending over centuries.

			
				“For it is the Jim Crow car, and the fact that he may not smoke a cigar and drink a cup of tea with the white man in the South, that most galls William E. Burghardt Du Bois.”
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					Du Bois on May 31, 1919.

				
			
			DECEMBER 31, 1904 | REVIEW

			Ida Tarbell, The History of the Standard Oil Company

			Tarbell, one of the most famous muckrakers—writers who helped expose Gilded Age corruption—originally wrote her investigation of John D. Rockefeller and the Standard Oil Company for McClure’s magazine.

			As readable as any “story,” and with rather no more of romance than the average “business novel,” is this history of the rise, development and ultimate success of the Standard Oil Company. Incidentally, too, it is a history of the petroleum oil business from its first discovery and use as a “patent medicine” to its present position as fourth in the list of exports from this country. That the telling of this story should have been undertaken by a woman seems strange, perhaps, but Miss Tarbell was born in the Pennsylvania oil regions, and in her girlhood days was in the center of the sphere of agitation that has existed from the time of the discovery of oil up to the present. Her people were oil people.

			Honest the writer has tried to be to both sides to the various controversies. Her records of these are digested from an enormous mass of statistics contained in almost numberless lawsuits, investigations by congressional and legislative committees, records of hearings brought about by investigation of charges against Standard Oil.

			Her text is what she alleges to be an oft-repeated assertion by Mr. Rockefeller that “the oil business and its regulation belonged by right to them”—the Standard Oil Company, of which he was president. “John D. Rockefeller’s one irreconcilable enemy in the oil business has been the oil producer. Whenever he has had the chance he sought to persuade the producers to do what he would have done had he owned the oil fields—keep the supply of crude oil short.”

			Beginning with the discovery of crude petroleum floating on the surface of Oil Creek by Samuel M. Keir, and his exploitation of it as a cure-all about 1850, followed with the belief of George H. Bissell that petroleum was a possible illuminant and lubricant, and the confirmation of that belief by Prof. Silliman of Yale and the subsequent development of the fields through experimental borings, the history traces the slow growth until the oil fever was at its height in western Pennsylvania.

			At that time there was in business in Cleveland a commission firm known as Clark & Rockefeller. They had but little capital, but Mr. Rockefeller saw the great possibilities in refining petroleum. He took in Samuel Andrews as a partner. They improved the methods of refining, and Henry M. Flagler, Stephen V. Harkness, and William Rockefeller were brought into the business. These men in 1870 established the first Standard Oil Company. This was a couple of years after John D. Rockefeller had discovered the possibility and value of railroad rebates and had secured them from the railroads that were hauling his crude oil from the fields and carrying his refined oil to the seaboard. That matter of cheap transportation, the writer asserts, was the keynote to the success that Mr. Rockefeller achieved.

			When there was a row over this question of rates Mr. Rockefeller found an old charter for the South Improvement Company which granted practically limitless business powers. This he had resuscitated and under a secret arrangement got a lot of his competitors to go into the “trust” business under its provisions—the first thing of the kind ever established in this country. The producers found out about the company of refiners that had banded together to limit and control refining of oil and after a series of suits succeeded in having the company’s charter revoked. But before this was done Mr. Rockefeller had managed to get most of the 25 Cleveland refineries under his control, and thus became the greatest of producers and shippers in the West. The railroads were after his trade and got it by rebates that no one else could get, though freely promising similar rebates to others who would ship as much oil as Rockefeller did. This none of them could do, even in combination. The oil producers raged and stormed and held meetings and had railroads investigated and tried legislative action—all in vain.

			With the discovery of a means of pumping oil over the mountains from the fields to the tidewater refineries, oil producers were sure they had found a way to destroy the domination of the Standard Oil Company. Railroads tried in every way to block the building of the pipelines, and a dozen local “wars” resulted. But when Mr. Rockefeller was convinced that both crude and refined oils could be piped, he took the one way out of the difficulty. Agents bought out rival refineries in New York, Philadelphia, and Baltimore. All the terminal and refining facilities that were worth anything were acquired. And when the pipelines, built with the money of the producers, were
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BOOKSELLERS IN GONCLAYE

Bteps to be Taken to Combat the De-

partment Stores.

The National Assoclation of Dooksellers,
Newsdealers, and Stationers held thelr
fourteenth annual convention tn Boston on
Tuesday and Wednesday of this week.
Nearly one hunired delegates were present
on Tuesday. Eighty-six of them repre-
sented cight unlons. Fourteen States were
represented.

A commiites, Which had been appointed
€0 consider the subjects, presented a long
list of rosolutions advocating that all deal-
ers friendly to the order be admitted; that
the publishers of all ten-cent periodicals be
asked to furnish thelr publications to deal-
ers at a uniform rate of 7 cents; that the
organization request Harper & Brothers
to print the selling price of thelr magazin
3 cents, on its cover; that the cause of the
abuse and unfafr treatment that has until
‘now been accoxed to took publishers should
cease. AUl bookscllers, stationers, &c.
wers' earnestly requested to Join in order
hat an approciadle force might be felt
to emanate from them. Women engaged
in the book and nows trade also were re-
quested to Joln In separate unions in the
Qifterent cities and towns.

Before the morning session closed, the
Committee on Nominations brought in the
following list of officers, recommending
them for the ensuing yéar: President—J.
¥. Martin, New-York; First Vice Presi-
dont—F._ A. Salisbury, Providence, R. I
Becond Vico President—J. E. Gray, Ever-
ett; Sccretary—J. H. Riley, Providence;
“Treasurer—J. H. Nolan, Providence; Ser-
Goant at Arms—B. Lewis, Boston; Execu-
tive Committes—M. Moy of Pawtucket, H.
N. Borden of Boston, F. J. Hayden of Prov-
Mdence, ¥, I Sampson of New-York, W.
D. Malligan of Lancaster.

‘At the afternoon. sesston about 150 dele-
gates were present, and later 175 Tho
lection of the oficers recommended by the
Nomination Committeo in the morning ses-
slon was first acted upon. Tho list as given
was carried through, with the exception of
T. F. Martin, who was the candidato for
President favored by the fiteen New-York
delegates. Against him the Bastern dele-
gates arrayed Mr. Michael F. Moy, who
twice before had been elected, and on & Vot
being taken ho was elected.

At the session on Wednesday the rela-
tions existing between publishers and news-
ealers were fully discussed. It was decided
€ acquaint tho publishers with the compe-
tition that dealers are meeting with and to
seek thelr ald in lessentng the evil.

‘An extended discussion was then entered
©pon a3 to the beat means to adopt to do
away with the competition dealers ars
moeting with from department _stores.
It was decided to appeal to the dealers
throughout the country and orgunize for
he purpose of endeavoring to sccure legls-
Hation which will exact a tax from depart-
ment storea for every department which
they conduct outside of the principal line
€ business In which the propriotors are en-
Kaged. The dealers in Tilinols are making
strenuous cftorts to obtain such legialation.
It was decided, on motion of Mr. J. J.
Daley, that the Sccretary be authorized 1o
send_clrculars to the trade, requesting &
boycott on all publishers who do not treat
the trado Justly. Tho decision whether or
not to kend the clrculars was left to the
discrotion of the Advisory Doard.

JERSEY’S HISTORICAL SOCIETY.

Effortx Newark In Making to Prevent
(o Princeton.

The proposal to_remove the library and
<tions of the New-Jerney State Histor-
fcal Society from Newark to Princeton will
lly_presented to the society for

ration o second time at a special
i callil (o meet nest week. Last
e Trustces of Princcton Univer-
an offcr of freo accommodations
cty provided tho removal should
The present quarters In Newark
tnadequate.  For about
ry the soclety has had it

Bome n that city,

ter the Princeton offer was

ting of the roclety wan hel
efivr was convidered, but It was
1 to postpone setion. in con-

ity
10 the Ko

cwark Dally Adver-
help for the moveme

ntety are cltlacns of Essex County.
and local pride would peremptorily forbid

the transfer of the soclety's collcction to
Princeton. The best interests of the socie-
& itself, a3 well as of the Newark Free
Library, "to the purposes of which the so-
clety's library 1 invaluable, preclude the
thought of allowing the Historlcal Soclety
to leave our city. But to retain the socle-
£y and its collestion some kind of terms
‘must be offered. The soclety Is living under
Intolerable_conditions, 1ts priceless colleo-
tion s in hourly danger of destruction, it
has no_accommodations, and, therefore, &
large part of ita collection s boxed, and
some of it lies 1n the vaults of the Public
Library. 1t Newark 1s to retain the His-
torical Society, it must help to provide &
decent nome for the socioty.

It is disagreeable to contemplate the pos-
sibility of such a reflection upon the in-
telligenco and local pride of the Newark
community as a vote by the Historical So-
clety to remove to Princeton, and we can-
not belleve that the necessity will be made
‘apparent when tho society meats next week
to tako that extreme action. It is more
agreeable to bellevo that the danger of
losing an institution which belongs to halt
a century of Newaris history will bring
forward citizens ready to pledge enough
to erect a new bullding for the saclet;

OSCAR WILDE’S FORLORN STATE

Punishments He Undergoes—Tii
lease Not Far Of.

What appears to be the best kind of in-
formation concerning the present condition
of Oscar Wilde is given in the October
‘number of The Bookman. Its authority I3
“an English oMcial whose position has
‘made him personally cognizant of the actual
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TO STEAL BANCROFT PLATES.

A Burslar's Attempt at the History
Dolldlag 1a San Francisco.

Last week Wednesday an attempt was
mado in San Francisco to ateal some of the
plates of IL. H. Bancroft’s * History of the
Pacific Coast,” valued at $10,000. The
burglar failed of accomplishing his purpose,
but the caso possosses some Interesting feat-
ures. He bogan his work shortly atter 0
ofelock In the evening. and at 6:15 o'clock
the next morning was caught by R. J. Welr,
one of the members of the Bancroft Com-
pany, and A. McKenzie, the fanitor.

"Tho man was rocomnized by Weir, but,
for some reason, Welr dkl not have him ar.
résted, and the officers of the company re-
fused o dizcuss the case. Tho man had
been connected with the bullding, 1t Is be-
leved, or with the Rancroft family. No one
Wouli tell why the company protected the
burglar or what was (he cause of his at-
tempted theft. Tha Chronicle says it is sup-
poscd that ho was known about the bulld-
ing and sucecedel In hiding himself in some
place untl the cellar war closed at G P. M.

Théio are 120 boxes of theso history
platcs, and each welghs abont sighiy
pounds. The man moved thirty-four of
them (o the clevator In the ronr of the
basement. Mo must have used a_truck.
They welghed nearly & ton and a half in
all. Afier he put them on the -clovator
he :ricd to raise thom to the level of the
sidewalk, hut the clovator woul move -
ward only five fect. Tho burglar then went

d @il nol retuza eatll dayl'ght.
A. M. ho camo hack, d:ising a
-horse express wags. TIe stoppel
In front of tho door, openci It, ant Jumpel
down on tho clovator to Nt the baxes to
tho iewaik.  Welr
hal beon wai-hing, rushed at b
surrendered withut @ word. Weir
1o attemyt to arres: or detain the man, bat

[ Became somewhat reconciiod, and-ho was

aliowed ta go off with 1Lt wigon.
C. 0. Richards, son-iodaw of Hubert I,

Bancroft, and manag:

9%d not Ulscurs the case with & ChrIEI

reporter. He tried to bellttle ft, and sald
that the work was probably that of “a
Bypo flend.” who tried to steal a few plates
ad sell the metal in them. Mr. Welr, 1n &
pleasant way, told some parts of the story,
but absolutely refused to tell who the bur:
glar was, why he tried o ateal the piates,
or why ho had been g0 quickly released.
It was impossible for Detectives Ryan and
O'Day to discover the cause of the at-
tompted stealing. For the inirty-four boxes
of plates the man could have oblained as
metal about $G3, though It -would cost the
Bancroft Company $10000 to replace the
‘plates It stolen or Injured.

Some persons at first belleved that men
Who had business troubles with H. H. Ban-
croft. tried to seize tho plates for the pur-
pose of compelling him to come (o & settle-
ment with them.  Another theory was that
the burglar belleved he could store tho
plates away and demand several thousand
Gollars for thelr return. The Chroniclo
says: * These theorles fell through, as the
plates really have no commerclal value.

ARDITI’S -REMINISCENCES.

Tita Career as Operatic Cos 1

London and New-York.

Sicno Lt A, ot whom ey s
e A G T ot &
s e oot eve igncs . i
e ot pisiene I ondon &
oo s, hich have e
L e by TS n
i i ot o I e Lo
o s o ottt
Tt v o o w0, R
o B e 1 Ko o v, e 5
e o i o S st
T g e Yot 2o e
[
e R T i
R
A el o T
o Sl s T et et
g s Sne Tt o Gt
T Tl i e
B S e, X e
i iy

£ 3
ject which met His wite's: eyes whr
She Sinpacked the’ portmantcau which he
hag taken on

here

"
I New.¥ori, to Grlsts Intense dingu
Hhimted by & middic-aged spinster who
Conceived s tender altiction.for i, - The
Ta8y ‘was Sa10 to be's Misa Coutth, Byt ner

‘naiio wa Gilos, and she had previously
Deen's mimilar annoyance to Chavica Kear.
Sho fotlowed the. Arditls ‘on board  ship:
Srearing & bonnet {rimmed” with orangs
Dlonsonta, whereupon Grish wickedly sugges
S Commitise of gentimen {0 drop. he
fhtauke San. It was‘on this American (our
that o o bliterly <ol night in Washington;
Grs I place of the whit

Ariilia” came o Tondon. and 'Ame.
I s gty sirprised, o vl
fntroduced to. Hos Pt Ui eminert
BriEadping ortentatghaly taking & Bich
BE Rt Bignor ARl has much o w
Shout Giagltl, Sortas, Titisns, Ticcolomin
Viardot, ‘i others: “He aiso prints an Int
fereatini " Ieter from Viardol -concemning
the- st performance Of' Verdi's - Muc:
betn ¥l SO the Irrepreasibi
i

Fhere'ia an ancedore about Titiens, who,
10 R heene with Folio
TR bt o i
Salfly "on the nose with " the
Jon Stick, (0 the immense de-
Tt o hE Uk danerye ‘Fhere ts an
ether kood” atory about ihe revcaraaof
T e T
coull et he vetponse trom s demens, M-
pleson” made mio appearance, and ARl
inking down his batbn: cried: * Where (he
devii in the impresario? " At that momunt
 huke black cat walked lesurely from the
VIgS to the FoQUIRNLE, amiil FORTS of aui:
Tor from. the band. AYll aika printt &
pleasant lttle mot of fossini,® When Mme.
Al was nratpresented 10 him, the great
red clo (e
o Phen Ardit had dond Tion
it some {rfling ervice: the Componer Wi
protuse i (nanks, ana corticily offered hm
85”8 Wouvenir “one of my Wit Whic
Werd arrangod on tands on the ehaftonie
When we come {0 Toore recent tims
fecamoa of personal
e
o many inter
RIatea, hriating ~ Klixinns| BervousneRs
When Reud¥ing 18 exemplined by (O SiACe:
ment that while singing (o Ardici ahe usel
10" tear the trimmings and lures® off ‘hor
dross Uy ‘eonticuatly finzering (hem. to the
deamr”of Tir ity compinis 8irs, Tueht
A Acrecdble farhiac e N
S0y feal apprarinee in -
i Warten AT Clies (w0 telivrs ¢

i

the surprise af himselt

VT SUrAUR Ihat the avertura wa

encore 1 Thit mirrise was certainty o
ahare by anybaty wise.

";*mer AFIRI more than once accompanic1

it
id heas,

iied,
PLater on"Arditl conducted_the olw\h-.

pertormance At \me, Fatiia orivate thea:
Tre, and he speaks witn pardor
IEC O the Tact that at the supper 450 bet-
tics of champagne were drunk.
Y”" In’ the course"of the Harri
o turmody round.
o i s
i yo ke ‘our "
Bana i " Atax ot you”
i tour with
A

R B G
S Nt i s B
‘portraits of eminent conductors and artists,
R R T e
el e i
e B b e
fag N
Sl B o g i s
e

IN THE PUBLIC EYE.

In some comments on Harold Frederic's
dispatch to Tr Tiues explaining how
William Morris declined the Post Lau-
reatship, The Rochester Unlon adds that
Morris was a friend of Lord Rosebery,
in whose gift the appolntment was, and.
Who was sald to be Inclined to make
him Poet Laureate. Lord Rosebery's in-
clinations in this respect, it Is sald, were
50 well known that Morrls intimated to
him through a friend that he could not
accept the post If it were offered. The
Tesult was that Rosebery went out of of-
fice without making an appolntment.

If Victor Hugo had not been a great
writer he woujd have been a notable
artist, but who ever knew that Robert
Louls Stevenscn was a draughtsman?
And yot he was. He never wrote a bet-
ter book than “ Travels With a Donkey
in the Cevennes,” and he originally made
a series of llustrations for It. The Lon-
don Studio will reproduce these sketches,
and. besides, some humarous cuts of
Stevenson's, engraved by him, which he
made while'spending a Winter at Davos.

Two eccentric French journallsts, M),
Leroy and Paplllaud, started from Parts,
January, 1865, and without a sou in thelr’
pockets, depending on writing _alone,
reached Hongkong. They went through
Italy, Greece, and Egypt. Theso literary
tramps insist that they iived entirely by
means of copy. M. Leroy, besides using
his pen, made his pencil serve him. The
French Journal “En Route” describes
thelr journey so far. Our fearless
scribes, when last heard of, were making
for Japan.

There s a proof reader's tale about the
late H. C. Bunner. When his delightful
“Love in Old Clothes” was set up it
quite nonpiuted an aged and worthy
proot reader. The matter was written
In a perfect Elizabethan style, whose
words nave additional letters, and some
balance is kept up of clipping pronouns.
“The proof reader could not be made to
understand 1t, and 5o ho corrected every
variation In 'his proof from Victorian
English—it we admit that there is such
a modern fixed vernacular. This proof
reader, celebrated for his accuracy, was,
however, born when spelling was in a.
state of transition, and 0 all modern
copy was a bother to him. In one of
Mr. Bunner's longer venturcs he de-
scribes somewhat himself when he was
a clerk In a large house In ok,
which concern Imported South American
products. In this romance, there Is a
description of crude Para rubber, and
the author must have bean an cxpert
with this pecullar substance, #o cleverty
does he dwell on its characterlstics.

The death of Dr. Jullan Thomas, who
was better known under his sobriquet of
“The Vagabond,” deserves morc than &
passing comment. Julian Thomas was a
Virginian who atter the clvil war becamo
a journallat, and was connceted with
paper in New-York. In IST4 ho wwent to
Australla, ard was assoclated With The
AMclbourne Argus. In Austraila ho advo-
cated many reforms, and urged the found-
Ing o colonial funatic asylums. In 1501
he was Sccretary of the Royal Commis-
ston of Chantus, appointed by the Vi
rian Government. Dr. Thomas was keen=
Iy alive (o colonial Interosts, and called
Lublic attention to the French and Ger-
man aggzessions in the South Sca. In i

ended traves he visited all_parts of

ina. ana.

Japan were wAl known to him. Dr.

Thomas was stxty-five years old when he
dica.
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Book Plates.

THE DESIGNING OF THEM AN ART
NOW PRACTICED—-THINGS TO
AVOID IN BOOK PLATES.

Very much has been written about book
plates in the sense of regarding them as
bits of paper to be stuck into volumes, their
adhesiveness as proprietary labels being
dwelt upon to the entire exclusion of their
artistic quality. A man having a library is
supposably endowed with some literary
taste. When he puts his plate into a book
he not alone indicates proprietorship, but
the idea is suggested that his volumes are
to be preserved. >

Though a person may be fastidious as to
his visiting card, he often shows indiffer-
ence  as to the quality < of his
book plate, and yet that book plate
should be just as much indicative of
his taste as is his visiting card. In select-
ing a subject for your ex libris, you may
follow somewhat your own fancy, inclining
-toward heraldic emblems, if you please, but
beware of comicalities. It is nothing less
than lése majesté to put a comicality, with
your name under it, on a grave, honest,
and dignified book. Punning book plates
are worse than poster ones.

‘When you have decided about what you
want, consult an artist. He will, if he
knows his business, simplify or bring out
clearer your idea. A neat book plate, as
impressive a one as we know, was made by,
Mr. F. S. Church. The possessor of a rare
collection of books wanted a certain her-
aldic animal which disported itself on his
family crest. Then Mr. Church drew for

BOOK PLATES

Designed, Engraved and Printed by
BALDWIN & GLEASON CO., Ltd.,

Bank Note and General Engravers,
Steel Plate and Type Printers,

58 & 60 READE ST., N. Y.
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MR.HOWELLS’'S ENGLISH TOWN

S a companton volume to his “London Films,”
issued last year, the Harpers will publish
about the end of We current month further

fruits of the recent visit of Willlam Dean Howells
to England. The now book bears the title * Certain
Delightful English Towns.” In it Mr. Howells takes
the reader in that charming, easy-golng, and com-
panionable way which is his own to Exeter, Bath.
Wells, Bristol, Folkstone, Canterbury, Oxford, Ches-
ter, and other places as rich fn associations. Mr.
Howells, in spite of all the pleasure he takes and
leads you to take in these mellow old English places
looks at them always with American eves. He Is
always ‘keen for the detalls which link, the history
of the mother Island with that of the younger nation
on this: side of the water. The view is an outside
Vlew, of course, and in so far superficial, but it is
7ot less Interesting or less full of suggestion on that
account.

OCTOBER

THE AUTHOR OF “ A KENTUCKY CARDINAL ™
CORDIALLY PRAISES THE NEW YORK
TIMES BOOK REVIEW.
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ANOTE FROM JAMES LANE ALLEN.

AMERICAN POLITICS.

HILIP LORING ALLEN, the well-known jour-
nalist, has finished his volume on American poli-
tics and politiclans, and the Fleming H. Revell
Company is rushing it through the press for early pub-
lication, Mr. Allen was a Witness of every climax he de-
scribes, and #o writes authoritatively about “ Amer-
fea's Awakering.” He tells how the “awakening
about “ Graft Among the Fathers,” the work
of Roosevelt, La Follette, Jerome, Folk, Cleveland,
and other politicians, campaign methods and the
changes In them at the present time, “The Trend
Towards a Pure Democracy,” * The Moral Wave and
the Average Man,” &o.

In the opening chapter Mr. Allen gives a résumé
of the history of “ bossism” and the reforms it led
up to. In the course of this chapter he writes:

“Things is different” nearly everywhere. The
country seems, n fact, to be emerging from a period
when the rule of some boss or other was accepted
as the normal and unalterable condition of American
lite. Some Americans lived under extremely beney
olent despotisms, some under conditions most galling.
The cause and cure of bossism had been for twenty
years one of the most prolific topics of discussion
in print. There were hierarchies of State bosses,
city bosses, and ward bosses, interrelated, through
natural co-operation within the party and secret and
corrupt understandings between opposite farties.
All of them received defeats now and then, but two
successive defeats against the boss-made candidates
was something almost unprecedented. Scholars
began to study the boss as they would a sclentific.|
specimen, analyzing and describing his complicated
activitics. His average lease of power was solemnly
computed at eight years. And the final proof of
his acceptance as a permanent*force was furnished
when publicists began to point out that, instead of
being an unmitigated evil, as the reformers had al-
ways insisted, the boss really -performed some very
useful functions for soclety.

—_—
ELINOR GLYN'S BOOK.

NEW story by that gay and trivolous person,
Elinor Glyn, is announced by the Harpers for
publication Oct. 18, The atory 1s called * Be

yond the Rocks” and by all accounts trips auda-

clously along the ragged edges of o dangerous situ-
ation. Elizabeth, Ambrosine, Evangeline, previous

Inventions In the spiciness of girlhood created by this

‘author, are all, it Is sald, outdone by Theodora, who

plays the leading part here. This Theodora is mar-

Hod to @ man of fifty-odd, cxcellent and rich, but—

dull. Thereatter she mests another man who she

“hinks obght to have been her husband. And there

You are. The scencs are laid (n Paris and London,

and you can trust Mrs. GIyn to avold anything mors

than pleasantly shocking.

13,

1906. 20 PAGES.
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The Principles Which Have Guided The
New York Times Book Review—Opinions
of Its Services Expressed by Many
Distinguished Persons.

HE present number of Tum Nxw. Yorx Trems
SATURDAY Review or Books begina the
eleventh year of its publication. ‘The letters
from various persons of the varlous sorts
and conditions to which it makes its appeal

show, 1n a manner most gatitying to its

conductors, how complote has been the succoss o1

that appeal. The success, indeed, has been not only

sTatitying, but surprising to the projeotors ot Tim

New York Tness Book REVIEW. Like the expenses

of the Department of Agriculture, according

to the nalve report of fits earllest chief, it
has ‘“exceeded tholr most eanguine anticl-
pations.

This is very likely to be the case with reference to
any attempt to meet what, to the attempter, seems
to be & *long-felt want.” Either it 18 a failure and
oes not meet any popular demand at all, or else it
meets a larger demand than could in @ * conserva-
tive estimate” be expected. In 1506 everya or al-
most every, dally newspaper in New York main-
tained a *“literary department,” and for convenienco
this Qepartment was relegated to & certain day or
aays of the week, partly in its own interest, partly
to meet the general exigencies of the publication of
Which 1t was an integral part. It was an entirely
obvious suggestion that this department could and
should be made a separate part of the publication.
Fotirely obvious, but, like Columbus's trick of
standing the egg on end, it had not happened to 0c-
cur to anybody. When you began to think about it
it offered manifest advantages. The head of the
family might hand over the literary supplement to
his wite, women belng, In America, auite notoriously
the reading sex, while he solaced himself with the
‘market reports and * quicquid agunt homines.” Truly
the 1deal of & family newspaper is that which at once
divides ftself according to the ages, sexes, and con-
ditions of the members of the family and answers
thelr soveral and heterogeneous needs.

The first attempt to carry out this obvious no-
tion which had mot occurred o anybody was not
very imposing. The first number of Tus NEW Yorx
Trwss SaTuRDAY REVIEW OF BOOKS, Wrilten or com-
piled, natarally, exclusively by the staff of Tus New"
Yomr Tres, consisted of elght pages of its present
size, or four pages of tho size of the newspaper. A
page, at the utmost a page and a half, of the larger
size would have held the ordinary literary depart-
ment. ' The first number was swollen to four pages,
not by advertisements, for there Was not an adver-
tisement in it excepting that the last of its elght
pages was given to announcements concerning the
Sunday edition o TaE New Yomx Trss of the fol-
lowing day. 3t was swollen by the iuclusion of &
page about “art,” which was early dropped by rea-
som of the urgency of the literary claims upon space,
by pages of publishers’ announcements and 5o forth,
50 that the strictly literary department, the review=
ing of current books and perlodicals, did not, after
all, much exceed that which all the morning papers,
or nearly all, were devoting to the same subject mat-
tor, B

From that small beginning it is a great stride to
TuE Nw YoRK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW oF Books
which most of its readers know. The Reviw has
acquired o large separate circulation. It is recos- -
Bized s one of the most noteworthy attractions of. |
the Journal of which 1t 1s an outgrowth. It has on
occasion expanded Itself to fitty-six of its own pages,
and- frequently to forty-eight, its normal or Gverage |
stze betng with difficulty kept down to sixteen pages,
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New Venture of The London Times in
the Field of Book Selling—Its
Circulating Library.

HE London Times has, on what appears
to0 be a considerable scale, gone Into the
business of selling books and running &
circulating library of the sort on which
the English reading public so largely

rely for their supply of books. In its contracts with
the publishers of the books which it proposes to sell
or circulate it In stated that The Times stipulates
not only for the discount accorded to the large dis-
tributing agencies, but also
that a certain amount shall
be expended for advertising
in its columns, and that no
like arrangement shall be
made with any other news-
paper for a fixed time; this
was stated originally to be
five years, but to have been
reduced to one year.

HIS embarkation on
lines somewhat novel,
though not entirely s0,
The Times has nat-

urally caused much com~

ment in the “trade” and
in papers which are not
prepared or desirous to fol-
low In the footsteps of the
great London journal. Some
of the comment has been

arply adverse, and some
of that has been distinetly
amusing. The criticism by

The Saturday Review of

London showed something.

like a recrudescence of the

“bitter and brutal ™ wit for

which it was once celebrated.

Our own Publishers’ Weekly

sclzes the opportunity to

discuss the possibility that

The Times will enter the

publishing field also, for

Which 1t predicts insur-

mountable difficulties, and

it makes & running compari-
s0n of the present venture

With the policy of the de-

partment stores in the mi

ter of Bookselling not flat-

tering, as may be assumed,
to the newspaper. But The

“Times is by no means with-

out defenders.

In The Sphere Mr. Clement

Shorter points out several

features of the situation

for

NEW YORK. SATURDAY,. AUGUST 12,

the opinion, if not the conviction, that it would In tho
long run and on the whole be profitable. If it shall
turn out that way, It will probably be continued and
expanded and the example will be followed by others.
That, in this heartless woild, is the way In which
business questions are treated by business men, and
though it is open to the suspicion of the terrible vice
of * commercialism,” it has prevalled since men be-
gan to barter among themselves.

HE world has wagged along under it not without

a certain progress perceptible when we com-
pare sufficiently widely separated perlods, and
we are Inclined to think that the way will not be
abandoned within & time worth while trying to pre-
dict about. There has long been a conflict between the

A RECENT PORTRAIT OF EDITH WHARTON.

Which adverse critics have PolosTaphed by Gesstord, N. Y.

ignored. He says that there
is no question of underselling, that the amount to
be expended for advertising by the publishers selling
10 The Times is no greater than 1t has been custom-
ary for the publisher to spend, and that the paper has
for some time been the largest single purchaser of
books in the kingdom and has already found sale for
some $10,000,000 worth. He expresses the opinion
that the new enterprise will be of real and marked
advantage to authors. publishers, and readers.

HETHER this view be correct or nol, we sup-

Dose that It is falr to assume it was not decply
considered by The Times except as it bore on
the probable profits of the new line of business In
connection with its older line of publishing a newspa-
per. *It entered on the experiment undoubtedly with

policies—economists like to- call them the
ples "—of division and of concentration of employ-
ments and occupations. For some time past the latter
policy has scemed to be making the greater advance,
but in reality there has probably been golng on a pro-
crss of adjustment depending, after all, on the profit
of one or the other or of a combination of the two. It
i3 ot & peaceful method, and it has its disagresable
consequences. But the peaco that does not pass un-
derstanding 1s usually secured by fighting It out.
The present-day enterprise of that newspaper which
the Chancellcries of Europo used to call * the Thun-
derer ™ 1s Interesting in the possibilities of develop-
ment in the newspaper world It swgests. If a book
shop-and circulating library, why not an intelligence
ofice and railway and steamboat ticket bureau, &
lecture course, or & gymnasium?

12 PAGES.

1905.

SWINBURNE'S LYRICS.

A Consideration of Their Quality

Based on a New Selection of the
Poems, Arranged and Commented
Upon by William Morton Payne.*

Written for ThE NEw YORK TiMms SATURDAT REVIEW
or Books by

MONTGOMERY SCHUYLER.

lover of English poetry \:ill dispute that
an anthology of Swinburne reduced to

the proportions of a vade mecum is &
desideratum. Such a selection has been

attempted twice before, once by Richard

Henry Stoddard in 1884, and once by the poet himselt
in 1887 Neither of these
compllaticns is what lovers
of poetry required, a “Gol-
den Treasury,” (o use the
title that Mr. Palgrave made
both current and classical,
of Swinburne's verse. For it
15 what that ‘same Pal-
grave, with that sureness
of eritical appreciation which
showed, itself not so much In
What he said about his poots
a3 in the selections ho so un-
fallingly made from them of
their best, deseribed as * the
brilliant lyrical gift” of Mr.
Swinburne that alone needed
or deserved the honors of an
anthology In order to give in
manageable compass the
measure of his poetical
claims. Mr. Stoddard’s se-
lections included his poet's
essays, to use the selector’s
Words, “In the narrow prov-
ince of Greek tragedy " and
~in the broad world of the
English drama,” as well as
“in the enchanted region of
romantic verse” By at-
tempting s0 much he would
have beclouded and confused
Swinburne's performance as
& Iyrical poet, even it his se-
lections had been such as
Pperfectly to represent it,
Which they were far from
being. He was obliged to
make, in the first place,
much too blg a book, a vol-
ume of over six hundred
closely printed and double-
columned pages. The poct's
own  selection must be dis-
missed as, upon the whole,
an illustration of paternal
fatuity. Rublnsteln, when
he was asked which of his
own songs was his own fa-
vorite, made frank and hu-
iswer, “ Oh, always the last.” This uncrit-

feal attitude toward the Benjamins among his ban-
tiings scemed to be that of the poet In becoming.
his own anthologist. Most admirers of his * brill-
lant lyrical gift” would agree, doubtless, that it
was most brilliant exhibited in the first two so-
ries of the * Pooms and Ballads.” From the first
ho has chosen just one, and that the compara-
tively inconsiderable * Itylus *; from the second only
two, “A Forsaken Garden.” which of course mo-
body could spare, and “A Ballad of Dreamland,”
which most Swinburnians would willingly spare in
behalf of any one of at least half a dozen other pieces.

Bcribaor's Sona.
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Lf Book that needs no Book-m
THE WONDER LADY

By Ella Lowery Moseley
Illustrated Net $1.00 Postpaid $1.10

Because the first
one makes a direct

Why does one book
compel you to finish

reading it, while an-_ and simple appeal to
other of far more

pretenslons requires Jonsheast ehlieas

Pt
etfortalso, a books || the same time con-
mark to tell where 8 stantly amusing and
you left off? surprising you. THIS

IS EXACTLY THE KIND OF BOOK “THE
WONDER LADY” IS
+  For Sale by ail Booksellers

LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO., Boston

| Tuusiatea $150 Nt N
b wer7E FoR CotPLELE”

By . SCOTT FITZGERALD

“If ever a writer was born with a gold pen in his
mouth, surely Fitzgerald is that man. The more
you read him, the more he convinces you that here
is the destined artist, Here is the kind of writing
that all the short or long story schools and books
will never teach to a single student.”——Hildegarde
Haxthorne in The New York Times.

At all bookstores. $1.75

/83 Virginia
“\  Woolf’s

Latest novel
is an adventure
into new

realms of creative
writing

“In Mrs. Wéolf's new nove:
the visible world exists with |
a brilliance, a_luminous
Clarity. To the reader,
London is made for the
fimt time to clin It
emerges, shining like crys-
T ot of the fog in which
all the merely material uni-
verseisordinarilyenveloped
in his mind. This is an
unusually coherent, lucid,
and enthralling book
—The Saturday Review.

MRS. **
DALLOWAY

THE GLORY OF
CLEMENTINA

the happiest and most
widely read book of
the season, written by
a really great novelist.
Pized Price, $1 30. Postage, 12 conts.

JOHN LANE CO. NEW YORK

HIGHERS: SPACE, |
(THE: FOUI%?IMENSYON) |

Profsely lhstrated, Price one dllar ]

1913} THE: MANAS : PRESS
ROCHESTERS:NEW : YORK.
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TO EDITH WHARTON.

After Reading the July Number of
Scribner’s Magazine.

NI IBYL, endowed with a magical vision,

Critic and scribe of our social melee;

Splendid the past in your Vale of De-
cision,

Keen is the wit in your tales of to-
day.

Uader your spell we have sauntered in bowers

Where Petrarch and Guido perhaps sang their
lays.

Changing your mood, you have brightened the
hours

With scintillant views of our own divorcees.

Now, in your guidance, we’re thrcading the
mazes

That wind and bewilder beyond comely portals—

Offended by Vanity's ugliest phases, -

Shamed by the weakness of poor fello w-mortals—

Piercing recesses where scaridal has birth,

In the halis of that House of so dubious Mirth.

———————
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GONAN DOYLE LIKE
BIG BOY AT CONEY

With Lady Doyle and Detective
Burns, He Does All
the Stunts.

LAUGHS AT EVERYTHING

Bands Play “ God Save the King"”
and Crowds Cheer Titled
English Visitor.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Lady Doyle,
his wife, and a party of fifteen friends,
including Willlam J. Burns, the de-
tective, and Willlam F. Kenny of Brook-
lyn, visited Brighton Beach and Coney
Island last night. Sir Arthur saw every-
thing that was to be seen and did many
of the things for which Coney iIs famous.
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LITTLE WOMEN

MEG, JO, BETH AND AMY

BY LOUISA M. ALCOTT

ILLUSTRATED BY MAY ALCOTT

BOSTON
ROBERTS BROTHERS
1868
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¢“ YOUR WORSHIP OF EIPLING.”

To The Ncw York Times Saturday Rcevicw:

Is there never to be any let up in your worship of
Kipling? I can put up with a considerable of that sort
of thing, but you have brought it close to a state of
nausea—and if, as I conjecture, Kipling is not hopeless=
ly conceited, he must be nigh sickening of it himself.

TIMES READER.

New - York, May 15, 1899.
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Page of “The Night Before Christmas® in the Handwriting of its
Author.

LITTLE book bound in red morocco
holds the kerncl of the children's
celebration  the world over of

Christmas. To look at it no one would
dream its hidden words are even now vi-
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ing the origlnal manuscript when it was
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