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Reading is a means of thinking with another person’s mind; it forces you to stretch your own. . . . For learning purposes there is no substitute for one human mind meeting another on the page of a well-written book.

—Charles Scribner Jr.










Preface

I have spent most of my life—in and out of publishing—as a professional son. If it runs in the family, as this ensuing tale may suggest, it is a role I still maintain even now as a grandfather to the seventh Charles in succession; redundancy as well as nepotism is a family tradition. In this spirit, I owe the reader a note of confession. What I offer here is a personal account of five successive Charleses in the same house. Why did I write this book? Because Michelle Rapkin, the brilliant and beloved editor of my past three books, told me upon finishing my most recent, Sacred Muse: A Preface to Christian Art and Music (2023), that I must; she argued that if I didn’t commit to printing the following stories—those told to me by my father and those I experienced myself—they would disappear forever.

Toward the end of his life, my father wrote (or more precisely, dictated, as part of an oral history) a gem of memoir, In the Company of Writers (1990), followed by a book of essays, In the Web of Ideas (1993). I commend them to all readers who love books and what he called “the life of the mind.” But my dad was too modest—and too discreet—to include all the stories he had shared with me. I have no such reticence, for I am writing first for an audience of three: my grandchildren, Elizabeth, Charlotte, and Charles, to whom I dedicate this book. If others beyond these youngest Scribners find it of interest, that is icing on the cake.










Chapter 1


The Founder

When I look back at 175 years of our family publishing history beginning in 1846, I find myself drawn back—ceaselessly, “against the current”—to a novel that I first read as a teenager for an assignment in English class, a book that for the ensuing half century I have read more times than any other in my life and watched on-screen in four successive films: The Great Gatsby. If that title seems obvious in hindsight, it was far from preordained. Indeed I wonder now whether I would ever have read it—much less been assigned it—if its publisher, my great-grandfather, had been more deferential to its young author, F. Scott Fitzgerald.

In the flush of creativity, Fitzgerald wrote to his Scribner editor, Maxwell Perkins: “I feel I have enormous power in me now, more than I’ve ever had in a way, but it works so fitfully and with so many bogeys because I’ve talked so much and not lived enough within myself to develop the necessary self-reliance. Also I don’t know anyone who has used up so much personal experience as I have at 27.” Perkins, for his part, had grave reservations about the proposed title “Among the Ash Heaps and Millionaires” and suggested that Fitzgerald return to “The Great Gatsby,” which he called effective and suggestive. He also commissioned at this early date—seven months before the author completed his manuscript—the most famous jacket painting of the past century. Fitzgerald continued to revise his draft from September to October, “working at high pressure to finish,” he wrote in his ledger. In November 1924 he mailed the manuscript to Perkins with a new title, “Trimalchio in West Egg.” He was to run through several others—“Trimalchio,” “Gold Hatted Gatsby,” “Gatsby,” “The High-Bouncing Lover,” and “On the Road to West Egg”—before Perkins’s steady favorite, “The Great Gatsby,” was restored in time for publication. Most of the final revising was done directly on the printed galley proofs, which Fitzgerald treated almost as a clean typescript (in fact those uncorrected galleys, titled “Trimalchio,” were published several years ago, as if a distinct novel). Then, just three weeks before publication (April 10, 1925) the nervous author cabled his editor from Paris: “Crazy about title ‘Under the Red, White, and Blue.’” But fortunately it was too late to change the title and the book was spared the fate of sounding like a George M. Cohan song. I cannot imagine any of those preferred titles by the author on the cover of the greatest-selling classic in our history.

But I’m getting ahead of myself—nothing unusual. I’ve already jumped over two generations of Scribners to rush headlong into the Jazz Age. Our house was almost eighty years old when overtaken by this onslaught of timeless youth. I should start at the beginning—a sound if not novel idea.

The history of our publishing house begins in 1846 with a partnership between the twenty-five-year-old Charles Scribner and a merchant named Isaac Baker, a friend of Scribner’s father, Uriah Rogers Scribner, who was himself a successful merchant in New York City, living in a townhouse at 751 Broadway between Eighth Street and Astor Place, today an apartment complex near New York University. One of ten children, Charles had been born in Fairfield County, Connecticut, where his family first settled in 1680. The founder of that American branch of Scribners—then spelled “Scrivener”—was Benjamin, who sailed over from England in 1679 and married Hannah Crampton in Norwalk, Connecticut, in 1680. The surname means a professional clerk or “scribe,” like Herman Melville’s famous short-story character Bartleby, the Scrivener—a fitting one for a family that would eventually wind up in the company of writers.

The first Charles in our long line of seven (so far) graduated from the Lawrenceville School in New Jersey. He attended New York University for a year, a short stroll from his home, before heading back to New Jersey to graduate from Princeton—then called the College of New Jersey—in the class of 1840. He was all of nineteen. A few months ago, I happened to find in the Scribner archives at Princeton a college paper that he wrote about the religious tensions in the Holy Land. It was titled “The Arab.” Plus ça change. But of still greater revelation was a letter he wrote to his mother from Lawrenceville in July of 1837 (obviously there were no long summer vacations in those days, which may explain the speedy graduations). Even more stunning than his exquisite penmanship is the maturity and expressiveness of his prose at age sixteen—and the intensity of his religious convictions.

My very dear Mother, I could have called you by this endearing name one week ago because I felt myself bound to you by the strongest ties of filial affection, but now in addition to this I can call you my Dear Mother because I have the full assurances that you are a child of God and, Oh!, the love which I now feel for my Saviour increases my love for one whom I firmly believe has this same love for him and I hope in a much stronger degree. Oh my dear mother, I think that I can cherish the hope that my heart is changed, not by any good acts of my own but by the wonderful and amazing love of a Saviour who was so kind and so compassionate to poor and unworthy sinners as to take upon himself our sins and bear in our stead the death of the cross.


The letter continues in this vein for several more pages—a far cry from the text messages of teenagers today. He was young enough then to be my grandson, yet I felt I was reading a letter from a wise elder. As Einstein proved, time is indeed relative.

Charles had first planned a career in the law, but because of his frail health he was obliged to take a trip abroad and, upon his return, to choose something less strenuous. He chose publishing as a more congenial profession. I wonder whether the relative hardship of those two professions would still be appraised in the same way. Would any wise doctor prescribe a career in publishing today?

The location selected for the budding venture was an unused chapel in the old Brick Church (then called the Brick Meeting House) on the corner of Nassau Street and Park Row, across from City Hall in downtown Manhattan. Today it is the site of the old New York Times Building, now part of Pace University. In those days the area was an informal headquarters of the book trade; no doubt it was also comforting to the religious twenty-five-year-old to set up shop within the hallowed walls of his family’s parish church. At that time, the idea to start up an independent publishing company—that is, a company devoted solely to book publishing—was something of an innovation. Most of the established houses had either grown out of printing plants, following the noble tradition of the sixteenth-century Plantin Press in Antwerp, or were offshoots of retail bookshops. On the one hand, a printer might venture into publishing to provide work for his presses; on the other, a bookseller might become a part-time publisher to supply extra books to sell in his store.

There were practical advantages to Scribner’s decision to be more specialized. Since his new firm was able to start business without having to worry about the costs of keeping a manufacturing plant humming with presses, it was possible to focus from day one on the work of new authors, particularly American authors, without having to compete with others in publishing reprints of the best-selling writers from England—Sir Walter Scott, Trollope, Dickens, Lord Macaulay, and the Victorian poets. In short, the first Charles set out to originate works and discover fresh talent. It has remained the guiding policy since 1846. I might add that in the nineteenth century the more common occupation of American publishers—publishing reprints of English authors—was akin to intellectual property thieves today; American publishers were viewed by their English counterparts as not much higher than pirates on the high sea. There was as yet no such thing as international copyright protection. Each pirate for himself.

According to modern tastes none of the early titles from Baker & Scribner would be candidates for the bestseller lists. The roster was heavy with theological treatises, most of them impenetrable today. Charles’s grandfather Matthew Scribner graduated from Yale in 1775 and had a long career as an ordained Congregational minister, so Calvinism remained the favorite flavor on the Scribner book menu. Grandfather surely smiled from on high. The first book published in 1846 was an austere tome titled The Puritans and Their Principles. The author, Reverend Edwin Hall, was the minister of the Congregational church in Norwalk, Connecticut, the Scribners’ original hometown, which I visited a few summers ago and where I discovered “Scribner Avenue.” I climbed the street pole out of filial piety. More practical, I found the first edition on the Internet and purchased it. In this devoutly Calvinist book based on a series of lectures, Hall had nothing good to say about the Catholic Church (my adoptive faith) or even Episcopalians—especially their bishops. The following passage, which I read aloud at the annual dinner of the New England Society some twenty years ago when accepting an award, sums up the tone—and tome:

O what emotions often fill my soul, when, on the very soil on which the early fathers of New England trod, and looking abroad over the hills and waters on which they once looked, and while walking amid their graves, I think of the hand of God so dearly revealed; and on his great designs in bringing such a race of men to people the shores of this great continent! What other people on earth can point to such an ancestry as the people of New England? . . . Under every earthly disadvantage, with incredible toil, in the midst of appalling dangers, obstructed by the jealousy of the mother country, and at last compelled to counter her in arms, in two centuries the people, rich in nothing save the principles of the Pilgrims, have turned this wilderness into a fruitful field; and made it the moral garden of the whole world.


Of course, nothing does more for a fledgling publishing house than its first bestseller. I might not be writing this account today were it not for the big sale, at the very beginning of our history, of a two-volume work titled Napoleon and His Marshals by the Reverend (surprised?) J. T. Headley. By all accounts it was far from being the model of historical accuracy—but then, how many bestsellers are? More to the point, it satisfied a widespread interest among Americans in Napoleon a generation after his death. It was common in those days for businessmen to display a bust of Napoleon in their offices. He had his cult revival; Charles had the book. By 1861 it had gone through fifty printings. He also had as a result of his marriage to Emma Elizabeth Blair in 1848—two years after the firm was founded—what historian John Delaney described as “failure insurance.” Her father, the railroad tycoon John Insley Blair, was at the time one of the richest men in America. He was eventually to own more miles of railroad track than anyone in the world, and more acres of land—over a million—than any other American, including even his more famous contemporary competitor Commodore Vanderbilt. He was devoted to his son-in-law, who addressed him as Father in their many letters preserved at Princeton, where Blair was an eventual trustee and benefactor.

Among the letters between Charles and his father-in-law is one in which the former prays for a deeper Christian faith beyond the latter’s nominal adherence to his Scottish Presbyterian roots. I had for many years a small Blair treasure handed down the line: the eighteen-year-old John I. Blair’s 1820 hymnal of handwritten transcriptions of lyrics and musical notations in his crisp sepia calligraphy. I gave it a decade ago to my son Charles when his first daughter, Elizabeth Blair, was christened. Blair was clearly raised in the faith. Those later devout lines of beseeching and preaching from his young son-in-law—a risky if pious epistle—seem to have been taken not amiss but to heart. By the end of his life, the railroad billionaire had built and donated one hundred Presbyterian churches across the country; he named Scribner, Nebraska, in honor of Charles. My brother Blair has driven out to visit it twice (along with the larger Blair, Nebraska). On his first trip, he was interviewed by the local newspaper. “Because your name is Blair Scribner?” I queried. “No,” he replied. “Because they said I was the only New Yorker ever to have done so.” Shortly before the paterfamilias died at the ripe age of ninety-seven (he outlived his son-in-law by twenty-eight years and his daughter Emma by thirty), his grandson Ledyard Blair began constructing a massive Neo-Renaissance mansion called Blairsden, looming like the House of Usher over an artificial lake—Blair Lake, what else?—in Peapack, New Jersey. We all swam in that lake as children; the mansion had by then become a convent. The elder, frugal Blair was asked by a friend why he had always lived in the same farmhouse all his life while his grandson was planning a chateau. He replied that there was a huge difference between Ledyard and himself. “You see, he has a rich grandfather—and I don’t.”

But back to the books. Between bestsellers there were the more familiar and trying cases where the first book or, worse, books by an author proved disappointing. For instance, there was Donald G. Mitchell, who wrote under the pen name “Ik Marvel” and came to Scribner after a non-best-selling debut at another house. Charles decided to invest in Mitchell’s future and published his second book, Battle Summer, about the author’s travels in Europe during the revolutions of 1848. It was equally underwhelming in sales. But his next book, published the following year, Reveries of a Bachelor, took off at once and the long hoped-for-success was won in spades. (I think the title may have helped.) From then on, Ik Marvel was, as we say in the trade, a “name author”—if a name long since forgotten. Curiously enough, a century later while my father was clearing out for sale the Scribner printing plant and warehouse on West Forty-Third Street in New York City, he came upon the original lead printing plates for Reveries of a Bachelor. No one could explain why for so many decades they had escaped the fate of being melted down for a new book. Perhaps through a series of oversights, but perhaps equally as a result of the irrational respect publishers retain for a bestseller—even the past century’s.

In 1850, Isaac Baker died, which left Charles alone. He bought out Baker’s share and renamed the firm “Charles Scribner & Company.” It was a period of growth, and there were several new projects in the pipeline that put the new house on the map. That house soon began its own northward trek up the map of the city. In 1856, owing to the announced sale of the Brick Church property, it moved to 377–379 Broadway; two years later it moved to the Brooks Building at 124 Grand Street off Broadway. The year before, Charles had taken on as a minority partner another Charles—Charles Welford, son of a London bookseller—to start an importing business of English books, called Scribner & Welford. Within a decade, in 1864, Welford moved to London and the American publishing house established a presence there that lasted until my college days.

During those early years Charles had been building a fine list of books on religion. This program reached a high point around the time of the Civil War when he set out to publish an American version of the towering work of biblical scholarship by German Calvinist theologian Johann Peter Lange, his Biblical Commentary. Those lean years during the war might have challenged not only such an ambitious project but indeed the very survival of the house were it not for the godsend of Blair as a father-in-law who provided key loans at critical moments—all of which, I must stress, his son-in-law repaid as religiously as promptly. Eventually completed by 1880 in twenty-five large volumes—financed at an enormous cost by Charles Scribner (and later his sons)—the set was both a commercial and a critical success. It was copublished in Great Britain by Clark of Edinburgh—something of a feather in the cap of our American firm since Clark had already begun his own translation of Lange, which he then dropped in favor of the Scribner edition. Publishing ties are often old and binding, and here we have a good case in point since almost a hundred years later the houses of Scribner and T & T Clark once again collaborated on a revision of the Hastings’ Dictionary of the Bible, published by my dad in 1963 when I was a schoolboy and still selling strong when I joined the firm a dozen years later.

In 1865 Charles Scribner & Company took its first step into magazine publishing with the somewhat staid—that’s an understatement—Hours at Home: A Popular Magazine of Religious and Useful Literature. It was presented as a publication that would bring into every home the virtues by which Americans were supposed to live. Today it would be dubbed a “family values” magazine. The first issue included, among other gems, two short biographies of early Christian saints, an article on the rivers of Palestine, and in a similar vein an account of the unsuccessful attempt by missionaries to get the king of the Hawaiian islands to give up drinking. The magazine—unlike the missionaries—was successful, and plans were soon afoot to transform it into something far more ambitious. Two years later it was followed by another Scribner journal, The Book Buyer: A Summary of American and Foreign Literature. It would be Scribner’s longest-running magazine until it folded in 1938.

By this time Scribner had taken on a new partner, Andrew Armstrong, and together they moved the firm in 1866 still farther uptown, to 654 Broadway, where they would remain for the next eight years. The next year they were joined by New York Times journalist and editor Edward Seymour, and in 1869 the eldest of Charles’s three sons, John Blair, left Princeton early, three months before his nineteenth birthday, to join his father at the house. His mother had died the month before, at the age of forty-one, just five days after giving birth to her youngest child, Isabelle.

In 1870 a new and separate firm, Scribner & Company, was formed to publish that more ambitious successor to Hours at Home, an “illustrated magazine for the people” called Scribner’s Monthly. The key players, in addition to the original Scribner partners, were Scribner novelist and poet Josiah Gilbert Holland—who wrote under the pen name Timothy Titcomb—and Roswell Smith. They had met in Europe and decided to team up to produce a magazine of American literature and art—with a decided emphasis on American. Charles Scribner had made a similar proposal to Holland before he set sail. By the time he returned with Smith, it had grown into something too grand—and independent—to be housed within the book company. Scribner agreed to lend his name to it as a minority partner. Holland was the editor; Smith the business manager. It was a roaring success from the start. A hundred years later, in 1971, my father collected the first twelve issues of Scribner’s Monthly and had them published in a single massive volume to celebrate the 125th anniversary of the family publishing house. I still have my copy. A decade ago, art historian Page Knox wrote her doctoral dissertation on our family magazine, which Columbia describes in its catalog entry as “arguably the most prominent monthly magazine during the 1870s. Initiating improvements in reproduction technology and art criticism, Scribner played a major role in the development of the nation’s art world in the Gilded Age, transforming the reception, perception, and consumption of images by the American public.”

Sadly, the founding Charles did not live to see its success, for he died of typhoid fever that summer in Lucerne, Switzerland. He had gone abroad in the hope of improving his poor health. Before leaving, he wrote a new last will, which sadly proved to be just that. I came upon a copy of it at Princeton a few months ago, and its opening passage struck me as both poignant and true to character: “In the name of God, Amen. I, Charles Scribner of the City of New York, Publisher, being of sound and disposing mind but mindful of the uncertainty of life do make and declare this to be my last Will and Testament.” He was fifty years old. His eldest son, John Blair, who was to take over the company, had just turned twenty-one. Charles was temporarily buried beside his late wife in the family vault of the Marble Cemetery in the East Village, close to his childhood home, before they were moved to the new family plot he had recently purchased at Woodlawn Cemetery in the Bronx, our final destination ever since. Their headstones are inscribed “Father” and “Mother.” The firm was now in the hands of a young bachelor, who would take the reins for the next seven and a half years and prove a worthy namesake of his grandfather Blair.










Chapter 2


Sons and Successors

When the founding Charles died, he left behind not only his eldest son to run the firm but also four younger children, who were now orphans ranging in age from two to nineteen: two sons, Charles and Arthur, and two daughters, Emma and Isabelle. (His two other children, Herbert and Annie, had died in infancy. Their diminutive graves are also in the plot at Woodlawn, a reminder of how vulnerable young children were to illness in the late 1800s.) The weight placed on the sole legal adult in the household, John Blair, must have been daunting. His sixty-nine-year-old grandfather and namesake became his chief source of emotional as well as financial support. A letter from John Blair to his younger brother Charles reveals a renewed bond of affection and mutual support that would soon turn into a professional partnership. But that remained four years in the future. Charles was only seventeen and about to enter Princeton, which he—unlike his older brother—would enjoy for a full four years until his graduation in 1875. Youngest brother Arthur was only twelve at the time of his father’s death, so his joining the house of writers lay still farther in the future—and beyond the lifetime of his eldest brother (spoiler alert). The three sons were to work in pairs, but sadly never all together.

Yet this was hardly a period of marking time. The next year, 1872, John Blair formed two new partnerships: the first with Andrew Armstrong and Edward Seymour for the ongoing book company now called “Scribner, Armstrong & Company,” and the second with Charles Welford and Armstrong to run a book importing company for the next six years. Then in 1873 a separate magazine partnership, Scribner & Company, launched a new periodical, St. Nicholas: Scribner’s Illustrated Magazine for Girls and Boys. Its editor, Mary Mapes Dodge, became famous in her own right that same month of November when her first book was published by Scribner: Hans Brinker; or, The Silver Skates—a book that holds a special place in my heart and childhood memory since it was first read to me by my mother, a lifelong and professional figure skater. I still have the copy on my shelf.

In December of 1874 the three book partners Scribner, Armstrong, and Seymour decided to move to larger quarters still farther up Broadway, 743–745 (between Astor Place and Eighth Street). Today apartment buildings rise over the site of both houses. It was to be their publishing home for the next nineteen years. Six months later, after his Princeton graduation, the second Charles joined Blair at the firm. Over the next few years several key events shaped the house’s future and turned it into a purely family business, which it would remain for over a century.

In 1877 Seymour died and his shares were purchased by the two remaining partners. A year later Armstrong retired to set up his own firm (long since forgotten) and his shares were purchased by Scribner. The book publishing house (as distinct from the magazine) was at last fully in family hands and its name changed to “Charles Scribner’s Sons,” a fitting monument to the founder. The importing company was now simply “Scribner & Welford,” with Charles Welford overseeing the acquisition of foreign books for New York. But the banner event of that year was the coming of age of the subscription book department. It had been established six years earlier to sell Henry M. Stanley’s first—and instantly famous—Scribner book, How I Found Livingstone: Travels, Adventures, and Discoveries in Central Africa, Including Four Months Residence with Dr. Livingstone. In association with Messrs. Black of Edinburgh, Scribners (shorthand for Charles Scribner’s Sons) brought out the first American edition (the ninth edition) of the Encyclopedia Britannica and sold some seventy thousand sets—four times as many as sold in Britain! In those days publishers liked to play up sales figures with various imaginary calculations. Scribners advertised that all those volumes laid end to end would reach “from New York to beyond Omaha”—an inspiring image! It gives new credence to Scribner, Nebraska.

In later years the subscription department published library sets of the works of such famous authors as Kipling, Stevenson, Henry James, and J. M. Barrie, to name just a few. At the other end of the scale was the Scribner Music Library, a multivolume set of piano music, which I kept on top of my upright to inspire me during all those hours of childhood practice. Its successor, the Scribner reference book department, was to become a century later the premier publisher of reference works such as the Dictionary of American Biography, the Dictionary of American History, the Dictionary of Scientific Biography, the Dictionary of the History of Ideas, and the Dictionary of the Middle Ages and all the periods before and after—redundancy in excellence is no sin. No surprise my father considered it his crown jewel. But that’s for a later chapter.

Back to 1878, Britannica, Blair, and Charles. The dawn of so much promise for the brothers was soon eclipsed by tragedy a year later when at twenty-eight John Blair, by all family accounts, worked himself to death. He had been married to Lucy Skidmore Scribner for less than four years when shortly before Christmas he fell ill, but he was soon found back at his desk. Then in January of 1879 he suffered a second attack of pneumonia, which at first was not considered life-threatening. A few days later his brother stopped by after work to visit him, and according to the report in the New York Times, “They conversed on the topics of the day.” Yet Charles “could not refrain from confessing his fears that the illness of his brother might be dangerous, when the elder brother arose in his bed and playfully said, ‘Cheer up, old fellow; you always look on the dark side; I shall soon be all right again.’ Then, throwing up his arms, he gave one long sigh and expired.” Attending that final scene worthy of Verdi’s Traviata were just Charles, Lucy, and two physicians.

Blair left Lucy a childless widow of twenty-five. She never remarried. Eighteen years later, in 1897, she moved to Saratoga and bought a house along with four adjacent lots, where in 1903 she established the Young Women’s Industrial Club, which in 1911 became the Skidmore School of Arts and finally Skidmore College in 1922. She became the college’s chief benefactor until her death in 1931—thanks largely to her inheritance from John Blair—and her original home, Scribner House, eventually became the residence of Skidmore’s president. The college library is aptly named Scribner Library. Her brother-in-law Charles was a trustee of the college, followed by his son Charles, her nephew, and finally by my father. My sole connection is more oblique. Two decades ago I was asked to write a recommendation to Skidmore for a classmate of my son Charlie. I had never written a successful one. This time I decided to include a photograph of Lucy’s grave in our family plot and noted—truthfully, just a few years after my dad’s death—that I visited it each year. He got in.










Chapter 3


Charles in Charge

At twenty-five, Charles Scribner II found himself alone at the helm of Charles Scribner’s Sons. From the start, he was to have his hands full. But he embodied what would become his grandson’s, my father’s, mantra: “No rush, just do it immediately.” Two months after Blair’s sudden death, CS II hired Edward L. Burlingame, son of the American minister to China and a gifted editor and journalist in his own right, as the company’s literary adviser. It was an inspired hire, as would become clear before the end of his first decade at the firm. Scribner renewed the partnership with Welford in London, which would prove to be equally fortuitous by the roster of preeminent British authors soon to be published by the firm in New York.

On a less promising note, there were rumblings in the magazine subsidiary, Scribner & Company. The nonfamily majority owners, it seemed, chafed at being in any way beholden to Charles Scribner’s Sons—perhaps they chafed at being beholden to a twenty-five-year-old. They soon talked of publishing books themselves; each side regarded the other as the tail trying to wag the dog. When one of the outside partners, Roswell Smith, bought up enough shares to acquire individual control of the company in 1881, the delicate balance was disturbed, to put it mildly. Scribner refused to retain a minority interest in a publishing company that bore his name. He sold his share of the magazine company to Smith and the other









I am very sure you act entirely as my friend, in this matter; and I thank you sincerely for the trouble you have been at, and I give you my kind expressions. Frankly, nothing would induce me to leave the Scribners; they came forward and used me thoroughly well when no one else did; I believe they find a profit in me; and there is no nameable amount of dollars that would make me pay them back evil for good.
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