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He probably had to  explain to  Hall, who 
was, besides, one of his pets, and, being an 
unimpeachable authority, of real value to  
the  Nation, of course. 

Copiousness was naturally  interdicted to  
the  Nation  in  any case. Its field was uni- 
versal, and its space .vas limited  Brevity 
was, therefore, a necessity, and  yet  the 
essay-like character of much of its  matter 
tended to fulness. Mr. Garrison circumvent- 
ed this  with positive genius, and,  though 
never interfering  with  their freedom of opin- 
ion  in any fask  he had  assigned  them,  with 
what probably seemed ruthlessness  to those 
contributors who needed room t o  turn 
around  in.  But  it was Mr. Godkin’s own 
writing  that  set  the  standard  and made all 
kinds of empty  elaboration seem out of 
character. He never had the illusion that 
a newspaper article can achieve  absolute 
comprehensiveness, and he  had  the wonder- 
fully simplifying method of making his 
points and leaving them, without consider- 
ing  all conceivable objections and qualifica- 
tions. And, of course, his example as to  
avoiding the vague, the general, the  senti- 
mental,  and sloppy fringe of the subject 
was  as  marked in  the purely literary as in 
the political field. it would be a great 
error t o  think of his work as political only. 
He  wrote also book reviews of importance 
and social articles  (what we used to call 
“breriers”),  and both better  than  any one 
else. He had  eminently the  light touch. 

he  wrote of Dennett, in words that were 
wholly applicable to himself, “he was a man 
to whom the ball of conversation  was  really a 
ball, and not an  anvil or a barrel of flour.’ 

I have spoken of him  and of the Nation 
interchangeably, I perceive, and it is true 
that  in a real enough sense he the 
Nuiion. Mr. Garrison would certainly have 
said so. In  the latter’s later  years it was 
a genuine grief t o  him, I think,  that the 
fact was occasionally lost  sight of. N o  
chief ever had a more devoted, more  ad- 
miring,  lieutenant. For several  years I 
was an almost  daily  witness of an  attitude 
on his  part which, given his own worth in 
every respect, constitutes the highest affir- 
mation of Mr. Godkin’s claim t o  the po- 
sition he has been accorded by all compe- 
tent Judges. Yet it is also true to  say 
that  without Mr. Garrison the Nation could 
hardly have existed. He not only kept  all 
its machinery going, but  kept it working 
smoothly and in  strict correspondence with 
its exacting standards. These could be fol- 
lowed more or less  automatically in  the of- 
fice-with attentive effort! But consider the 
heterogeneity of its contributors-the im- 
pressive list, with  inevitable changes, is still 
published, I believe-and the  task of in- 
ducting them into conformity. especially 
when, as I say, he carefully studied their 
individual independence. His success was 
due to his  character. To an extremely fas- 
tldious, even rigid,  literary scrupulousness, 
he added a conscience that marched with it 
ETery one must have felt  that whatever he 
did was inspired by a  sense of justice, but 
one inveterately accompanied by a  kindli- 
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less  distinctly  and actively  friendly. He 
lad  the tolerance of innocence itself for 
;he  unfortunate, the neglected, the perverse, 
;he queer. He lived habitually on a plane 
where precedent and convention had  in 
themselves no sanction, no meaning. 
the columns of the  Nation in  many  subtle 
ways were  infiltrated  with kis  moral inde. 
pendence and  ideality. He dis’pensed the 
books and selected the reviewers-always 
waiting till he got  just  the  right man, some 
times long after publication. He wrote 
much himself, always with a certain crys- 
talline  distinction, but  his chief work was 
the highest  form of “editing,” through which 
the reputation of the was secured in 
only a  less degree than it was by the writing 
and general  direction of its chief. 

The Founding gf the 
‘‘ Nation ” 

OF THE TBAT  AT 
TENDED ITS 

By JAW.IW. 

M Y  recollections of the very early  life oj 
the Nation, should fall by their  slight  in 
trinsic weight into a clear enough form ani 
make a straight and simple  story,  and ye; 
to  take  them in the  portentous  light 0: 
our present public  conditions is t o  becomc 
aware at once of a danger which ought per 
haps to  stay my hand. That  danger, I feel 
is the exhibition of a oomplacency of  a1 
proportion to  the modest little  facts them 
selves, such  light  matters of history  as  the] 
must  assuredly appear. difficulty come! 
from  the  sense  that t o  turn  from dis 
tracted world of to-day to the world of  thc 
questions  surrou,nding, even with their the1 
so great bustle of responsibility, the cradh 
of the most  promising scion of the news 
Daper stock as that stock had rooted itself 
!n American  soil, is to sink into a social lap 
If such soft, sweet material  as to  suggest 
:omparatively a general beatific state. 

The whole scene and the whole time flushed 
to my actual view with a felicity  and a 
unity that  make them rather a page of ro 
mance than a picture of that degree of the 
real, that potentially so terrible  truth 
the life of man,  which has now learnt t c  
paint itself with so different a brush. They 
were, they flourished, they  temporarily  tri. 
umphed, that scene, that tlme,  those condi, 
tions; they  are not a dream  that we drug 
ourselves t o  enjoy: but a chapter,  and the 
most copious, of experience, experience at, 
tested by documents that would fill the vast. 
?st of treasure-houses.  These things com. 
pose the record of the  general  life of civ. 
ilization for almost the whole period dur. 
ing which men of my generation  were t c  
know it: an immense good fortune to  us 
since if the backward vision  feeds upon bliss 
by the simple fact of not  being the immedi, 
ate, the  importunate, or the too precarious 
ly forward,  this bliss naturally mows with 
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the  extent of the  pasture. I measure  the 
spread as  that of half a century-only with 
the  air  turning more and mure to  the golden 
as space recedes, turning  to  the clearness of 
all  the sovereign exemptions, the  serenity of 
all the fond  assurances, that were to  keep 
and on, seeing themseIves not only little 
menaced but so  admirably crowned. This 
we now perceive t o  have been so much their 
mistake  that as other  periods of history 
have  incurred, to convenience, some d m  
tinctive  and descriptive  name, so it can only 
rest  with us to  write down the fifty years 
I speak of, in  the very largest  letters,  as  the 
Age  of the Mistake. - 

That  title might, of course, be blighting  to 
retrospect if one chose to  take it so; it might 
present the whole time as too tragically 
stupid, too deplorably wasted, to  be lived 
over again  critically  without sickness  and 
shame. There is, however, another way of 
taking It, which is to live it over personally 
and sentimentally, exactly to the sought con- 
fusion and reprobation of the forces now 
preying upon us, exactly t o  the effect of sav- 
ing it at least for the imagination if we may 
not save  it  for  the reconciling  reason. To 
look at it in  the  light of its good faith is to 
measure  the  depth of its delusion,  not to say 
the  height of its  fatuity,  but  the good faith 
may nevertheless  figure for us, it figures at 
least for the  author of these remarks,  thanks 
to its vast proportions, the  inattackable 
sphere of romance, all at one with ftself- 
and  this, too, while  remembering that  the 
romantic condition does involve certain dan- 
gers and doubts, if only for  the  thrill of 
tilting at them  and knocking  them quite 
over. We had  that  thrill in ample  measure, 
and our difficulties went down before To 
think of all  this is to  cultivate  the com- 
placency into which  such a trivial  fact  as 
that I contributed, in my young innocence, 
an  “important”  article  to  the first number 
of the  enterprise is capable of beguiling me: 
the  fact  tastes so, to memory, of inno- 
cence: innocence tastes so of 
fidence, and confidence of the appear- 
ances that crowded gracefully  about it. These 
might have been the very fairies themselves, 
the invoked and approving  godmothers who 
surround  in  any proper legend the  earliest 
pillow of the new-born great, a grow with  no 4 

interfering “bad” fairy  in  this case, none 
worth speaking of I might recall an 
influence that mould serve indeed, a hand 
stretched  out t o  rock the cradle, by .the aP- 
prehension of most of the company, suite 
with  the  wrong violence, and in that man- 
ner gain credit  as  one of the  very few Wit- 
nesses now left so to  testify;  but I prefer to 
retrace  the  fashion ,after  which I seemed to 
see the  very  first  and  greatest blessing POS- 
sible flutter down upon the  infant scene. 

This was in  the course of a visit t o  Shady 
Hill, at Cambridge, where my admirable 
friend, the  late Charles Ehot Norton, Spoke 
to me of his  having  just  returned  from New 

whither  he had gone, as  he  smilingls 
said, on affairs of the Natzon-the freshness 
of the joke was, of course, fleeting. The  light 
that was so to spread  and brighten then first 
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broke upon me, as I had also never heard 
before pronounced the name of E. L. Godkin, 
with whom I ‘was soon to begin to cherish a 
relation, one of the best of my life, which 
lasted for long years. He “sounded” at that 
hour, I remember, most unusual and inter- 
esting, his antecedents being not in the least 
commonplace, as antecedents went with us 
then; and memory next jumps for me to the 
occasion of a visit from him in Ashburton 
Place (I then had a Boston domicile) ; where, 
prodigious to consider, he looked me up, in 
the course of a busy rush from New York, for 
the purpose of proposing to me to contribute 
to the weekly journal, for wEich every prep- 
aration-save, as it were, that of his actual 
instance!-had been made, to all appearance, 
most auspiciously, and of which he had un- 
dertaken the editorship. The verb to con- 
tribute took on at once to my ears a weird 
beauty of its own, and I applied it during 
that early time with my best frequency and 
zeal; which doesn’t, however, now prevent 
my asking myself, and with no grain of 
mock humility, little indeed as humility of 
any sort costs at my age, what price could 
have seemed to attach to antecedents of mine, 
that I should have been so fondly selected, I 
was I very young and very willing, but only 
as literary and as critical as I knew how to 
be-by which I mean, of course, as I had 
been able to learn of myself. Bound my 
cradle, in the connection, <the favoring 
fairies, and this time with never a wicked 
one at all, must have absurdly elbowed each 
other. That winter of Ashburton Place, the 
winter following the early summer-birth of 
the confident sheet, fairly reeks for me, as I 
carry myself back to it, with the romantic 
bustle of getting my reviews of books off. 

I got them off, bustle as I would, invet- 
erately too late, it seemed, for the return of 
a proof from New York; which is why there 
also lives on with me from those so well- 
meant years the direst memory of a certain 
blindly inveterate defacement of what I was 
pleased to suppose my style, a misrepresen- 
tation as ingenious as if it had been intended, 
though this it was never in the smallest de- 
gree, and only owing its fatal action to its 
being so little self-confessed. 1. was never 
“cut” that I can remember, never corrected 
nor disapproved, postponed, nor omitted; but 
just sweetly and profusely and plausibly mis- 
printed, so as to make ‘a sense which was a 
dreadful sense-though one for which I dare 
say my awkwardness of hand gave large oc- 
casion. The happy, if imperfect, relation 
went on, but I see it as much rectified dur- 
ing the winter and spring of 1875, which I 
spent in New York, on a return from three 
or four years of Europe: to the effect of my 
being for the first time able to provide 
against ,accidents. These were small things, 
and the occasions of them small things, but 
the sense of those months is almost in 
a prime degree the sense of the luxury of 
proof. The great thing really, of course, 
was that my personal relation with Godkin 
had become in itself a blest element. 

I should like to light a taper at the shrine 
of his memory here, but the altar is neces- 

sarily scant, and I forego the rite. I should 
like also, I confess, to treat myself to some 
expression of my sense of those aspects of 
my native city to which I then offered their 
last free chance to play in upon me; but 
though such a hint of my having on the oc- 
casion had to conclude against them does 
but scant justice to the beautiful theme-I 
really should be able, I think, to draw both 
smiles and tears from it-1 find myself again 
smothered. I had contributed, on one oppor- 
tunity and another, during my stretches of 
absence in Europe, just as I had done so 
during ‘67 and ‘68, the years preceding my 
more or less settled resumption of the Eu- 
ropean habit, and just as I was not definitely 
to break till this habit had learnt to know 
the adverse pressure that ‘76, ‘77, and ‘78, in 
Paris and in London, were to apply to it. I 
had ceased to be able to “notice books”- 
that faculty seemed to diminish for me, per- 
versely, as my acquaintance with books 
grew; and though I suppose I should have 
liked regularly to correspond from London, 
nothing came of that but three or four pious 
efforts which broke down under the appear- 
ance that people liked most to hear of what 
I could least, of what in fact nothing would 
have induced me to, write about. What I 
could write about they seemed, on the other 
hand, to view askance; on any complete 
lapse of which tendency in them I must not 
now, however, too much presume. 

A Young Man’s Oracle 
THE EDITOR OF THE ‘LUNPOPIJLAR REVIEW” 

RECALLS HIS RELATIONS WITH TtEIE “NA- 
TION” IN ITS EARLY ,DAYS AND HIS 
BRIENDSEIP WJTH E. L. GODKIN. 

BY HENRY HOLT. 

The editor of the Nation has asked me to 
write of its early relations to the publish. 
ing trade. I told him that I could not write 
of the Nation and confine myself to that, 
without mixing in my personal recollections 
of its great founder and one of its literary 
editors, any more naturally than I could write 
of the Heaven now before me, by Lake 
Champlain, and confine myself to the re- 
gion’s production of potatoes and fish. Per- 
haps I could so write with an effort and many 
excisions: but I don’t believe the result 
would be as satisfactory as it would if I 
write without restraint, and give the whole 
of the matter as it was related to the whole 
of me, and few things in my long life have 
related to so much of me. That last fact is, 
of course, worth mentioning only by way of 
explanation. 

The Nation was hardly started when God- 
kin, though personally unknown to me, 
became my infallible pope, and it had not 
been going long before he became my friend; 
and for several of his later years he was 
my next neighbor in the country, with the 
houses so situated that we often met sev- 
eral times a day. 
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Then, during the brief career of Dennett, 

one of the first literary editors-a genius, 
who, at the start, did perhaps even more 
than Godkin to make the paper known, 
though not to give it weight-Dennett and 
I were intimate friends. 

After all this was premised with the pres- 
ent editor, one night at the Century, he 
got to reminiscing, and I told him some 
of my recollections of the early days of 
the Nation. Then he found that he want- 
ed “anything but” that I should confine my- 
self to its relations to the publishing trade, 
but that he still wanted me to Begin on them. 
Well, I will; but I am a very old man, writ- 
ing about the best days of his youth, and 
I’m going to write as I please, and the edi- 
tor has even been reckless enough to tell 
the very old man to write as much as he 
pleases; but I have told him to cut out as 
much as he pleases. I 

My recollections of the relations of the 
early Nation to the book publishers are in- 
evitably mixed with my recollections of the 
relations of its editors to t7bis book publish- 
er, and I think the present editor will get 
out of me more of what he wants if I don’t 
try very hard to disentangle them. 

The Nation was started in July, 1865, and 
after a little preliminary skirmishing in 
connection with that model publisher, G. P. 
Putnam, I began the publishing business 
with my present house, in November of the 
same year. I believe we have had an ad- 
vertisement in every number of the Nation 
during the virtually fifty years since, unless 
one or two may have been omitted by acci- 
dent. 

I still vividly remember my surprise and 
enlightenment when Dennett happened into 
my office just as the ilrst volume of Taine’s 
Italy came in from the binder, and I hand- 
ed him a copy, and he said: “Let me see! 
To whom shall I send this for review-who 
knows Italy?” And after a little reflection 
he decided to send it to Howells. Now, so 
far as I know, doing this as a matter of 
course was something new in American 
journalism. It must have been done ex- 
ceptionally and spasmodically by two or 
three of the heavier periodicals, such as the 
North American and the Atlalztic, but the 
general habit was to turn everything over to 
a “book reviewer”-a “literary gentleman,” 
such as one newspaper about that time com- 
placently assured the publishing world, by 
circular, it had added to its staff. This novel 
course by the Nation gave it an authority 
looked upon by those as ignorant as I was 
with almost superstitious awe, and it was 
a very short time before its favorable ver- 
dict was accepted by everybody as final; and 
its unfavorable verdict, by everybody but, 
the interested parties-and poor young me. 

I recall an illustration. Some time in 
the late sixties appeared in the Nation an 
unfavorable review of Miss Yonge’s “Land- 
marks of History,” which we had just pub- 
lished. We wrote asking to be put in oom- 
munication with the author of the review, 
with a view to getting him to revise the 




