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HORATIO ALGER SOCIETY

To further the philosophy of Horatio
Alger, Jr., and to encourage the spirit
of Strive and Succeed that for half a
century guided Alger's undaunted
heroes — lads whose struggles epito-
mized the Great American Dream and
flamed hero ideals in countless mil-
lions of young Americans.

OFFICERS

BRADFORD S. CHASE PRESIDENT
BRADLEY B. ALEXANDER VICE-PRESIDENT
CARL T. HARTMANN SECRETARY
ALEX T. SHANER TREASURER
LEO (BOB) BENNETT DIRECTOR
RALPH D. GARDNER DIRECTOR
DALE E. THOMAS DIRECTOR
JERRY B. FRIEDLAND DIRECTOR
MAX GOLDBERG DIRECTOR

Newsboy, the official organ of the
Horatio Alger Society, is published
monthly (bimonthly January-February and
June-July) and is distributed to HAS
members. Membership fee for any twelve
month period is $10.00. Cost for single
issues of Newsboy is $1.00 apiece.

Please make all remittances payable to
the Horatio Alger Society. Membership
applications, renewals, changes of ad-
dress, claims for missing issues, and
orders for single copies of current or
back numbers of Newsboy should be sent
to the Society's Secretary, Carl T.
Hartmann, 4907 Allison Drive, Lansing,
Michigan 48910.

Manuscripts relating to Horatio
Alger's life and works are solicited,
but the editor reserves the right to
reject submitted material.

A subject index to the first ten
years of Newsboy (July, 1962 — June,
1972) is available for $1.50 from Carl
Hartmann at the above address.

Bob Williman's Alger Convention -
"The Capital Caucus" - will soon be
here. Remember the dates - May 14-16,

1981, in the Washington, D. C. area.
¥ * *

REINSTATED MEMBERS

PF-348 Keith Barnes
732 32nd St. S. W.
Wyoming, Michigan 49509
Past attendees at our Alger conven-
tions will remember Keith and his wife
Sharon. Welcome back!!
* * *

"DAY AND NIGHT IN THE TRIBUNE OFFICE"

The material on the following seven
pages is from the collection of Gilbert
K. Westgard II. It is from the book,
The Life of Horace Greeley, Editor of

the New York Tribune, by J. Parton,

published by Mason Brothers of New
York in 1855. All Alger readers should
remember the frequent references to
Greeley in many of Horatio's New York
books, and thanks go to Gil for shar-
ing this with the readers of Newsboy.

.. "/i[YOUNG GREELEY'S ARRIVAL IN NEW YORK] .o -.\*°
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DAY AND NIGHT IN THE TRIBUNE OFTFICE.

Tho streets befora daybreak—Waking the newshoys—Morning scene in the pross-room
—The Compositor’s room—=The four Phalanxes—The Tribune Direclory—A lull in
the Tribune office—A glance at the paper—The advertisements—Telegraphic mar-
yels—Murine Intellig New Publientions—Letters from the people—Editorial
arlicles—The editorial Rooms—Tho Sanetum 5 um—=golon Robinson—Day-
ard Taylor—William Heary Fry—George Ripley—Charles A. Dana—F., J. Ottarson
—George M. Suow—Enter Horace Grecley—IHis Preliminary botheration—The
composing-room in tho evening—The editors at work—DbIr. Greeloy’s mamner of
writing—Midnight—Three o’clock in tho morning—The carriers.

WE are in the streets, walking from the regions where money is
spent towards those narrow and erooked places wherein it is earned.
The day is about to dawn, but the strect lights are still burning, and
the greater part of the million people who live within sight of the
City Hall's illaminated dial, are lying horizontal and unconseious, in
tho morning’s last slmnber, The strects are neither silent nor de-
serted—the streets of New York never are. The earliest milkinen
have begun their morning crow, squeak, whoop, and yell. The
first omnibus has not yet como down town, but the butcher's
carts, heaped with horrid flesh, with men sitting upon it recking
with a night’s carnage, are rattling along Broadway at the furious
pace for which the butcher’s carts of all nations are noted. The
earliest workmen are abroad, dinner-kettle in hand; carriers with
their bundles of newspapers slung across their backs by a strap,
are emerging from Nassau street, and making their way across the
Park—towards all the ferries—up Broadway—up Chatham streot—
to wherever their district of distribution Dbegins. The lotels have
Just opened their doors and lighted up their offices; and drowsy
waiters are perambulating the interminable passages, knocking up
passengers for the early trains, and waking up everybody clse. In
unnumbered kitchens the breakfast fire is kindling, but not yet, in
any except the market restaurants, is a cup of coffee attainable.
The very groggeries—strange to sce—aro closed, Apparently, the
last drunkard has toppled home, and the last debaunchee has skulked
like a thicving honnd to Lis own bed; for the wickedness of the
night has been done, and the work of the day is beginring.
There is something in the aspect of the city at this hour—the stars
glittering over-head—the long lines of gas-lights that streteh away
in every direction—the few wayfarers stealing in and out among
them in silence, like spirits—the myriad sign-boards so staring now,
aud useless—the honses all magnified in the finperfect light—so
many evidences of intense lifo around, and yet so little of life vis-
ibly present—which, to onc who sces it for the first time (and few
of us have ever scen it), is strangcly impressive, )

The Tribune building is before us. It looks as we never saw i
look before. The office is closed, and a gas-light dimly burning
shows that no one is in it. The disial inky aperture in Spruce
street by which the upper regions of tho Tribure den are usually
reached is shut, and the door is locked. That glare of light which
on all previous nocturnal walks we have seen illuminating the
windows of the third and fourth storics, revealing tho bobling com-
positor in his paper cap, and the bustling night-editer making up
his news, shines not at this hour; and those windows are undistin-
guished fromn the lustreless ones of tho houses adjacent. Coiled up
on the steps, stretched out on the pavement, dre half a dozen
slecping newsboys. Two or three others are awake and up, of
whom one is devising and putting into practice various modes of
suddenly walking the slecpers. IIe rolls one off the step to the
pavement, the shock of which is very effectual. He deals another
who lies temptingly exposed, a ‘loud-resounding’ slap, which
brings the slumberer to his feet, and to his fists, in an instant. Into
the ear of & third he yells the magic word Fire, a word which
the New York newsboy never hears with indifference ; the sleeper

starts up, but pereciving tho trick, growls a curse or two, and ad-
dresses Limself again to sleep. In a few minutes all the boys are
awake, and taking their. morning exercise of seuflling. The base-
ment of the building, we observe, is all a-glow with light, though
the clanking of the press is silent. The carrier’s entrance is open,
and we descend into tho fiery bowels of the strect.

We ave in the Tribune’s press-room. It is a large, low, cellar-like
epartment, unceiled, white-washed, inky, and unclean, with a vast
folding table in the middle, tall hieaps of dampened paper all about,
a quietly-rnnning steam engine of ninc-horse power on one side,
twenty-five inky men and boys variously employed, and the whole
brilliantly lighted up by jets of gas, nwnerous and flaving.  On one
side is a kind of desk or pulpit, with a {able before it, and the
whole separated from the rest of the apartment by arail. In the
pulpif, the night-clerk stands, counts and serves out the papers,
with a nonchalant and graceful rapidity, that must .be seen to be
appreciated. The regular carriers were all served an hour ago
they have folded their papers and gone their several ways; and
early risers, two miles off, have already read the news of the day.
The later newsboys, now, keep dropping in, singly, or in squads of
three or four, each with his money ready in his hand. Usually, no
words pass between them and the clerk; he either knows how
many papers they have come for, or they show him by exhibiting
their money ; and in three seconds after his cye lights upon a newly-
arrived dirty face, ho has counted the requisite nuwmber of papers,
counted the money for them, and thrown the papers in a heap into
the boy’s arms, who slings them over his shoulder and hurries off
for his supply of Pimes and Heralds. Occasionally a woman comes
in for a few papers, or a little girl, or a boy so small that he eannot
sce over the low rail in front of the clerk, and is obliged to an-
nounce his presence and his desires by holding above it his little
cash capital in his little black paw. In another part of the press-

Toom, a dozen or fifteen boys are folding papers for the early mails,

and folding them at the average rate of thirty & minute, A boy
has folded sixty papers a minute in that press-room. Each paper
has to be folded six times, and then laid evenly on the pile; and
the velocity of movement required for the performance of such a
minute’s work, the reader can have no idea of till he sees it done.
As a feat, nothing known to the sporting world approaches it. The
huge presses, that shed six printed leaves at g stroke, are in deep
vaulis adjoining the press-room. They are motionless now, but tho
gas that has lighted them during their morning’s work still spurts
out in. flame all over them, and men with blue shirts and black
faces are hoisting out the * forms’ that have stamped their story on
thirty thousand sheets, The vaults aro oily, inky, and warm. Let
us ascend. .

The day has dawned. As we approach the stairs that lead to the
upper stories, we get a peep into a small, paved yard, where a
group of pressmen, blne-overalled, ink-smeared, and pale, are wash-
ing themselves and the ink-rollers ; and looking, in the dim light of
the morning, like writhing devils. The stairs of the Tribune building
ave supposed to bo the dirtiest in the world, By their assistance,
Liowever, wo wind our upward way, past the editorial rooms in tlie
third story, which are locked, to the compesing-roomn in the fourth,
which are open, andin which the labor of trausposing the nows of
the morning to the form of the weekly paper is in progress. Only
two men are present, the foreman, Mr, Rooker, and one of his assist-
ants, Neither of them wish to bo spoken to, as their minds are
occupied with a task that requires care; but wo are at liberty to
look around.

The composing-room of the Tribune is, I believe, the most con-
venient, complete, and agreeable one in the country. It is very
spacious, nearly square, lighted by windows on two sides, and by
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gky-lights from above. It presents an ample expanse of type-fonts,
gas-jets with large brown-paper shades above them, long tables
covered with columns of bright, copper-faced type, cither *dead’
or waiting its turn for publication; and whatever else appertains to
the printing of a newspaper. Stuffed into corners and interstices
are aprons and slippers in curious variety., Iasted on the walls,
lamp-shades, and doors, we cbserve a number of printed notices,
from the perusal of which, aided by an occasional word from the
obliging foreman, we are enabled to penetrate the mystery, and
comprehend the routine, of the place.

Ilere, for example, near the middle of the apartment, are a row
of hooks, labelled respectively, ‘ Leaded Brevier;® *Solid Drevier;’
“Minion ;' * Proofs to rovise ;' * Compositors' Proofs—let no profane
hand touel them except Smith's;’ ‘Bogus minion—when there is
no other copy to bo given out, then take from this hook.’” Upon
these hooks, the foreman hangs tho ‘copy’as he receives it from
below, and the men take it in turn, requiring no further direction
as to the kind of type into which it is to be set. The ‘ bogus-min-
jon’ ook containg matter not intended to be used; it is designed
merely to keep the men constantly employed, so as to obviate the
neeessity of their making petty charges for lost time, and thus com-
plicating their accounts. Below the ‘bogus-hook,’ there appears
this ¢ Particular Notice:' ¢This copy must be set, and the Takes
emptied, with the same carc as the rest.! From which we may in-
fer, that o man is inclined to slight work that he knows to be use-
Jess, even though it be paid for at the usnal price per thousand.

Another printed paper lets us into anothersceret. Itisalist of the
compositors employed in the office, divided into four Phalanxes” of
about ten men each, a highly advantageous arrangement, devised by
Mr, Rooker. At night, when the copy begins to “slack up,” 4. e
wwhen the work of the night approaches completion, one phalanx is
dismissed ; then another; then another; then the last; and the
phalanx which leaves first at night comes first in the morning, and
so on. 'The men who left work at eleven o'clock at night must be
again in the office at nine, to distribute type and set up news for the
evening edition of the paper. The second phalanx begins work at
two, the third at five; and at seven the whole company must be at
their posts; for, at seven, the business of the night begins in earnest.
Printers will have their joke—as appears from this list. It is set in
doubls columns, and as the number of men happened to be an un-
even one, one name was obliged to occupy a line by itself, and it
appears thus—* Baker, (the teat-pig.)” .

The following notice deserves attention from the word with which
it begins:  Gentlemen desiring to wash and soak their distributing
matter will please use hereafter the metal galleys I had cast for the
purpose, as it is ruinous to galleys having wooden sides to keep wet
type in them locked up, Thos. N. Rooker.” It took the world an
unkoown number of thousand years to arrive at that word ¢ GEN-
TLEMEN.' Indeed, the world hasnot arrived atit; but thereitis, in
the composing-room of tho New York Tribune, legible to all visitors.

Passing by other notices, such as “ Attend to the gas-meter on
Wednesdays and Saturdays, and to the clock on Monday morning,”
we may spend a minute or two in looking over a long printed cata-
logue, posted on the door, entitled, * Tribuno Directory. Corrected
May 10, 1854. A list of Editors, Reporters, Publishers, Clerke,
Compositors, Proof-Readers, Pressmen, &e., employed on the New
York Tribune.”

“From this Directory one may lesrn that the Editor of the Tribuno
is Horace Gireeley, the Managing-Editor Charles A. Dana, the Asso-
ciate-Editors, James 8. Pike, William 1I. Fry, George Ripley, Georgs
M. Snow, Bayard Taylor, . J. Ottarson, William Newman, B. Brock-
way, Solon Robinson, and Donald €, Ienderson. Wo perceive also
that Mr. Ottarson is the City Editor, and that his assistants aro in

number fourteen. Oune of theso keeps an eye on the Dolice, elivon-
icles arrests, walks the hospitals in seareh of dreadful accidents, nud
keeps the public advised of the state of its health. Three report
leetures and specehes.  Amnother gathers items of intelligence in
Jersey City, Newark, and parts adjscent.  Gthers do the same in
Brooklyn and Williamsburgh., One gentleman devotes Limsclf to
the reporting of fires, and the movements of the military. Two
examine and translate from the New York papers which are pub-
lished in the German, French, Italian and Spanish langnages. Then,
there is a Law Reporter, a Police Court Reporter, and a Collector
of Marine Intelligence. Procceding down the formidable catalogue,
we discover that the *Marine Bureaw’ (in common with the Asso-
ciated Pross) is under the chiarge of Commodore John T, Ilall, who
is assisted Dy twelve agents and reporters. Besides these, the Tri-
bune has a special Ship News Editor. The * Telegraphic Bureaw’
(also in common with the Associated Press) employs one general
agent and two subordinates, (one at Liverpool and one at Ualifax,)
and fifty reporters in varions parts of the country. The number of
regular and paid correspondents is thirty-eight—eighteen foreign,
twenty home, The remaining force of the Tribune, as we are in-
formed by the Directory, is, Thos. M‘Elrath, chicf of the depart-
ment of publication, assisted by cight clerks; Thos. N. Rooker, fore-
man of tho composing-room, with cight assistant-foremen (threo by
day, five by night), thirty-eight regular compositors, and twenty-
five substitutes; George Iall, foreman of the press-room, with three
assistants, sixteen feeders, twenty-five folders, three wrapper-writers,
and three boys. Besides these, there are four proof-readers, and &
number of miscellaneous individuals, It thus appears that the
whole number of persons employed npon the paper is about two
hundred and twenty, of whom about one hundred and thirty devote
to it their wholo time. The Dircctory further informs us that the
proprictors of the cstablishment are sixteen in nunber—namely,
seven editors, the publisher, four clerks, the foreman of the comipos-
jng-room, the foreman of the press-room, one compositor and one
press-man.

Except for a fow hours on Saturday afternoon and Sunday morn-
ing, the work of a daily papor never entircly ceases; but, at this
hour of the day, between six and seven o'clock, it does nearly
cense. The editors are still, it is to be hoped, asleep. Tho compos-
itors have Dbeen in bed for two hours or more. Tho pressmen of
the night are going home, and those of the day have not arrived.
The carriers have gone their rounds, The youngest clerks have not
yet appeared in the office. All but the slowest of the newsboys
Lave got their supply of papers, and are making the streets and fer-
riessyocal, or vociferous, with their well-known names, There is a
general lull; and while that lull continues, wo shall lose nothing by
going to breakfast, 5

Part of which is the New York Tribune; and we may linger
over it a little longer than usual this morning. |

It does not look like it, but it is a fact, as any one moderately en-
dowed with arithmetic can casily ascertain, that one number of the
Tribune, if it were printed in the form of a book, with liberal typo
and spacing, would make a duodecimo volume of four hundred
pages—a volume, in fact, not much less in magnitude than the ono
whieh the reader has, at this moment, tho singular bhappiness of
perusing.  Each number is the result of, at least, two hundred days’
work, or the work of two hundred men for one day; and it is sold
(to carriers and newsboys) for one cent and a half. Lucifer matches,
at forty-four cents for a hundred and forty-four boxes, are supposed,
and justly, to be a miracle of chieapness. Dins are cheap, consider-
ing; and so are steel pens. DBut the cheapest thing yet realized un-
der the sun is the New York Tribune.

The number for this morving contains six hundred and forty-one
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scparate articles—from two-line advertisements to two-column cs-
says—of which five hundred and ten are advertisements, the re-
mainder, one hundred and thirty-one, belonging to the varions de-
partments of reading matter. The reading matter, however, occu-
pies about one bhalf of the whole space—nearly four of the eight
broad pages, nearly twenty-four of the forty-cight columns, The
articles and paragraphs which must have Leen written for this num-
ber, yesterday, or very recently, in the office or at the editors' rosi-
dences, fill thirteen columns, equal to & hundred pages of foolscap,
or eighty such pages as this. There are five columns of telegraphie
intelligence, which is, perhaps, two columms above tho average.
There are twelvo letters from *our own’ and voluntary correspond-
cuts, of which five are from foreign countrics. There have Leen as
many as thirty letters in one number of the Tribune; there aro sol-
dom less than ten.

What has the Tribune of this morning to say to us? Let us sce.

It is often asked, who reads advertisements? and the question is
often inconsiderately answered, ‘Nobody.! DBut, idle reader, if you
were in search of a boarding-house this morning, these two columns
of advertisements, headed ‘Board and Rooms,” would be read by you
with the liveliest interest; and so, in other circumstances, would
those which reveal a hundred and fifty ¢ Wants,’ twenty-two places
of amusement, twenty-seven new publications, forty-two schools,
and thirteen cstablishments where the best pianos in existence are
made. If you had come into the possession of a fortune yesterday,
this column of bank-dividend announcements would not be passed
by with indifference. And if you were the middle-aged gentleman
who advertises his desire to open a correspondence with a young
lady (all communications post-paid and tho strictest secresy ob-
served), you might peruse with anxicty these seven advertisements
of hair-dye, each of which is either infallible, unapproachable, or
the acknowledged best.  And the eye of the ‘young lady’ who ad-
dresses you a post-paid communication in reply, informing you
where an interview may be had, would perhaps rest for a moment
upon the description of the new Baby-Walker, with some compla-
cency. If the negotiation were successful, it were difficult to say
what column of advertisements wounld nof, in its turn, become of
the lighest intcrest to one or the other, or both of you. In truth,
every one reads the advertisements which concern them.

The wonders of the telegraph are not novel, and, therefore, they
seem wonderful no longer. We glance up and down the columns
of telegraphic intelligence, and road without the slightest emotion,
dispatches from Michigan, 1lalifux, Washington, Baltimore, Cincin-
nati, Boston, Cleveland, St. Louis, New Orleans, and a dozen places
nearer the city, somo of which give us news of events that had not
occurred when we went to bed last night. The telegraphic news of
this morning has run along four thousand seven hundred and fifty
miles of wire, and its transmission, at the published rates, must have
cost between two and three hundred dollars. On one occasion, re-
cently, the steamer arrived at Ialifax at hinlf-past eloven in the eve-
ning, and the substance of her news was contained in tho New York
papers tho next morning, and probably in tho papers of New Or-
leans. A debate which coneludes in Washington at midnight, is read
in fiftieth stroet, New York, six hours after. But these are stale
marvels, and they are received by us entirely as a matter of course.

The City department of the paper, conducted with uncommon
efficiency by Mr. Ottarson, gives us this morning, in sufficient detail,
the proceedings of a * Demonstration’ at Tammany Hall—of a meet-
ing of the Bible Union-—a session of the committee investigating
the affairs of Columbia college—a meeting to devise measures for
the improvement of the colored population—a temperance ‘ Demon-
stration'—a session of the Board of Aldermen—a mecting of the
commissioners of emigration—and one of the commissioners of ex-

cise. A trial for murder is reported; the particulars of seven fires
are stated ; the performance of the opera is noticed ; the progress of
the ‘ State Fair’ is chronicled, and there are thirteen * city items,’
And what is most surprising is, that seven-tenths of the city mat-
ter must have been prepared in the evening, for most of the avents
narrated did not oceur till after dark,

The Law Intelligence includes brief notices of the transactions of
five cowts. The Commercial Intelligence gives minute informa-
tion respecting tho demand for, the supply of, the price, and tho re-
cent sales, of twenty-one leading articles of trade. Tho Marine
Journal takes note of the sailing and arrival of two hundred and
seven vessels, with the name of the captain, owners and consign-
ees. This is, in truth, the most astonishing department of a daily
paper.  Arranged nnder the heads of ¢ Cleared,” * Arrived,” * Dis-
asters,” “To mariners,”” “Spoken,” *Whalers,” * Foreign Ports,”
“Domestic Ports,” “Passengors sailed,” * Passengers arrived,” it
presents daily a mass and a variety of facts, which do not astound
us, only becauso wo sco the wonder daily repeated. Nor is the
shipping intelligoneo a mere cataloguo of names, places and figures.
Witness these sentences cut almost at randomn from the denso col-
umns of small type in which the affairs of the sea are printed:

““Bork Gon. Jonos, (of Boston,) odgden, London 47 days, chalk to E. 8.
Belknap & Sons.  Aug. 14, lat. 50° 11/, Ton. 9° 20', spoke ship Merensa, of Tos-
ton, 19 days from Eastport for Londen. Aug. 19, signalized a ship showing
Nos. 55, 31, steering B Aug. 20, siznalized ship Isaac Allorton, of New York.
Eept. 1, spoke Br. Emorald, and supplied her with some provisions. Sept. 13,
Iat. 439 36/, Jon. 49° 54", paszed o number of empty barrels and broken pieces of
oars. Seph. 13, lat 43°, long 50° 40", while lying to ina gale, passed 1 vossol's
'spars and brokon pioces of bulwarks, painted black and white; supposed the
5pars to bo o ship’s topmasts.  Sept. 19, lat. 41° 14/, lon. 56°, signalized a bark
showing a red signal with a white spot in contor.”

As no one not interested in marino affairs ever bestows a glance
upon this part of his daily paper, these condensed tragedics of the
sea will be novel to the general reader. To compile the ship-news
of this single morning, the Jog-books of twenty-seven vessels must
have been examined, and information obtained by letter, telegraph,
or exchange papers, from ninety-three sea-port towns; of which thir-
ty-one are in foreign countries, Copied here, it would fill thirty-five
pages, and every line of it was procured yesterday.

The money article of the Tribune, to those who have any money,
is highly interesting. It chroniclos, to-day, the sales of stocks, the
price of exchange and freight, the arrivals and departures of gold,
the condition of the sub-treasury, the state of the coal-trade and
other mining interests, and ends with gossip and argument about
the Schayler frauds. There is a vast amount of labor condensed
in the two colminns which the money article usnally ocenpies.

The Tribune, from the beginning of its career, has'kept & vigilant
eye upon passing literature. Its judgments have great weight with
the reading public. They are always pronounced with, at least, an
air of deliberation. They are always able, generally just, occasion-
ally cruel, more frequently too kind. In this department, taking
into account the quantity of information given—both of home and
foreign literature, of books published and of books to be published
—and the talent and knowledge displayed in its notices and reviews,
the superiority of the Tribune to any existing daily papor is simply
undeniable. Articles occasionally appear in the London Jjournals,
written after overy other paper has expressed its judgment, written
at ample leisure and by men pre-eminent in the one branch of let-
ters to which the reviewed book belongs, which are superior to the
reviews of the Tribune. It is tho literary depariment of tho paper,
for whicl superiority is liere asserted. To-day, it happens, that the
paper contaips nothing literary. In a daily paper, news has the
precedence of everything, and a review of an epic greater than
Paradise Lost might be erowded out by the report of an clection
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brawl in the Sixth Ward. Thus, a poor author is often kept in trem-
bling suspenso for days, or even weeks, waiting for the review
which he erroneously thinks will mnake or mar him.

Like People, like Priest, says the old maxim; which we may
amend by saying, Like Editor, like Correspondent. From these
*Letters from the People,’ we infer, that when a man has something
to say to the public, of a reformatory or humanitary nature, e is
prone to indite an epistle ‘to the Editor of the New York Tribune,’
who, on his part, in tenderness to the publie, is exceedingly prone
to consign it to the basket of oblivion. A good many of these let-
ters, iowever, escape into print—to-day, four, on some days a dozen.
The London letters of the Tribune are written in London, the Paris
letters in Paris, the Timbuctoo letters in Timbuetoo, This is strango,
but true,

In its editorial department, the Tribune has two advantages over
most of its contemporaries, In the first place, it has an object of
attack, the slave power; and secondly, by a long course of warfare,
it has won the conceded privilege of being sincere. Any one who
hag had to do with the press, is aware, that articles in newspapers
are of two kinds, namely, those which are written for a purpose
not avowed, and those which are written spontaneously, from the
impulse and convictions of the writer’s own mind. And any one
who has written articles of both descriptions is aware, further, that a
man who is writing with perfect sincerity, writing with a pure de-
siro te move, interest, or. convince, writes better, than when the
necessities of Lis vocation compel him to grind the axe for a party,
or an individual. There is more or less of axe-grinding dono in
every newspaper office in the world ; and a perfectly independent
newspaper never existed. Tuke, for example, the London Times,
which is claimed to be the most incorruptible of journals. The
writers for the Times are trammeled, first, by the immense position
of the paper, which gives to its leading articles a possible influence
upon the affairs of the world. The aim of the writer is to express,
not himself, but Excraxp; as the Times is, in other countries, the
recognized voice of the British Empire; and it is this which ren-
ders much of the writing in the Times as safe, as vague, and as
pointless, as a diplomatist’s dispateli, The Times is further tram-
meled by the business necessity of keeping on terms with those
who hava it in their power to give and withhold important intelli-
gence. And, still further, by the fact, that general England, whom
it addresses, is not up to the liberality of the age—in which the
leading minds alone fully participates. Thus, it happeus, that the
articles in a paper like The Leader, which renches only the liberal
class, are often more pointed, more vigorous, more interesting, than
those of the Times, though the resources of the Leader are extremely
limited, and the Times can have its pick of the wit, talent, and learn-
ing of the empire. When a man writes with perfect freedom, then,
and only then, he writes his dest. Without claiming for the Tri-
bune a perfect innocence of axe-grinding, it may with truth be said,
that the power of its leading editorial articles is vastly increased by
the fact, that those who write them, do so with as near an approach
to perfect {reedom, 4. e. sincerity, as tha nature of newspaper-writ-
ing, at present, admits of. Whut it gains, too, in spirit and interest
by having the preposterous inaptitude of the Southern press to rid-
icule, and the horrors of Southern brutality to denounce, is suffi-
ciently known.

But it is time we returned to the office. It is ten o’clock in the
morning. The clerks in the office are at their posts, receiving ad-
vertisewnents, recording them, entering the names of new subserib-
ers received by the morning’s mail, of which oun some mornivgs of
the year there are hndreds. It is a busy scene.

Up the dismal stairs to a dingy door in the third story, upon
whicl we read, * Editorial Rooms of the New York Tribune, H.

Greeley.” We ouglht not to be allowed to enter, but we are, and
we doj no one hinders us, or even notices our cntrance. TFirst, a
narrow passage, with two small rooms on the left, whence, later in
the day, the rapid hum of proof-reading issues nnceasingly, one mon
reading the ¢ copy’ aloud, another having Lis eyes fixed upon the slip
of proof. One may insert his visage into the square aperture in the
doors of theso minute apartments, snd gaze upon the performance
with persistent impertinence ; but the proof-reading goes on, like a
machine.. At this Lour, however, these rooms contain no one. A
fow stops, and tho prineipal Editorial Roog is before us. Itis a
long,.narrow apartment, with dosks for the principal editors along
the sides, with shelves well-loaded with books and mnanuseripts, o
groat heap of exchange papers in the midst, and a file of the Tri-
bune on a broad desk, slanting from the wall. Everything is in
real order, but apparent confusion, and the whole is ‘ blended in a
common element of dust’ Nothing particular appears to be going
on. Two or three gentlemen are looking over the papers; but the
desks are nil vacant, and each has upon its lid a pile of letters and
papers awaiting the arrival of him to whose department they be-
long. One desk presents an array of new publications that might
well appal the most industrions critic—twenty-four new books,
seven magazines, nine pamphlets, and two new papers, all expect-
ing a ‘first-rate notice.) At the right, we observe another and
smaller room, with & green carpet, two desks, a sofa, and a large
book-case, filled with books of reference. This is the sanctum sanc-
torum. The desk near the window, that looks out upon the green
Park, the white City Hall in the midst tharcof, and the lines of
moving life that bound the same, is the desk of the Editor-in-Chief.
It presents confusion merely, The shelves are heaped with manu-
seripts, books, and pamphlets ; its lid is covered with clippings from
newspapers, each containing something supposed by the assiduous
exchange-reader to be of special interest to the Editor; and over
all, on the highest shelf, near the ceiling, stands a large bronze bust
of Henry Clay, wearing a crown of dust. The other desk, near the
door, belongs to tho second in command. It is in perfect order.
A lheap of foreign lctters, covered with stamps and post-arks,
awaits bis coming. The row of huge, musty volumes along the
floor against one of the walls of the room, is a complete file of the
Tribune, with some odd volumes of the New Yorker and Log
Cabin.

An hour later, One by one the editors arrive. Solon Robinson,
looking, with his flowing white beard and healthy countenance, like
a good-humored Prophet Isaiah, or a High Priest in undress, has
dropped into Lis corner, and is compiling, from letters and newspa-
pers, a column of paragraphs touching the effect of the drouth
upon the potato crop. Bayard Taylor is reading a paper in the
American attitade. His countenance has quite lost tho Nubian
bronze with which it darkened on the banks of the White Nile, as
well as the Japanning wlhich his last excursion gave it. Pale, deli-
cate-featured, with o curling beard and subdued moustache, slight
in figure, and dressed with care, ho has as little the aspect of an ad-
venturous traveler, and as 1auch the air of a nice young gentleman,
as con be imagined. He may read in peace, for Le is not now one
of the *lack-horses’ of the daily press. The tall, pale, intense~
looking gentleman who is slowly pacing the carpet of the inner
sanctum is Mr, William II, Fry, the composer of Leonora. At this
moment ho is thinking out thunder for to-morrow’s Tribune, Wil
liam Henry Fry is one of the noblest fellows alive—a hater of
meanncss and wrong, a lover of man and right, with a power of
oxpression equal to the intensity of Lis liate and the enthusiasm of
his love. There is more merit in his little finger than in a whole
mass-meeting of Dounglass-senators; and from any but a grog-ruled
city ho would have been sent to Congress long ago; but perhaps,
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as Othello remarks, ‘it is better as it i3.” Mr. Ripley, who came in
a few minutes ago, and sat down before that marshaled array of
books and magazines, might bo described in the language of Mr.
Weller the elder, as ‘a stout gentleman of cight and forty,” He is
in for o long day's work apparently, and has taken off his coat.
Luckily for authors, Mr. Ripley is a gentleman of sound digestion
and indomitable good humeor, who enjoys life and helps others en-
Jjoy it, and believes that apger and hatred are seldom proper, and
never ‘pay.) Ilo examines cach book, we observe, with care.
Without ever being in a horry, he gets through an amazing quan-
tity of work; and all he does shows the touch and finish of the
practical hand. Mr, Dana enters with a quick, decided step, goes
straight to his desk in the green-carpeted sanctum sanctorum, and
is soon lost in the perusal of ¢ Karl Marx,’ or * An American Wo-
man in Paris,! In figure, face, and flowing beard, he looks enough
like Louis Kossuth to be his cousin, if not his brother, Mr. Dana,
as Defits his place, is a gentleman of peremptory habits. It is his
oflice to decide ; and, as he is called upon to perform the act of de-
cision a hundred times o day, he has acquived the power both of
deciding with despatch and of announcing his decision with civil
brevity, If you desire a plain answer to a plain question, Charles
A, Dana is the gentleman who can accommodate yon. e 'isan
able and, in description, a brilliant writer; a good speaker ; fond
and proud of his profession; indefatigable in the discharge of its
duties; when out of harness, agreeable as a companion; in harness,
a man not to be interrupted. Mr. Ottarson, the city editor, has not
yet mada his appearance ; he did not leave the office last night till
three hiours after midnight. DBefore he left, however, ho prepared
a list of things to be reported and deseribed to-day, writing oppo~
site cach expected occurrence the name of the man whom he wished
to attend to it. The reporters come to the office in the morning,
and from this list ascertain what special duty is oxpected of them.
Mtr. Ottarson roso from the ranks. IIe has been everything in a
newspaper office, from devil to editor, IIe is one of the busiest of
men, end fills the most difficult post in tho establishment with great
ability.  That elegant and rather distingué gentleman with the
small, black, Albert moustache, who is writing at the desk over
there in the cormer, is the commereial editor, the writer of the
money article—Mr. Georgo M. Snow. We should have taken him
for anything but o commercial gentlemen, Mr, Pike, the+J. 8. P.
of former Washington correspondence, now a writer on political
sutbjects, is not present; nor are other members of the corps.
Between twelve and one, Mr. Groeley comes in, with his pockets
full of papers, and a bundle under his avm. Iis first act is to dis-
patch his special aid-de-sanctum on various errands, such as to de-
liver notes, letters and messages, to procure sceds or implements
for tho farm, et cctera. Then, perhaps, he will comment on the
morning’s paper, dwelling with pertinacious emphasis upon its de-
fects, hard to bo convinced that an alleged fault was unavoidable.
After two or three amusing colloquies of this nature, he makes
his way to the sanectum, where, usually, several people are waiting
to see him. He takes his seat at Lis desk and begins to examine
the heap of notes, letters, newspapers and clippings, with which it
is covered, while one after another of his visitors states his busi-
ness. Ono is an exile who wants advice, or a loan, or an advertise-
ment ioserted gratis; ho does mot get tho loan, for Mr. Greeley
long ago shut down tho door upon wiscellancons borrowers and
beggars, Another visitor has an invention whicl: he wishes pars
agraphed into celebrity. Another is one of the lectore-committeo
of a country Lyceum, and wants our cditor to ‘come out aud give
us & lecturo this winter.,! Another is a country clergyman who has
called to say how much he likes the semi-weckly Tribune, and to
gratify his curiosity by epeaking with the editor face to face. Grad-

ually the throng diminishes and tho pile of papers is reduced. By
threo or four o'clock, this preliminary botheration is disposed of,
and Mr, Greeley goes to dinnor,

Meanwlile, all the departments of the establishment have been
in a state of activity, Itis Thursday, the day of the Weekly Tri-
bune, the inside of which began to be printed at seven in the morn-
ing. Before tho day closes, the whole edition, one hundred and
sixteen thousand, forty-eight cart-loads, will have been printed,
folded, wrapped, bundled, bagged, and carried to the post-office.

The press-room on Thursdays does its utmost, and presents a sceno

of bustle and movement ‘easier imagined than described” No
small amount of work, too, is done in the office of publication.
To-day, as we ascertain, two hundred and thirteen business letters
were received, containing, among other things less interesting,
eleven hundred and seventy-two dollars, and four hundred and ten
new or renewed subscriptions, each of which has been recorded
and placed upon tho wrapper-writer's books. The largest sum
ever received by one mail was eighteen hundred dollars. The
weekly expenditures of the concern average about six thousand
two hundred dollars, of which sum four thousand is for paper.
During the six dull months of the year, the receipts and expendi-
tures are abont cqual; in the active months the receipts exceed
the expenditares.

It is nine o'clock in the evening. Gas has resumed, The clank
of the press has ceased, and the basement is dimly lighted. The
clerks, who have been so busy all day, have gone homo, and the
night-clerk, whom we saw this morning in his press-room pulpit, is
now bebind the counter of the office receiving advertisements,
Night-work agrees with him, apparently, for he is robust, ruddy
and smiling. Aloft in the composing room, thirty-eight men are
sctting type, silently and fast. No sound is heard but the click of
the type, or the voice, now and then, of a foreman, or the noise of
of the copy-box rattling up the wooden pipe from the editor’s room
below, or a muflled grunt from the tin tube by which the different
rooms hold converse with one another, or the bell which calls for
the application of an ear to the mouth of that tube. The place is
warm, close, light, and still. Whether it is necessarily detrimental
to o compositor’s health to work from eight to ten hours every night
in such an atmosphere, in such -a light, is still, it appears, a ques-
tion. Mr. Greeley thinks it is not. The compositors think it is,
and seldom feel able to work more than four nights a week, filling
their places on the other nights from the list of substitutes, or in
printer’s language ‘subs.’ Compositors say, that sleep in the day
time is a very different thing from sleep at night, particularly in
sumer, when to create an artificial night is to exclude the needful
air. They say that they never get perfectly nsed to the reversion
of nature’s order; and often, after a night of drowsiness so extreme
that they would give the world if they could sink down upon the
floor and sleep, they go to bed at length, and find that offended
Morpheus has taken his flight, and left their eye-lids glued to their
brows; and they cannot close them before the inexorable hour ar-
rives that summons them to work again. In the middle of the
room the principal night-foreman is already ‘making up’ the out-
side forms of to-morrow’s paper, four in number, each a section of
a cylinder, with rims of polished iron, and type of copper face. It
is slow work, and a moment’s inattention might prodnce results
more ridiculons than cross-readings.

The editorial rooms, too, have become intense. Seven desks are
occupied with silent writers, most of them in the Tribune uniform—
shirt-sleeves and moustache. The night-reader is looking over the
papers last arrived, with scissors ready for any paragraph of news
that catches his eye. An editor occasionally goes to the copy-box,
places in it a page or two of the article he is writing, and rings the
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Dell; the box slides up to the composing-room, and the pages are in
type and corrected before the article is finished. Such articles are
those which are prompted by the event of the hour; others are
more deliberately written; some aro weeks in preparation; and of
some the keel is Jaid months before they are Jaunched upon the pub-
lic mind, The Editor-in-Chiet is at bis desk writing in a singular
attitude, the desk on a level with his nose, and tho writer sitting
Dolt upright. Ile writes rapidly, with scarcely a pause for thought,
and not onee in & page makes an erasure, The foolscap leaves fly
from under his pen at the rate of one in fiftcen minutes. He does
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most of tho thinking before he begins to write, and produces matter
about as fast a3 o swift copyist can copy. Yet he leaves nothing for
the compositor to guess at, and if he makes an alteration in the proof,
he is eareful to do it in such a way that the printer loses no fime in
‘overrunning;’ that is, he inscrts as many words as he erases. Not
unfrequontly he bounds up into the composing-room, and males a
correction or adds n sentence with his own hand, Ile is not paticnt
under the infliction of an error; and he cxpects men to understand
Lis wishes by intuition; and when they do not, but interpret his
half-expressed orders in & way exactly contrary to his intention, &
sceno is likely to ensue,

BOYXY

And so they write und read in the editorial rooms of the Tribune
for some hours. Oceasionally & City Reporter comes in with his
budget of intelligence, or his short-hand notes, and sits down at a
desk to arrange or write them ont. Tclegraplic messages arrive
from the agent of the Associated Press, or from ‘our own corre-
spondent,” Mr, Dana glances over the, sends them aloft, and, if
they are important, indites a paragraph calling attention to tho fact.
That omnipresent creature, the down-town apple-woman, swwhom no
Iabyrinth puzzles, no extent of stairs fatigues, no presence OvVerawes,
enters, and thrusts her basket in deliberate succession under each
editorial nose. Some of the corps, deep in the affairs of the nation,
pauso in their writing, gaze at the woman in utter abstraction, slow-
ly come to a sense of her crrand, shako their heads, and resume
their work, Others hurriedly buy an apple, and taking one prodig-
jous bite, lay it nside and forget it. A band of music is heard in
the street; it is a target-excursion returning late from Hoboken; it
passes the office and gives it three cheers; the city men go to the win-
Jdows; the rest write on unconscious of the honor that has been
Jdone them; the Tribune returns the salute by a paragraph.

Midnight. Thestrain is off. Mr. Greeley finished his work about
oleven, chatted a while with Mr. Dana, and went home. Mr, Dana
Lios received from the foreman tho list of the articles in type, the
articles now in hand, and the articles expected; he lLias designated
those which must go in; those which it is highly desivable should
go in, and those which will ¢‘keep.! Ile has nlso marked the order
in which the articles aro to appear; and, hiaving performed thia last
duty, he returns the list to the compositor, puts on his coat and de-
parts, AMr. Fry is on the last page of his eritique of this evening’s
Grisi, which he executes with steam-enpgine rapidity, and sends up
without reading. He lingers awhile, and then strolls off up. town.
Alr. Ottarson is still busy, as reporters continually arrive with items
of news, which ho hastily examines, and consigns either to the bas-
ket under his desk, or to the copy-box. The first phalanx of comw-
positors is dismissed, and they come thundering down the dark stairs,
putting on their coats as they descend. The foreman is absorbed in
making up the inside forms, as le has just sent those of the outside
below, and the distant clanking of the press announces that they
havo begun to be printed. We descend, and find the sheets coming
off the press at the rate of a hundred and sixty a minute. The en-
gine-man is commodiously seatsd on an inverted basket, under a
gas-jet, reading the outside of the morning’s paper, and the chief of
the press-roomn is scanning a sheet to sce if the impression is perfect.
The gigantic press has six mouths, and six men are feeding him with
white paper, slipping in the sheets with the easy knack acquired by
long practice. It looks a simplo matter, this * feeding 3’ but il a new
hand were to attempt i, the iron maw of the monster would be
instantly choked, and Lis whole system disarranged. For he is as
dolicate as o is strong; the little finger of a child can start aud
stop Lim, moderate hig pace, or quicken it to the snapping of lis
sinews, ' .

Three o'clock in the morning. Mr. Ottarson is in tronble. The
oulside of the paper is printed. the insido forms are ready to bo low-
ered away to tho basement, and the press-men are impatiently wait-
ing the signal to receive it. The pulpit of the night clerk is ready
for his recoption, the spacious folding-table is cleared, and two car-
riers liave already arrived. All the compositors except the last
phalanx havo gone home; and they have corrected the last proof,
and desire nothing so much as to be allowed to depart, But an
English steamer is overdne, and a telegraphie dispateh from ihe
agent of the Associated I'ress at Sandy Ifook, who has been all night
in his yaclit eruising for the news, is anxiously expected, It does
nob come. The steamor (as wo alterwards ascerfain) s arrived,
but the captain chulisbly refused to throw on board the yucht the
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customary newspaper. Mr. Ottarson fancies he hears o gun. A ; ’ L C
wotnent after lie is positive he hears another, He has five men of y . e Y
Lis corps within eall, and lie sends the flying! One goes to the ' P B :
Astor Tnnse to see if they have heard of the steamer’s arrival; an-
other to the offices of the Tiwes and Ilerald, on the same errand;
otliors to Jersey City, to be ready’in cuse the steamer reaches her
srharf in time, It is aseertained, abont lalf-past three, that the
steamer is coming up tho bay, and that her news cannot possibly be
procured before five; and so, Mr. Ottarson, baving first ascertained
that the other morning papers have given up the hope of the news
for their first cditions, goes to press in despair, and home in ili humor.
Tn a few minutes, the forms are lowered to the basement, wheeled
tn the side of the press, and Loisted to their places on the press by
a erank. Thoe feeders take their stands, the foreman causes the.
press to make one revolution, examines a sheet, pronounces it ali
right, sets the press in motion at a rattling rate, and nothing remains
to be done except to print off thirty thousand copies and distribute
them.

The last scene of all is a busy one indeed. The press-room is all
alive with carriers, news-men and folding-boys, each of whom is in
a fever of hurry, TFour or five boys are carrying the papers in back-
loads from the press to the clerk, and to the mailing tables. The
carriers receive their papers in the order of the comparative dis-
tance of their districts from the office. No money passes between
them and the clerk, They come to the office every afternoon, ex-
amine the book of subseribers, note the changes ordered in their
respective routes, pay for the number of papers they will require on
the following morning, and receive & ticket entitling them to receive
the designated number, The number of papers distributed by one
carrier vavies from two hundred and fifty to five hundred, Some
of the carriers, however, are assisted by boys  As o carrier gains
a weekly profit of tlucc cents on each subseriber, one who delivers
five hundred papers has an income of fifteen dollars a week; and it
iswoll carned. Most of the small news-men in town, country, and
railroad-ear, are supplied with their papers by a wholesale firm, who
deliver them at o slight increase of price over the first cost. The
firm alladed to purchases from four to five thousand copies of tho
Tribune every morning, — —

g A A i s

By five o'clock, usnally, the morning edition has been printed ! : .
off, tho carriers supplicd, the early mail dispatched, and the bundles JOURHﬁLISIS’
for adjacent towns made up. Again there is'a Iull in the activity HORACE GREELEY.

of the Tribunc building, and, sleepily, we bend our steps homeward.

There is something extremely pleasing in the spectacle afforded
by a large number of strong men co-operating in cheerful activity,
by which they at once secure their own career, and render an im-
portant service to the publie. Such a spectacle the Tribune build-
ing prosents. At present men show to best advantage when they
aro at work; we havo not yet learned to sport with gr‘tcc and un-
mixed benefit; and still further are we from that stage of develop-
ment where work and play become one. But the Tribune building
is a vory cheerful placo. No one is oppressed or degraded ; aud,
by the minute subdivision of labor in all departments, there is sel-
dom any occasion for hurry or excessive exertion. The distinctions
which there exist betieen one man and another, are not artificial,
but natural and necessary ; foreman and editor, office-boy and head
clerk, if they converse together: at all, converse as friends and

equald; aund the posts of honor are posts of honor, only beeause they James Gordon Bennett.
are posts of difficulty. . In a word, the repubhcamsm of the Con- Henry J. Raymond.
tinent has come to a focus at the corner of Nassau and Spruce- George William Curtis.

streets, There it has its nearest approach to practical realization ;
thenco. proceeds its strongest expression,

Portrait from "Authors" Game, see next page
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On these pages are reproductions of
cards from an "Authors" game in the pos—
session of Carl Hartmann. Authors was
popular in the 19th century; indeed, Al-
ger himself mentions it. In a letter
to George Bacon, dated January 26,

1874, he says, "Your application for a
picture and biographical material for
use in a 'Game of Authors' has been for-
warded to me by my father. It gives me
pleasure to comply with your request,

« « " And in a letter to his good
friend Irving Blake dated February 2,
1897 he writes, "A new game of Authors
will be published in Cincinnati in the
fall. I am in it. It will be issued by
the U. S. Playing Card Co." And in
another letter to Blake dated Febru-

ary 27, 1897 he concludes, "I think T
mentioned that a magazine of Authors will
appear in Cincinnati in the fall. I
have sent them my photograph wh. will
appear. The publisher promises me a few
copies of the game. T will try to
send you one, if you would like it."

MORAL AND RBLIGIOUS.

HORATIO ALGER, JR.

T. S. Arthur.
Henry Ward Beecher,
Edward Everett Hale.

"Authors" box, dated 1873

|
| MOR:L AND RELIGIOUS. |
| HORATIO ALGER, JR.
I
! Thiz young and suecessful author was bomn
in Massachusetts, township of Levere, Jan. 13, |
J1834, and graduated at Harvard University
i when ouly eighteen years old, and from the
| Cambridge Theological School several years
later. For five years he was a teacher in Cam- |
| bridge and elsewhere, and at the same time was |
i conneected editorially and otherwise with various
|periodica,ls of New York and Boston. On re-
| turning from his visit to Europe in 1861, he
located himself at Cambridge, and was azain
employed in literary pursuits. In 1864, he took
charge of a Unitarian church at Brewster, Mass.,
and during this year published “ Frank's Cam-
! paign,’ his first juvenile. In 1866, he removed
| to New York city, where he still resides, Ite-
visited Europe in 1873. '
Up to the present time he has published nine-
teen books, as follows: ** Ragged Dick Series,”” 6
vols. ; *“Tattered Tom " Series, 4 vols. ; ** Luck
and Pluck”’ Series, 6vols. ; “Campaisn™ Series,
3 vols, These are all deeply interesting, highly
moral and instructive —hundreds of thousands
of them having been read by our young folls.

March
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STORY WRITERS.
T OLIVE?OPTIC. »

(WILLIAM T. ADAMS.) | "
|

STORY WRITERS.

i
|
WILLIAM T. ADAMS. ‘

The trade-mark of this writer, thronzh his
nom de plume of “OLIVER Orric” is probably
maore familiar to the boys and girls of America,
than that of any other which can be mentioned,
He was born in Medway, Mass., July 30, 1822;
and educated in the public schools of Boston, in
twoof whichhe was afterwards teacher for about
' twenty years. He has vizited Europe twice,been
a member of the Legishiture once, a member of
the School Committee of Dorchester, four years,
ditto of Doston four years, and editor of a wide- |
Iy cireulated magazine, for over eizht years, |
Dieman his career as o writer in 1830, His news- |
paper stories number over 800, while he has |
written and publizhed over 0 books, as follows: |
o Tioat Club Series, § vols.; Woodville Series, 6
Fhomas W Higginson. vols.; Army and Navy, 6 vols.; Riverdale

Edward Eggleston. Series, 12 vols; Young America Abroad, 9
vols.; Stury Flag, 6 vols; Upward and On-
ward, (6 vols ; Lake Shore, 6 vols.; Yacht Club '
— = Series, 3 vols.; and 4 volumes of other Juvenile
stories— of which more than one miilion copivs
have been sold,  He ean justly elaim the honor
of establizhing a new school of Anerican liter-
ature for young folks.

John Townsend Trowbridge.

MORAL ﬁlﬂl RELIGIOUS.

EDWARD EVERETT HALE.

POETS. |

i
HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. |
i

Henry Ward Beecher.

T. S, Arthur.

Horatio Alger, Jr.

James Russell Lowell.
Oliver Wendell Holmes.
John Greenleaf Whittier.

1981
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NEWSBOY BOOK REVIEW
by Jack Bales

Horatio Alger, Jr.: A Comprehensive
Bibliography. By Bob Bennett. Mt.
Pleasant, Michigan: Flying Eagle Pub-
lishing Company, 1980. Introduction
by the author. 200 pages. Hardbound:
$15.00.

What articles did Horatio Alger, Jr.
write? In what publications did his
short stories appear? What titles were
published by each of the dozens of Alger
publishers? Alger collectors who have
spent hours arguing these and other fine
points of Alger bibliography will find
this book both fascinating, awe inspir-
ing and invaluable - Bob Bennett's Hora-
tio Alger, Jr.: A Comprehensive Bibliog-
raphy is a virtual bible in terms of
Alger scholarship as it not only cor-
rects errors found in past works but
adds heretofore unknown research material.

The bibliography is organized into
seven sections. "Part One is a listing
of each known title and subtitle varia-
tion by format and publisher. Part Two
is a descriptive and enumerative bibli-
ography of Alger's books arranged alpha-
betically by title. . Part Three
cites sources for serialized stories.
Part Four is a listing of main titles by
publisher. . Parts Five, Six and
Seven cite sources for short stories,
published articles and poetry."

Few other Alger collectors could have
compiled this self-published bibliography.
Bennett — a past president of the Horatio
Alger Society and owner of the world's
finest collection of Alger books - spent
years meticulously comparing various
editions and gathering data, and has
made conclusions on age old questions.
(However, Alger collectors being notori-
ous lovers of heated arguments, there
will still be plenty to discuss in smoke
filled rooms at HAS conventions). For
example, the query, "What is the first
edition of Adrift in New York?" will
always initiate a few hotly delivered
opinions. Bennett maintains that the
New York Street and Smith 1904 edition
is the first, and gives reasons for the

omission of the other works that were
in contention for the honor. And, al-
though the paperback first edition of
Silas Snobden's Office Boy has never
been found, Bennett feels that this is
no reason to discount its existence
and writes that it was "reprinted in
hardcover by Doubleday and Company,
1973. The earliest issues incorrectly
list 'First Edition' on the copyright
page. The entry should read, 'First
Hardcover Edition.'"

This reviewer - who read the entire
book in manuscript form - gives unstint-
ing praise to Bennett's Horatio Alger,
Jr.: A Comprehensive Bibliography.
Professionally printed, the type style
is pleasing to the eye and the binding
is of a sturdy blue cloth. Illustra-
tions supplement the text nicely. Buy
it! It will rejuvenate your interest
in Horatio Alger!

* * *
RALPH FARNHAM'S ROMANCE
by Horatio Alger, Jr.

(Editor's note: This Alger short
story is continued from the last issue

of Newsboy).

At length the blow fell. His manu-
script was returned. It was accompanied
by a note, written with the utmost
courtesy, in which his talents were
acknowledged, but his defects frankly
pointed out. His romance was too high-
ly colored. It needed toning down.
The characters were drawn, not from
life, but from the writer's glowing
fancy. The incidents were some of them
forced and unnatural. Effect had been
too much strained after. It was
probably a first essay in this branch
of writing. If he would use the ability
which he undoubtedly possessed in writ-
ing a book more true to nature and to
life, it would give them pleasure to
examine it.

Ralph was at first stunned by this
blow. He had expected so much from his
romance, and now what had come of it? He
felt that the criticisms of the pub-
lishers were just, and would be con-
firmed by others. He would gladly take
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their advice and set to work upon some-
thing better, but how would he support
himself in the mean time? He examined
his scanty stock of money. He found
that he had remaining enough to pay his
board for four months. But he could not
write a book in that, and even if he
could do so, and it were successful, it
would be some time afterward before he
would begin to realize any thing from it.
Again, winter was coming, and he ought to
have a new over-coat. But the expense
would make a frightful inroad into his
limited fund. Every way the prospect
seemed dark.

There was another week of inaction.
Ralph felt wretched and spiritless. One
day Ellen met him in the street, and as
she returned his bow could not but de-
tect the change in his appearance and
his evident depression. With a woman's
quick wit she divined the cause. His
coat, already beginning to show marks of
service, betrayed his secret.

She returned home, and thoughtfully
opening her desk examined her purse. It
contained two hundred dollars. She had
no need of this. Her wardrobe was
abundant. Besides, she could readily
apply to her father if she required it.
If she could only transfer it to Ralph
without injuring his pride or betraying
the source from whence it came. It was
a case requiring the greatest delicacy,
and for a long time no expedient oc-
curred to her. By-and-by, however, a
plan was suggested.

Ten miles distant the county paper was
published. The Weekly Bugle had some
literary pretensions. Occasionally it
published an original story, frequently
a poem by some "gifted favorite of the
Muses." The editor was a man of small
intellectual calibre, who edited a news-
paper as he would have "kept a store,"
simply to gain a living. With the help
of the county advertising he succeeded
in obtaining a fair income. It is need-
less to say that his original contribu-
tors received no compensation, except,
indeed, an abundant measure of flattery
from the editor.
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The next day Ellen ordered-the car—
riage to go to the shire-town. She men-
tioned to her father that she had some
purchases to make. On her arrival she
directed the driver to proceed to the
village hotel, and there wait for her.
Then with some trepidation she sought
out the office of the Weekly Bugle. She
regarded with some dread the mission she
had undertaken, but felt no disposition
to turn back.

At the head of the stairs she saw a
glazed door on which she read the name
Weekly Bugle. She knocked timidly. The

door was opened by a sandy-haired man in
a shabby coat.

"To which of my fair contributors have
I the pleasure of speaking?" he asked,
with an insinuating smile.

"T am not a writer," said Eilen, hur-
riedly, "but wish to see you on a little
business."

"Wish to subscribe to the paper, per-
haps," said the editor. "Walk in, miss,
if you please. You won't find us very
neat. Can't keep an office looking like
a parlor."

He removed a pile of exhange papers
from a chair, and invited Ellen to sit
down. She noticed with a feeling of
relief that they were alone.

"Should you like," she commenced some-
what abruptly, "to engage a young man
of fine talent to contribute a column
weekly to your paper?"

The editor looked embarrassed.

"I should most certainly like to re-
ceive such assistance," he said; "but
your proposition probably contemplates
remuneration. My expenses are so great
that I can not afford to purchase
articles, though I should be willing to
send the Bugle free, as I do to 'Seérena
Starr,' the gifted poetess, whose con-
tributions you have doubtless noticed
in some of our weekly issues."

"Remuneration would be expected," said
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Ellen; "but this shall be no expense to
you. I am authorized to furnish you
with a sum of money sufficient to pay
for the contributions referred to."

"Indeed," said the editor, in some
surprise, "that alters the case. I
did not know any one felt sufficient
interest in the Bugle to incur such an
expense."

Ellen felt grateful to him for putting
such a construction upon her proposal.

"The Bugle is better appreciated than
you think," she said, smiling.

"At what rate am I authorized to en-
gage this young writer?" inquired the
editor.

"I am empowered to name five dollars
per week for a weekly article."

"Five dollars!" exclaimed the editor,
with a sudden start that dislodged the
pen from behind his ear. "That is
most liberal. The young man must be a
first-class writer."

"I think you will find his contribu-
tions a great addition to your  paper
if you can induce him to form an engage-—
ment." This last clause was thrown
with the artful desire of heightening
the editor's opinion of Ralph's
talents. "You no doubt can write him
in such terms as to induce his accep-
tance."

"Without doubt," said the editor,
rubbing his hands with the thought of
how much capital he could make of this
engagement in his forthcoming
prospectus.

"I will place two hundred dollars in
your hands," said Ellen, opening her
purse, "and will beg you to pay the
young man every ten weeks in advance.
You can name this to him in your
letter."

The editor counted out the notes, and,
obtaining Ralph's address, at once wrote
him a letter, which we will follow to

its destination.

He had risen in the morning more
depressed than usual. Success seemed
farther off than ever. He had become
convinced that his resources would
fail him before he had half completed
his work. Under these circumstances he
decided that it was his duty to abandon
it. He wrote a letter announcing his
determination to his sister. When it
was completed he carried it to the post-
office.

"T have a letter for you, Mr. Farn-
ham," said the postmaster.

Ralph was surprised. It was only the
day previous that he had received a let-
ter from his sister, and he knew of no
other correspondent.

He opened the brown envelope, and with a
strange mixture of feelings read the
following:

"Dear Sir,—Your reputation as a
writer having reached me, I am desirous
of securing your valuable services for
the Weekly Bugle during the coming year.
I will pay you five dollars per week
for a weekly article of a column in
length or thereabout, the subjects to
be selected by yourself. This is a
very large outlay, but I am resolved to
spare no pains or expense to make the
Bugle the leading paper of its class in
the United States. Should you accept
my proposal, as I earnestly hope you
may, please write me to that effect
at once.. In return I will forward you
a check for fifty dollars, being compen-—
sation for ten weeks in advance. I
should like to receive your articles as
early as Tuesday, my paper going to
press on Thursday.

Yours respectfully,
"Nathan Butterfield.

"P., S.—I mail you a copy of our
paper, and should you accept my proposal
will do so weekly, in addition to the
compensation I have mentioned."

Joy and perplexity succeeded each
other in the young man's mind as he read

this letter. The heavy cloud of despair
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lifted, and a serene heaven of hope was
revealed. Five dollars per week would
pay his board and give him two dollars
per week over. With his trifling ex-—
penditure this would be independence.
One day in the week would meet this
literary draft upon his time, and then
he would be free to devote the

remainder to his great work. The letter
which he had written to his sister re-
mained in his pocket. He wrote instead
one of a very different character, which
carried joy to his sister's heart. His
walk terminated at the tailor's shop,
which he entered, and with the air of a
Rothschild ordered a new over-coat. How
the outward landscape varies with the
mood of him who looks upon it! In the
morning it had seemed sombre. Now it
was smiling; +the faces of men seemed
friendly; every thing was in tune.

"You've heard good news, I expect,
Mr. Farnham," said Mrs. Hawkins, who had
felt quite concerned about her boarder's
evident low spirits.

"Yes, Mrs. Hawkins," said Ralph,
cheerfully. "I have had an offer to
write for the Weekly Bugle at five
dollars per week. That will enable me
to remain with you for some time to
come. Until it came I feared that I
should be obliged to leave Snowdon with-
in a month."

"Then I'm very glad you've been en-
gaged.. But how did the editor of the
Bugle come to hear of you?"

"I don't know," said Ralph, looking
perplexed. "He spoke of knowing me by
reputation. On the whole," he added,
with a smile, "as the offer is an ad-
vantageous one, I won't inquire,
lest it should turn out to be a dif-
ferent man he intended."

The same evening Ralph called at
the Judge's house, from which he had
absented himself for three weeks. Ellen
marked with pleasure his altered
demeanor. She could not doubt that it
was the result of the step she had
taken. Perhaps it was this thought that
made her, though not less friendly, a
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little more quiet than usual. . Ralph,
on the other hand, showed more than
his usual confidence and animation. He
was conscious that he had never
appeared to better advantage. It was
not alone the sense of pecuniary in-
dependence. The liberal terms which
had been offered made him feel that
his abilities were acknowledged. Might
it not happen that the great world
would confirm the verdict of the
country editor?

"Really Mr. Farnham made himself very
agreeable this evening," said the Judge
after his visitor had departed. "I
hope he will call upon us oftener." "I
think he will," said Ellen to herself.

She was right. Freed from the
terrible pressure of pecuniary anxiety,
on good terms with himself and his work,
Ralph almost unconsciously increased
the frequency of his visits. In so do-
ing he was treading, though he knew it
not, on dangerous ground. As he became
more intimate with the Judge's daughter
her many attractions of mind and person
revealed themselves one by one. Her
beauty he acknowledged on his first
encountering her. Now that he knew her
better he felt that this was her least
charm. The reader does not need to be
told that he was fast drifting into

love.

Ellen became daily more quiet and
thoughtful. She was not easily led to
speak of Ralph, and her father blamed
her in his heart for treating the young
man coldly. How little do fathers un-
derstand of their daughters' hearts!

It was some time before Ralph became
aware of his love for the Judge's
daughter. There came a time when it
was revealed to him, and he stood dis-
mayed at the discovery. Meanwhile weeks
had slipped by, and it was now the mid-
dle of January.

One afternoon the stage left a passen-
ger at the Judge's door. He was a
spruce-looking young fellow, bearing the
stamp of the latest New York style, and
looked quite out of place in quiet
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Snowdon. He had run down to spend a
fortnight with the Judge, who was his
distant relative, and had been his guar-
dian. He made himself very attentive to
Ellen, whom he familiarly addressed as
"Cousin Nelly," much to the disgust of
Ralph. Of course the villagers were not
long in forming their conclusions. A
very small measure of attention is suf-
ficient in a New England village to
authorize the report that two parties
are "engaged." Who started such a re-—
port in the present instance did not
transpire. But one day Mrs. Hawkins re-
ferred to it at the table as a matter of
which there could be no doubt.

Ralph started, and his face flushed
and then grew pale.

"They do say," continued Mrs. Hawkins,
"that they've been engaged for a year or
more, and are to be married in the
spring. She is such a beautiful girl
that I do hope he is worthy of her."

"Worthy of her!" retorted Ralph, bit-
terly. "He is an empty-headed coxcomb."

He rose from the table abruptly, and
went to his own room.

"Poor fellow!" thought Mrs. Hawkins,
clearsighted on such subjects. "I was
afraid of it. And he's gone without
tasting of my apple-pudding! I will
warm up some for him to-night."

Ralph paced his room with rapid, un-
equal, steps. He did not for a moment
doubt the truth of what he had just
heard. What was more natural? Though
he was a fool, no doubt, Leslie James
had money, and was recognized as holding
a position in good society. Of course
Ellen would marry in her own sphere.

Why not him? Yes, it was true. Now he
felt how imprudent he had been. He had
suffered himself to fall in love where
there was no hope of return. For he
felt that he did love with all the in-
tensity of which he was capable. Again
the sun seemed stricken from his firma-
ment. Again he relapsed into gloom.
Worthy Mrs. Hawkins tempted his appetite
with all the little delicacies her

experience could suggest; but .she
realized the truth of a famous saying,
though she had never heard of it, that
it is "hard to minister to a mind
[guerx, heart?] diseased."

Ralph ceased writing any thing beyond
the weekly contribution which he had
engaged to furnish to the Bugle. He was
living in a romance of his own, which
left him no room to shape one from the
experiences of ideal characters. His
mind was in no mood for exertion. He
wandered moodily hither and thither,
occasionally meeting Ellen and her com-
panion. He contented himself on such
occasions with a hasty bow, though once
he could not but notice that Ellen in-
tended to speak to him.

"Has that fellow lost any friends
lately?" asked Leslie James, carelessly.
"He looks like a walking funeral pro-
cession."

Ellen did not reply, but looked pained.

There was a pond in Snowdon, a pretty
sheet of water about two miles in cir-
cuit, wooded on one side. This was now
covered with ice nearly a foot thick.

It was a capital place for skaters, and
out of school-hours the boys congregated
there in large numbers.

Ellen was an expert skater. Her visi-
tor was but a novice. One morning she
sportively challenged him to a trial of
speed. He accepted, and procuring the
best pair of skates the village store
could supply, set out with his cousin on
their expedition. They were soon on the
shores of the pond, which was but a
quarter of a mile distant. Putting on
their skates, they confined themselves
for a time to the immediate neighborhood.
At length Ellen proposed to cross the
pond.

"You are sure the ice is safe?"

"Oh yes, there is no doubt of it. It
must be a foot thick."

There was one important circumstance
of which Ellen was not cognizant. On
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the opposite shore a considerable tract
of ice had been cut by an ice-dealer the
week before, and as yet the surface only
had frozen over, not thick enough to
bear even a child's weight, though in
general appearance it did not differ
much from the surrounding ice.

Her cheeks flushed with exercise, El-
len sped on to the dangerous spot, not
dreaming of peril. Her cousin, who was
a much inferior skater, lingered con-
siderably behind. There was a little
recess or bay at the northwestern ex-
tremity of the pond, where it chanced
that Ralph was that morning practicing.
As he emerged from it to the open pond
what was his horror on beholding
Ellen swiftly approaching what he knew
to be dangerous ground! He could not
warn her in time. He must try some
other means of saving her. Tasking
his strength to the utmost, he set out
to intercept her. Success seemed doubt—
ful. She had not seen him or his warn-
ing gestures. At last she saw him, and
understood her danger. But she could
not stop. Her headway was such that she
must inevitably plunge into the jaws
of destruction. Her heart turned sick
within her. She half-unconsciously
ejaculated, "Save me, Ralph!'" using this
name for the first time.

He was too late. Her feet had pressed
the treacherous surface, and the ice
gave way beneath her. In a moment she
was immersed in the chilly waters of the
pond. But not alone. She felt that
there was some one at her side, that
strong arms upheld her. Then she faint--
ed, and knew nothing more till she found
herself on the ice with Ralph leaning
anxiously over her. Her great peril and
his instrumentality in saving her
flashed upon her mind. She held out her
hand. Urged by an uncontrollable
impulse, he kissed it. She did not with-
draw it, but smiled faintly. That smile
told him all that he wished to know.

Just then Leslie James came up. He
had been very much frightened by his
cousin's danger, but the strap of his
skate had broken, and he had been unable
to come to her assistance sooner.
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"By Jove, Nelly, you've had a narrow
escape!" he said.

"I should have lost my life but for
Mr. Farnham's timely assistance."

"By Jove, Mr. Farnham, we're exces-
sively obliged to you! You're a trump.
Excuse me, I mean a gentleman."

"Thank you," said Ralphj; "I feel fully
repaid for all that I have done." He
looked brightly and significantly at
Ellen.
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When Ellen and her cousin returned
home and reported what had happened the
Judge opened his arms and, clasping his
beloved child to his heart, thanked God
fervently that she had been spared to
him. With almost youthful impetuosity
he hurried across the street and into
Ralph's room.

"How can I thank you?" he said, extend-
ing both hands, his tone full of emo-
tion. "She was all that I had, and
you have saved her."

"Do not thank me, Judge Henderson,"
said Ralph, in a low voice. "I fear you
will frown upon me when I tell you, as I
feel it my duty to do, that I love your
daughter."

The Judge was silent for a moment.
"Does Ellen know this?" he asked.

"I think she does. In the excitement
of saving her I think I betrayed myself."
"And do you think she returns it?"
Ralph blushed like a girl. "I-I have

reason to think she does," he
faltered.

"Then you have my consent," said the
Judge, promptly.

Ralph started, and his face became
radiant with joy. "But I am poor—I
have nothing," he said, a moment after—
ward, looking anxiously at the Judge.

"You have talent, and Ellen has
money,'" said the Judge, cheerfully. "It
is a fair exchange. But go over and see
her. If she gives her consent mine will
not be wanting."

A day or two afterward Ralph Farnham
sat in the Judge's drawing-room, his
future son-in-law. Ellen was sitting
near by, her face full of quiet happi-
ness, while Ralph read to the attentive
Judge the first chapters of his new ro-
mance. As it is soon to be given to the
world I will forbear any further allusion
to it. The day of publication is to be
Ralph's wedding-day. His sister, who

has resigned her position as govern-
ess, will officiate as bridemaid, and
become a member of her brother's house-
hold. No one is better pleased with the
match than Judge Henderson, who firmly
believes that his son-in-law is des-
tined to win a place among our most
eminent American authors.

* * *

NEWSBOY BOOK REVIEW

by Jack Bales

Horatio Alger, Jr. By Gary Scharn-

horst. Boston: Twayne's U.S. Authors
Series, 1980. Preface by the author.
170 pages. Index. Hardbound: $9.95.

Is a new Alger biography needed?
Definitely yes! All other available
works are colored by material that is
simply untrue; moreover, Scharnhort's
scholarly book — appearing in Twayne's
renowned "U.S. Author's Series" —
contains not only the first fully
accurate and footnoted biographical
sketch of Alger ever published, but
also new appraisals of the man who
wrote over 100 juvenile books for young
people.

Scharnhorst follows his thirty page
biographical piece with chapters that
analyze the author's fiction — both
that written for adults as well as his
books for juveniles. One of Scharn-
horst's premises is that Alger was pri-
marily a moralist and writer of didactic
stories for children and that twentieth
century readers and critics transformed
him into "an aplologist for industrial
capitalism who genuflected at the altar
of Success" (p. 142). [Note: see p. 10 of
this Newsboy. Gary's thesis is borne
out by the description "Moral and
Religious" on Alger's "Authors" card].
Scharnhorst thus "de-mythologize  Al-
ger and offers significant explanations
on how this gradual "transformation"
occurred. Numerous footnotes and an
excellent bibliography conclude his
book.

A strong point of Horatio Alger, Jr.
is the omission of oft-repeated and
quaint anecdotes concerning Alger that
have no basis of truth. There is no
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primary source evidence in the public
domain that shows that Alger ever lived
in the Newsboys' Lodging House, that his
Phil, the Fiddler had any effect on the
padrone system, nor that he traveled out
West overland. Thus, Scharnhorst de-
serves congratulations for his pain-
staking attention to detail and his-
torical accuracy.

In short, Horatio Alger, Jr. is a
scholarly book, intended for the re-
searcher and serious Alger collector.

It is a dramatic departure from all
previously published biographies, and
this reviewer finds Scharnhorst's ap-
proach and treatment of his subject
thoroughly refreshing. He has done an
admirable job of dispelling — hopefully

once and for all — the myths surround-
ing this famed nineteenth century author.
* 3 *

NEWSBOY BOOK REVIEW
by Jack Bales

The Magazine Maze: A Prejudiced Per-

spective. By Herbert R. Mayes. N. Y.:
Doubleday, 1980. 378 pages. Index.

Hardbound: $14.95.

"There wasn't any °~ uncertainty about
it, I never wanted to be anything but an
editor." So begins — and ends —
Herbert R. Mayes's The Magazine Maze, an
autobiography that doubles as a virtual
publishing textbook as Mayes recounts
anecdotes and recalls incidents through-
out his brilliant — and occasionally
turbulent — career as an editor. Of
particular interest to HAS members are
the pages he devotes to the story of his
1928 book, Alger: A Biography Without a
Hero. This was written as a hoax, a
takeoff on the debunking biographies
that were popular during the 1920's,
but to the dismay of Alger researchers
it was treated as an authoritative work
for almost 5 decades [See Newsboy,
January-February, 1974 issue].

But this episode is a mere footnote in
Mayes's rags to riches success story
that spans fifty years, leaving him at
the end probably the most well known
editor in twentieth century America.
Armed with a grade school education, he
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began his editorial career at age
twenty on The Inland Merchant, a trade
paper for small town general stores.
Subsequent positions included work on
other trade magazines, plus the editor-
ships of Pictorial Review, Town and
Country, Cosmopolitan, McCall's and
Good Housekeeping. When Mayes was sum-
marily dismissed from the Hearst
Corporation's Good Housekeeping after
over thirty years with the magazine, he
went to McCall's and in mere months
made publishing history as he turned
the somewhat lackluster periodical

into the most talked about women's
magazine of the day. As the eminent
Henry Luce declared publicly, "'What is
this McCall's — something to read or
something to eat? It is both — it feeds
the mind and feasts the eyes'" (p. 302).

Enthralling anecdotes abound through-
out the book. "At a luncheon following
a Norton Simon stockholders meeting I
was talking with a stranger, a handsome
and cultivated gentleman. Because I
wanted to introduce him to somebody, I
asked if I might know his name. He was
most accommodating. 'Grant,' he said,
'Cary Grant.' When I told the story at
home, both my children screamed, 'You
mean you didn't recognize him?' At
another lunch, in London, with Sir
John Wolfenden, then head of the British
Museum, I said I supposed Greece
always would hold it against the British
for making off with the Elgin Marbles.
'We didn't "make off" with them,' he
said heatedly, 'we bought and paid for
them. And for your information, we
pronounce Elgin with a hard "g"'"

(pp. 194-95).

The Magazine Maze 1s not just mere
autobiography, and it should be read
by all students in Journalism 101, Can
readers' letters be a guide in running
a magazine? What is the purpose of
literary agents? Why is clarity so
important in writing for a mass-circu-
lation magazine? Why should books not
be reviewed by people who have already
written on the same subject? Why are
regular columns vital to a magazine's
existence? In essence, then, Mayes
relates what is significant about the
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entire magazine field, and intersperses
advice with his own past experiences.
He describes the pleasures - and also
the problems - of being an editor and of
working with such authors as John Stein-
beck, Ernest Hemingway, Willa Cather and
William Faulkner. He minces no words,
and is quick to point out that the maga—
zine field is no place for the thin
skinned. While he was editor, he took
orders from no one, and "brooked no
interference" as he met challenges head
on. "'Mayes,' said Time, 'is bellow-
ing, belligerent, brilliant'" (p. 245).

The Magazine Maze, written by a member
of the Horatio Alger Society, will be
enjoyed by those individuals who like
biographies; moreover, it will in-
trigue readers who have even a passing
interest in the publishing world. TIt's
a "must" for all who regularly read =
and are fascinated by - magazines.

Author's note: The Magazine Maze
has been reviewed in numerous periodi-
cals 1inecluding the January 12, 1981
issue of Time Magazine. Ralph Gardner
called me on January 9th and told me
that Herb will be interviewed on his
regular radio program, "Ralph Gardner's
Bookshelf."

* * =
"CAPITAL CAUCUS" FORECAST
TO BE A GREAT ONE
by Bob Williman

Registrations for our 1981 Convention,
held May 14-16, continue to pour in. The
weather in May in the National Capital
is generally beautiful and it is not
possible to visit all of the Washington
bookshops in three days. Feedback from
registrants indicate that there will be
hundreds of better Algers available at
the booksale and there is no question
that the selling and trading will be
frantic. Items for the auction will
prove to be most interesting and I am
asking that all Society members bring or
send appropriate items for it. All pro-
ceeds from the auction go into our
treasury and are used for the work of
HAS. Please be generous in your
consideration of a book or two or
other salable items. See you in May!!

ISSN 0028-9396

RANDOM REPORTS FROM ALGERLAND
’ by Jack Bales

Madeleine B. Stern - author of Im-
prints on History (a chapter of which
concerning Alger publisher A. K. Loring
was reprinted in the December, 1976
Newsboy), has authored a new volume:
Publishers for Mass Entertainment in
the Nineteenth Century (Boston: G. K.
Hall, 1980). One of the chapters, a
history of Street and Smith Publishing
Company, was contributed by Ralph D.
Gardner and is the result of a 1979 Hess
Research Fellowship Grant in American
Children's Literature that was awarded
Ralph by the University of Minnesota
Libraries.

Many people in HAS who have ordered
Algers from Gil Westgard's press have
wondered where the last two volumes
are. Gil asked me to write in Newsboy
that the books are "hung up" at the
bindery and that he has no idea when
they'll be finished. They will, he
says, eventually be published.

Each of a dozen celebrities was asked
to list the "Books that Shaped My Life."
The results were printed in "Family
Weekly," a magazine supplement to many
December 28, 1980 newspapers. By Janu-
ary 10, Ken Butler, Ann Sharrard and i
Evelyn Grebel had all sent in the fol-
lowing clipping (with both Ann and
Evelyn commenting, "You'll probably
get a dozen copies of this article,
bt » o« M

George Burns, comedian

“Well, [ liked all of Horatio Alger.

Every book that cost two cents helped

my life. In those days you could buy

‘em. . .| used to buy "em for two

cents and sell ‘em for three.” Nt



