
However, before blaming these youthful students for� 

their bad judgement, let it be remembered that when some� 

time ago somebody published a not very convincing fake of an� 

eighteenth-century diary, the aged critic. Sir Edmund Gosse,� 

librarian of the House of Lords, fell for it immediately.� 

And there was also the case of the Parisian art critics, of� 

I forget wh ," who went into rhaib^sbdies over a� 

picture which was afterwards discovered to have been painted� 

by a donkey with a paint-brush tied to its tail.� 
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«AS T PT.KASE TRIBUNE. 9 JUyTE. 1944. 

Arthur Koestler's recent article in Tribune.^ set ine 

wohdeting whether racket will start up again in its 

old vigour after the war, when paper is plentiful and there 

are other things to spend your money on. 

Publishers have got to live, like anyone else, and you 

cannot blame them for advertising their wares, but the truly 

shameful feature of literary life before the war was the 

blurring of the distinction between advertisement and 

criticism. A number of the so-called reviewers, and 

especially the best-known ones, were simply blurb writers. 

The "screaming" advertisement started sometime in the 

nineteen-twenties, and as the competition to take up as much 

space and use as many superlatives as possible became 

fiercer, publishers' advertisements grew to be an important 

source of revenue to a number of papers. The literary pages 

of several well-known newspapers were practically owned by a 

handful of publishers, who had their quislings planted in 

all the important jobs. These wretches churned forth 

praise—"masterpiece," "brilliant," "unforgettable" and so 

forth—like so many mechanical pianos. A book coming from 

the right publishers could be absolutely certain not only of 

favourable reviews, but of being placed on the "recommended" 
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list which industrious book borrowers would cut out and take
 

to the library the next day.
 

If you published books at several different houses you
 

soon learned how strong the pressure of advertiseinent was.
 

A book coming from a big publisher, who habitually spent
 

large sums of advertisement, might get fifty or seventy-five
 

reviews: a book from a small publisher might get only
 

twenty. I knew of one case where a theological publisher,
 

for some reason, took it in his head to publish a novel. He
 

spent a great deal of money on advertising it. It got
 

exactly four reviews in the whole of England, and the bhly
 

full-length one was in a motoring paper, which seized the
 

opportunity to point out that the part of the country
 

described in the novel would be a good place for a motoring
 

tour. This man was not in the racket, his advertisements
 

were not likely to become a regular source of income to the
 

literary papers, and so they just ignored him.
 

Even reputable literary papers could not afford to
 

disregard their advertisers altogether. It was quite usual
 

to send a book to a reviewer with some such formula as
 

"Review this book if it seems any good. If not, send it
 

back. We don't think it's worth while to print simply
 

damning reviews." Naturally a person to whom the guinea or
 

so that he gets for the review means next week's rent is not
 

going to send the book back. He can be counted on to find
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something to praise, whatever his private opinion of the
 

book may be. In America even the pretence that hack
 

reviewers read the books they are paid to criticize has been
 

partially abandoned. Publishers, or some publishers, send
 

out with review copies a short synopsis telling the reviewer
 

what to say. Once, in the case pf a novel of my own, they
 

mis-spelt the name of one of the characters. The same mis
 

spelling turned up in review after review. The so-called
 

critics had not even glanced at the book—which,
 

nevertheless, most of them boosted to the skies.
 

^In Tribune. 28 April, 1944, Koestler had Written ah prtip^
 

in the form of a letter to a young Corporal who had written
 

to ask for advice as to which book reviewers could be taken
 

as reliable guides. Koestler pointed out the dismal
 

standards of criticism prevailing in most of the press.
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APPENDIX'S
 

"AS I PLEASE," TRIBUNE. 21 JULY 1944.
 

I have jiist found my copy of Samuel Butler's Note
 

Books, the full edition of the first series, published by
 

Jonathan Cape in 1912. It is twenty years old and none the
 

better for having gone through several rainy seasons in
 

Burma, but at any rate it exists, which is all to the good,
 

for this is another of those well-known books which have now
 

ceased to be procurable. Cape's later produced an abridged
 

version in the Traveller's Library, but it is an
 

unsatisfactory, abridgement, and the second series which was
 

published about 1934 does not contain much that is of value.
 

It is in the first series that you will find the story of
 

Butler's ihtetview with a Turkish official at the
 

Dardanelles, the description of his method of buying new-


laid eggs and his endeavors to photograph a seasick bishop,
 

and other similar trifles which in a way are worth more than
 

his major works.
 

Butler's main ideas now seem to be either unimportant,
 

or to suffer from wrong emphasis. Biologists apart, who now
 

cares whether the Darwinian theory of evolution, or the
 

Lumarckian version which Butler supported, is the correct
 

one? The whole question of evolution seems less momentous
 

than it did, because, unlike the Victorians, we do not feel
 

that to be descended from animals is degrading to human
 

82
 



Wallheim, Richard. "Orwell Reconsidered." George Orwell.
 
Ed. Harold Bloom. New York: Chelsea House Publishers,
 
1987, 63-66.
 

woodcock, George. The crystal Spirit. Boston: Little,
 
Brown and Company, 1966.
 

87
 


