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PREFACE

ILE this book mainly consists of matter

now published for the first time, it also
contains reprints of the author’s articles from
Harper’s Magazine, The Century, Scribner’s, The
Outlook, and other periodicals.

I desire to give my hearty thanks to the propri-
etors of these magazines for the kind permission
which enables me to reprint articles which are
their property and no longer mine.

A book which contains the collected writings of
a lifetime — and nearly all on one subject —
must of necessity comprise some repetitions. In
defense of such repetitions I may justify myself

by quoting a line from the veracious author of
“Alice in Wonderland”:

“What I tell you three times — 13 truel”

F. K.
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INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER

CHIEFLY PERSONAL

HAT sturdy old British dogmatist, Dr. Samuel

Johnson, used to maintain stoutly that no

man in his senses ever read a book through from

beginning to end. His own method was to glance

rapidly through the pages, read only the parts
that interested him, and “skip” all the rest.

Dr. Johnson’s plan might be wisely followed in
the case of this introductory chapter of mine,
for it contains very little about Engravings and
Etchings, and, I fear, far too much about the
present writer.

But at the age of sixty-five an old campaigner
like myself may })e pardoned if he is, at times, a
little garrulous,” seeing that he began his cam-
paigning at the age of thirteen; and so I feel some-
what like Oliver Goldsmith’s old soldier, who
““shouldered his crutch and showed how Fields
were won,”’ although I shall pass very gently over
the occasions when some of my own “fields” were
lost.

A kindly English cynic has said that before an
old man actually falls into his dotage there inter-
venes a sort of mellow Indian Summer which may
be called his anec-dotage, and this I take to be

xix
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my own position now. But having fairly warned
the reader that this first chapter is of a rambling
and scattered character, I add the promise that
throughout the remainder of the book I shall
stick closely to my subject.

As in the case of so many other men, the career
which I had planned for myself proved to be very
unlike that which my actual life-work has been.
From early boyhood I had resolved to be a farmer.
I loved the country and everything pertaining to
it, — the domestic animals and birds, the wild
creatures, the vegetation in all its forms. In the
year 1862 my father and mother, with their eight
children, were residing in Liverpool, England, and
although he had a comfortable competence, my
father deliberately came to the conclusion that
North America was a better country than England
for the future career of his boys and girls, and to
America the whole family came. But my father,
being a stanch British Tory, had a very poor
opinion of these United States, and so we settled
in Canada. There I worked very contentedly on
a farm for about two years, and I would probably
have remained a Canadian farmer to the present
hour were it not that I sustained a hurt which
nearly killed me and which put an end to every
species of work which required physical strength
and endurance.

It was haying time on the farm. My own work
was to drive a team of horses to the meadow, where
the hay was ready for housing in the barn, to build
the load on the wagon and to drive the horses
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home. The men who pitched the hay up to me were
too lazy or too careless to carry their pitchforks
to the barn, so they threw them up on the top of
the high load. I started my horses, but an axle
broke, the load toppled over, and I fell heavily
on the prongs of a fork which pierced my lungs
deeply. When the doctor saw me his opinion
amounted to just this: “If he lives he’ll live, and
if he dies he’ll die.” Well, I lived —but my
farming days were forever at an end.

Next after farming I think I loved books best,
and so I made my way to New York and engaged
in that most interesting business, a bookseller’s.

To finish this brief account of my family in
Canada, I will mention that when each one of
my brothers attained the age when he could
safely disobey parental authority he quit Canada
and settled in the United States, and not long
afterward the old couple joined us in New York,
where they lived happily to the ages of seventy-
six and eighty-four respectively. My old father
soon became an enthusiastic American. He was
especially proud of a letter which he received
from the President of the United States, Gen-
eral Grant; and I well remember his pronounce-
ment after he had read every word of the famous
Beecher trial. He flung down his newspaper,
and exclaimed (in allusion to the old British cus-
tom of starving a jury so as to compel them to
agree on a verdict) “Well, if I were on that jury
I'd eat my shoes before I'd convict that man!™

But how did I become a printseller, forty years
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ago? 1 never sought such a career, and I had no
knowledge of fine prints; but I was pitchforked
into it (pitchforks again!) by a quaint and curi-
ous occurrence. Among my New York acquaint-
ances was an elderly London printseller who
had set up a shop in New York. During his
frequent visits to me he wasted my time sadly
by his incessant grumbling. Everything in New
York was wrong. Day and night, summer and
winter, were all wrong. The people of New York
got on his nerves because some of them talked with
a nasal twang, and it afflicted him that vehicles
took the right side of the street instead of driving
to the left “as they very properly do in London.”

At length he could endure his annoyances no
longer, so he clapped his entire stock into Leavitt’s
Rooms and had it sold at auction. The result
of this sale was (this was forty years ago) that
the inferior prints all sold at good prices, but in
the course of the sale our old pessimist found it
necessary to bid in some sixty-two of his finest
prints so as not to have them sacrificed at the
auction. Then he came to me, with the portfolio
of his prints under his arm, and said: “These
prints are the last tie that binds me to this
hateful place, and there is a steamer sailing
for England on Saturday. I believe I shall go
mad if I have to stay in this abominable town for
another week, and so I want you to make me an
offer for these prints which I saved from slaughter
at the auction. I assure you that they cost me,
in London, well over a hundred pounds sterling.”
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For my part, I had no more use for his old prints
than I would have had for the collection of echoes
which Mark Twain’s hero spent a fortune in
purchasing, and so to “let him down easy” I said
I would not pay more than a hundred dollars
for them. But, to my dismay, he accepted my
offer, and I found myself in a similar predica-
ment to that of the old lady who had won an
elephant at a raffle! However, the prints were
mine, and I soon learned to hate the sight of
them.

This brings me to mention a Philadelphia
man who had, in several ways, a strong influence
in making my life what it has been. He was
George Gebbie, a Scotchman by birth, and one
of the finest among the admirable men whom it
has been my privilege to know. He had his
faults, however, including a very irritable and
pugnacious temper; but apart from that I have
never known a more thoroughly manly man.
Mr. Gebbie had a passionate love for fine litera-
ture, and, indeéd, he himself could write very
well both in prose and verse. It was he who
first indoctrinated me into the love of the writings
of Shakespeare and of Thackeray. I remember
that when he recommended me to read Thackeray
I asked him what was the main characteristic
of that author’s writings. His answer was so
good that it ought to be preserved in print: “ Well,

{ it’s a kindly sneer at poor humanity.” 1 do not
think that Thackeray could be better character-
ized in one short phrase.
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Mr. Gebbie was, at that time, a publisher and
bookseller in Philadelphia and for years I had so
much business to transact with him that I often
went there. On one occasion I had to remain in
Philadelphia for an entire week. Before leaving
New York I wrote to my friend Gebbie, announ-
cing my visit, and in my letter I made mention
of the portfolio of prints which I had so foolishly
bought from the grim old Londoner. I said in
the letter: “You remember the story in the Vicar
of Wakefield of Moses, the vicar’s guileless son,
who took a horse to sell at the fair, and instead
of bringing back the much-needed money he
brought home, in payment for the horse, a gross
of green spectacles, which had been palmed off
on him by a knave.” 1 added that I myself,
no wiser than young Moses, had bought a gross
of green spectacles in the shape of a portfolio of
ancient and dingy looking prints. My {riend,
in answering my letter, told me to bring my
“gross of green spectacles” along with me when
I came to Philadelphia, and he added, “You may
not know it, but there are people who collect
these smoky, poky old prints.”

Arriving in Philadelphia with my hated port-
folio, Mr. Gebbie gave me a letter of introduc-
tion to the late John S. Phillips, a wealthy old
Philadelphian who had spent most of his life
in collecting fine old engravings, and whose col-\
lection is now one of the chief treasures of the
Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Arts. I showed ¢
him my sixty-two prints and told him how they
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came into my possession. Mr. Phillips looked
them over and asked me what was their price.
I answered that, like a fool, I had paid a hundred
dollars for them and that all 1 asked was to get
my money back if I could. The gracious old
gentleman answered, “ You say you know nothing
as to the value of these prints. That being so,
it would be a dishonest act on my part to buy
the lot from you for a hundred dollars. I find
six among them which are well worth that sum
to me, and I will buy them from you.”

Old Mr. Phillips, being full of his hobby and
learning that I was to remain in Philadelphia
for a week, undertook my first education in print-
lore. He put some questions to me: “Can you
translate from the French?” I answered ““Yes.”
“Can you translate German?” “No.” “Can
you translate Italian?” “With the aid of what
Latin I know, yes.” Then he showed me rows
and rows of books in his library and said to me:
“These are all books of reference describing
the works of vartious great engravers. They are
mainly in the French language. You shall come
here every day, take some of your prints, and
identify them in my books.” This was my first
lesson in my specialty.

Mr. Phillips also marked the approximate
value on each one of my prints and gave me letters
of introduction to other Philadelphia collectors.
Among these were the late John Huneker, father
of Mr. James G. Huneker, of New York, the
distinguished writer on art and on music. I was
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also introduced to the greatest print-collector of
his time, James L. Claghorn. During my long
life it has been my privilege to have known many
notable men and women, but a finer specimen
of humanity, mentally and morally, than Mr.
Claghorn I have never known. He was of a type
which is very rare except in America; a strong,
forceful man who would have been a master under
nearly any circumstances, a great financier, a
powerful man of affairs, but yet a genuine lover
and collector of works of art. He was a huge
man, weighing more than three hundred pounds,
but he had a heart nearly as big as his own girth!
The poorest and obscurest art student in Phila-
delphia was as welcome to examine and study
his art treasures as was the greatest person in
the community. Mr. Claghorn, at the sugges-
tion of Mr. Phillips, bought a number of prints
from my ‘“gross of green spectacles,” and I re-
turned to New York with money enough to make
me decide to become a printseller. To do this
it was necessary for me to go to Europe to pro-
cure my stock, and to Europe I went. It did
not take long for me to expend my little store of
money, so I packed up my stock and engaged
my passage to New York on a steamer which
was to sail in a few days. The day following I
learned that the greatest printseller in all Europe
could be found at number 109, The Strand. I
went there and read on the signboard the name
of Noseda. I entered, inquired for Mr. Noseda,
and learned that the head of the house was Mrs.
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Noseda, an elderly widow. I was introduced to
her and found that in spite of her Italian name
she was a good cockney who had been born to
the prosy name of Jane Smith, and I perceived
that when she spoke, the letter & was very uncer-
tain in her vocabulary. 1 stated my business
and said that I had spent all my money before
I knew of her and her magnificent stock of
rare prints. ‘It might be arranged,” said Mrs.
Noseda, “if you ’ave good London references.”
Well, I had, and next day I took to her three
letters of which I was quite proud. “What are
these?” said she. I answered that they were
three letters from prominent London merchants,
and that these letters spoke of me as being an
honest and industrious young man. Mrs. No-
seda tore up the three letters unopened, dropped
them into the fire, and said to me: “Now you
may take anything and everything you like of
my stock, and when you return from New  York
next year you shall pay me for them.”

This remarkable woman’s confidence in a
struggling “nobody” gave me my first real start
as a printseller; and I may add that for long years
afterwards I had the pleasure of paying her a
good many thousands of pounds sterling.

Some competent person should have written
Mrs. Noseda’s biography. If ever there was a
genuine ‘‘character” she was one. She was
upright and downright, very aggressive and posi-
tive, she was endowed with ‘““a fine, furious tem-
per,” and afraid of nothing in heaven above, or
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on earth beneath. Like nearly all of the Lon-
don shopkeepers (strange to say) she was a
stanch Tory, and she was recognized throughout
Europe as the authority on her difficult specialty.
After her shop was shut in the evening I often
joined her at supper, and this supper always
consisted of bread and cheese and a glass of
bitter ale. On these occasions it was sometimes
my humor to set her to abusing Mr. Gladstone.
She would willingly have pulled the rope which
should hang him! At supper one evening we
had the company of Mr. Addington, a gentleman
who had made a notable collection of prints.
In expounding her theories to him I remember
that she brought down her fist on the table and
shouted out: ‘“Women are the henemies of my
business.” It was true enough then, but (at
least in America) all that is changed now, and
to-day women are among the most enlightened
and enthusiastic collectors of fine prints. After
her death her son and successor very truly said
tto me: “My mother should have been a man.”
If she had been she would have been an excep-
tionally manly man. Her habitual epithet in
speaking of a certain rival, a man who had
nothing like her own knowledge and taste in
works of art, was ‘“that old woman in Garrick
Street.”

Although she was a genuinely womanly woman
she had, superadded to that, the heart of a hero.
I shall relate one of the most “manly” acts I
ever knew of her: Her landlord was the late Mar-
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quis of Salisbury, who was afterward the Brit-
ish prime minister. Any London shopkeeper is
highly flattered if a nobleman takes the slightest
notice of him, but in this incident his lordship
found that in patronizing Mrs. Noseda he had
got (as a patriotic Englishman said to Queen
Elizabeth after her victory over the “invincible”
Spanish Armada) “the wrong sow by the ear”!
Lord Salisbury, who had long been a man of let-
ters, was making a historical study of the speakers
of the House of Commons during the reign of
Charles the Second. Mrs. Noseda, knowing of
this, selected from her great stock of prints a
large number of portraits bearing on the subject,
and along with them she sent memoranda about
the chief British painters and engravers of that
epoch. About this time the first co-operative
stores had been established in London and, in
consequence, all the retail shopkeepers were
greatly alarmed for their own future. I was in
the valiant old womian’s shop when a grand car-
riage stopped at the door, a footman carried in
a portfolio of prints, and the Marquis of Salis-
bury entered, carrying in his hand a large official
looking card, which was signed, countersigned,
and sealed. This was a certificate of life-member-
ship in the Army and Navy co-operative stores,
and was made out in the name of Mrs. Jane
Noseda. His lordship said to her: “In lending
me all these rare portraits, and sending me your
memoranda about them, you have done me a
service greater than you may suppose. I will
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not offend you by offering to pay you for this,
but I have brought you a little present which
you will find useful.” With that he handed her
the card. She read it and then said to him:
“What is this, my lord?” He told her what it
was, but she laid it down before him on a table,
and said: “I thank you, my lord, but I cawn’t go
against my own class.” “Why, Mrs. Noseda,”
said he, “you will save ten or fifteen per cent in
the purchasing of all your household supplies.”
“Let the shopkeepers make their profit out of
me!” she shouted (by this time she was angry).
“My lord,” she went on, “you and the other great
property owners are starving your own tenants,
and if this goes on you will have whole rows of
shops standing empty and idle. I won’t accept
your card!” The Marquis of Salisbury was
little used to having such “faithful”” talk addressed
to him by one of his own tenants, so he stared at
the angry old woman, put the offending card in
his pocket, and exclaiming “God bless my soul!”
strode away to his carriage.

In attending the many important auction sales
in Paris, she had no mercy on her own health.
She would quit London in the evening, travel all
night to Paris (a wearisome journey), next morn-
ing she would examine the prints, then spend the
whole afternoon in the auction room, and that
same evening she would set out on her return to
London.

In Paris “Madame” Noseda was almost as well
known as were the two great towers of the cathe-
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dral of Notre Dame. Indeed, any one seeing her in
her street attire (which was the same at all seasons
and for long years) was not likely to forget her.
She generally wore a yellow gown; her hat was of
the most outlandish and flamboyant British style,
but it was her outer street garment which made
her unforgetable. It was a satin shawl of scarlet
and yellow, in broad alternate stripes, and it could
be seen in the street as far as human eyesight could
reach. Whenever some great collection of prints
came to be sold at auction she was pretty sure to
be the largest buyer; and yet her knowledge of
the French language was of the slightest. She
could say “oui” and “non” and “bon jour,” but
beyond that she knew little more except the
numerals 1, 2, 3, etc., which were indispensable
for her buying and selling; but, all the same, and
by some ‘“rule of thumb” of her own, she gener-
ally managed to puzzle out the meaning of auction
catalogues and books of reference in the French
and German languages. Once, I remember, she
missed buying an important old Dutch print at
a Paris auction. She had consulted the standard
French authority on the prints by that master,
and had read that in the middle distance, to the
left, there stood a “meule.” After she had missed
getting possession of the coveted print, she said to
me: “It’s not the right one. The book describes
a mule standing in the landscape. I could see no
quadruped there, all I saw was a hayrick.” She
did not know that the French word “meule” was
a hayrick!
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How often it happens, in this “vale of tears,”
that a human life ends sadly enough. It was so
in Mrs. Noseda’s case. When she was nearly
eighty I noticed, during my visits to London, that
her strenuous day’s work tired her greatly, and I
used to exhort her to take a long and complete
rest. Her answer generally was: “I cawn’t. Who
could take my place ’ere?” When I returned to
London one year, my first visit was to the print-
seller whom she used to call “that old woman.”
I said to him that I did not quite feel that I was
in London because I had not yet seen Mrs.
Noseda. This man, rubbing his hands gleefully,
said to me: ‘“We shall have no more trouble
with her. She’s in Bedlam™ (Bedlam, the Beth-
lehem Hospital for the insane, was what he meant).
I was shocked and grieved at the news he gave
me, but I said to him: “I see that your most
formidable rival has been disabled; but let me
tell you that Mrs. Noseda had more brains than
you and I and any other half dozen of us put
together.”

The valiant old woman lingered on in the asylum
for about three years, and then she died.

Another, though a minor character, among the
old-time London printsellers was Mr. Benoni
White, of Brownlow Street, High Holborn. It
was known that he was an expert who had accu-
mulated a fine stock of good prints. But his wife
inherited a legacy which was sufficient to main-
tain the old couple in comfort to the end of their
lives, and the true spirit of the old man was able
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to assert itself. Then it was found that he loved
his prints far too well to think of parting with any
of them. During the nine or ten years when I
knew him he used to keep regular business hours.
He would arrive in the morning, open his shop,
carefully locking the front door from the inside,
and then settle down to be happy until the even-
ing hour for closing. Many a time have I stared
through the windows at prints which I would
have been very glad to buy; and having tried the
locked door I would knock, the old man would
look up, pleasantly enough, but would give me a {
decided shake of his head and then go on contem- r"” 3 o
plating some of his particular pets, and leave me %
fretting and fuming on the sidewalk. After the
legacy he never parted with a print to the day of /
blis death.

When famous collections of old prints have come
to be dispersed at public auction in Europe the
operation of buying what one wants has its own
adventures. One such I shall relate. At the sale
in Berlin of a great collection, I bought, for 1400
marks, Rembrandt’s large etching called “The
Great Ecce Homo™ representing Pontius Pilate
presenting Christ to the people. After the print
had been “knocked down” to me, a well-dressed
but somehow suspicious looking man came and
spoke to me in German, but quickly perceiving
that I did not understand that language he at
once dropped into excellent French. At the theater
I have sometimes paid my money to witness an
actor playing a part which was not so well acted
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as this comedy which my interlocutor then pro-
ceeded to play for me.

He said, very politely, “Sir, I see that you
are a stranger in Berlin. I myself was born here
and I have some civic pride in my native city.
I am sorry to tell you that you have been de-
frauded in paying the price which you did for that
Rembrandt etching. There is an unfair combi-
nation here to compel strangers to pay an exces-
sive price at auctions of works of art. I have
often remonstrated with my fellow citizens and
have told them that they were driving away such
sales to the Paris and London auction houses.”
After he had ascertained that I was willing to buy
a duplicate proof of the Ecce Homo, he said:
“As a loyal citizen of Berlin, it is in my power to
make restitution to you for the excessive price
which they have made you pay just now” (I
knew that I had not paid an excessive price). He
went on: “I have in my own collection a much
better proof of this same etching. If yours is
worth fourteen hundred marks mine is certainly
worth two thousand; but, so as to make restitu-
tion to you, I would sell it for one thousand.”
He conducted me to a handsome and well-fur-
nished house and, producing his print, he laid it
before me with the care which was due to so pre-
cious an object. I again asked him its price, and he
answered: ‘“Under the circumstances, and for you
only, the price is one thousand marks.” I looked
him straight in the eye and told him that I would
give him five marks for it! He gave me a quick,
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sharp glance, saw that his imposture was de-
tected and said to me, cheerfully enough, “Take
it!”’ I bought it for five marks, so as to put it along
with my original Rembrandt. This very deceiv-
ing counterfeit is the work of a pupil of Rem-
brandt’s, Solomon Savry, and it is practically as
fine a picture as the original. The only way to
distinguish them is that Savry had slightly cor-
rected the drawing of the extended hand of a
pharisee, which hand, Rembrandt, in his creative
haste, had drawn a little carelessly.

I am bound to add that this man who had elab-
orated a comedy to cheat me was friendly and
useful to me during the remaining days of the
auction sale. He had doubtless realized what Sir
Walter Scott calls

“That stern joy which warriors feel,
At foeman worthy of their steel.”

I have already said that I would pass very ten-
derly over the failures and mistakes of my career
as a printseller; but I will relate an incident in
which I was fortunate beyond my deserts. The
first — the indispensable authority on the old en-
gravers and etchers is Le Peintre-Graveur, a work
in twenty-one volumes, compiled more than a
century ago by Adam Bartsch, the curator of
the great collection of engravings at Vienna. He
wrote this monumental work in the French lan-
guage, and his diction, if quaint, is very good.

One summer, when I was in London, I had
money enough to buy a set of “Bartsch.” The

}a%w-dé‘s



xxxvi THE GOLDEN AGE OF ENGRAVING

evening of the day upon which I received the
work I dined at the house of a wealthy Londoner.
After dinner the footman served the guests with
large cups of very strong:coffee. All the guests,
including the ladies, partook of this stimulant,
and, not to be singular, so'did I. Arrived at my
lodging about midnight I found that the coffee
was far too potent to allow me to sleep. So I left
my bed, lit my candle, and sought some stupid
book the reading of which might induce som-
nolence. I took up, at random, volume 14 of
Bartsch’s work, returned to bed, and by the light
of my candle I read nearly all of the four hundred
and fifty pages. This volume treats of the works
engraved by Marcantonio Ramondi, who worked
under the direction of Raphael. Toward morning
I got sleepy. The last print which I had read about
was a Madonna in the Clouds, a print which is mi-
nutely described by Bartsch, but which I had never
seen. Itis a print measuring about 64 by 5% inches.
Then I fell asleep. Next morning I went to keep
an appointment in the Brompton Road, and as
I rode by on the top of an omnibus I caught a
glimpse, down a narrow side street, of a shop
which had a bunch of old prints hanging at the
door. They were labeled “Your choice for six-
pence” (twelve cents). I was always blessed with
very keen eyesight, but naturally I could only see
the print which hung on the outside. 1 rode on
to my destination and then came back on foot to
the little street where I could have “my choice
for sixpence.” Most of the prints were not worth
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even this modest price, but the one I had had a
glimpse of, two hundred feet away, was obviously
a fine old Italian engraving, and in the manner of
Marcantonio. So I bought the print for sixpence
and took it to the Print Room of the British
Museum. One of the curators told me that it
was the genuine print, although it had been count-
erfeited more than once, and that my acquisition
was a fine original impression. Then I took it to
Mr. Holloway, a very learned printseller. I told
him that I had found it in a very unlikely place,
that I had bought it at a very low price, and that
I would sell it to him at any price which he would
name himself. Mr. Holloway, who knew the
famous print right well, said to me, “Well, Mr.
Keppel, this is a print for which I might not find
a buyer in ten years. I would take it from you at
thirty guineas (about $153), but it is worth more.”
I said I would accept the money, and he paid it
to me. So much for the combination of a big cup
of strong coffee, a man with long and strong eye-
sight, and perhaps, also, a good memory for what
he had read for the sole purpose of putting him-
self to sleep!

Besides Mr. Claghorn, two of the most notable
print-collectors of my time were the late Henry
F. Sewall and the late Samuel P. Avery, both
New Yorkers. Mr. Sewall’s specialty was the older
engravings, while Mr. Avery confined himself to
the nineteenth-century etchings.

Mr. Sewall’s knowledge of old prints was quite
phenomenal. In the course of my own affairs I
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have often been called upon to identify and authen-
ticate some rare old print. Sometimes I knew
it at sight, sometimes I found it described in the
books of reference, but on several occasions I had
to resort to my court of final appeal: I simply
took the print to Mr. Sewall and on every such
occasion he was at once able to identify it. The
citizens of Boston did a wise thing when, after Mr.
Sewall’s death, they bought his great collection
for their city.

Samuel P. Avery was a dealer in paintings, and
was perhaps the most eminent expert of his time.
His judgment on a painting was almost like ““the
oracle of the Lord” and many times since his
death some painting, bought on his recommenda-
tion, has been resold at a great advance on Mr.
Avery’s original price for it. It is very unusual
for a man who has made a competence in_retail
business to become a generous public benef’;(ﬁ‘r,
ctmmpanmerrt K
but Samuel P. Avery was a notable exception.
In his later years he was one of the most liberal
and public-spirited citizens of New York. The
Avery Library of architectural books at Columbia
University is one of the permanent monuments
to his memory. Another is the superb collection
of oriental porcelains which is now in the Metro-
politan Museum. But Mr. Avery’s chief memorial
is the great collection of nineteenth-century etch-
ings which is soon to be housed in the new Public
Library of New York. It is a collection of prints
which it would now be quite impossible to dupli-
cate. A very curious circumstance was that
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although Mr. Avery lived and grew rich by his
signal ability as a dealer in paintings, yet when
he bought a picture for himself it was pretty sure
to be a modest etching in black-and-white. His
collection of French nineteenth-century etchings
is, I believe, the finest in the world, and yet he
did not speak the French language.

With regard to the Avery collection of Whist-
ler’s etchings, I may relate that when the eminent
London critic, Mr. Frederick Wedmore, under-
took to make a catalogue of these etchings, his
first move was naturally, to state his purpose to
Whistler. The great man then said to him: “My
dear boy, I have kept little or nothing of my own
etchings, but if you wish to make an adequate
catalogue of them, you must go to New York and
see them in Mr. Samuel P. Avery’s collection.”
Mr. Wedmore came to New York, and I had the
pleasure of introducing him to Mr. Avery. Wed-
more’s catalogue of Whistler’s etchings was first
published in 1886 and for about twenty years it
remained the standard authority. But two later
books on this much-studied subject must, in the
main, supersede the earlier work. These two
books are the very carefully prepared catalogues
of Mr. Howard Mansfield, published in 1909,
and that of Mr. Edward G. Kennedy, published
in 1910. It is a source of pride to me that these
two monumental works were written by New York
experts.

An interesting interview which I had in Paris
with the great composer, Charles Gounod, may be



xl THE GOLDEN AGE OF ENGRAVING

worth recording. Every one knows his operas, such
as Faust and Romeo and Juliet, and his orchestral
pieces, such as the charming Funeral March of a
Marionnette, but his sacred music (which I think
is his finest) is less known.

After I had left the choir of Old Trinity Church,
New York, our much-loved director, A. H. Messiter,
was about to celebrate his thirtieth year as organist
and choirmaster of Trinity, and to mark the occa-
sion a hundred men, tenors, baritones and bassos,
who, as boys, had sung in his choir, resolved
to celebrate the anniversary. Having obtained
the consent of the rector, Dr. Morgan Dix, they
chose a Mass by Gounod, written for adult male
voices, and they had it arranged for the communion
service of the Episcopal church. I was one of the
hundred singers invited to participate, but I could
not do so for two reasons which I may classify
under the headings a and b; «a, I had to be in Paris
on that date, and b, my voice was gone and I
couldn’t sing anyhow! But I resolved to do what
I could for our choirmaster. Arrived in Paris 1
learned that Gounod was “wisible’ at two o’clock
in the afternoon, but only by previous appoint-
ment. I was warned to write to him in French
and that it had become usual to address him as
Maitre. So I wrote to the great man and stated
my case: I said that I applied to him for a few
lines written by his own hand, congratulating the
organist and choirmaster of Old Trinity on the
occasion of his thirtieth anniversary of director-
ship of the famous choir; I said that Dr. Messiter
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was the first man in America who had made Gou-
nod’s sacred music known to all the churches out-
side the Catholic, and that I could assure him that
in music Messiter was an artist and that, per-
sonally, he was a gentleman. I added that I
would call at his house the following day in the
hope of receiving a favorable response to my re-
quest. When I arrived there I was told that the
master would receive me and that I would find
him in his music room. I was ushered into a
room as big as a chapel and I saw that the whole
end of it, from floor to ceiling and from wall to
wall, was filled with a great organ. At the organ
the master was seated, and I remember that he
was dressed in a suit of dark brown velvet and wore
on his head a foque or cap of the same material. He
did not quit his seat, but he said to me in French:
“You are the gentleman from New York,” and
pointing to a table he added, “There is your letter.”
Gounod continued, “But I do not like the Ameri-
cans; they steal my music.” I answered that this
was true, but I assured him that the choir of Old
Trinity never stole his music, because they always
sang it from his own copyright edition. “A#,
c’est bien,” said Gounod, and then, looking at his
watch, he told me that in four minutes he expected
the visit of a friend who was to take him in his
carriage for a drive in the Bois de Boulogne. He
added: “For four minutes I am at your service;
what shall I play for you?” Reflecting for a
moment, I answered: “Four minutes, master; then
play me that instrumental introduction, before the
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voices come in, to the Credo of your Saint Cecilia
Mass.” Then, for the first time, the old gentle-
man shuffled off his seat, came and gripped me by
the hand, and said: “Vous aimez ce morceau la; je
Paime mot-méme!” (You like that piece? I like
it myself!) Then he went back to his organ and
played what I had asked for, superbly, and just
as he had finished, his friend arrived and took
him away. I never saw Gounod again.

Having strayed so far away from my subject in
this chapter, I shall end it by straying still farther,
for I shall bring on the scene a famous heavy-
weight <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>