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  Famous Put-Downs


  



  Art


  Junk masquerading as art.




  ANON, of Tracey Emin




  Walt Whitman is as unacquainted with art as a hog with mathematics.




  ANON




  Paul Klee’s pictures seem to resemble, not pictures, but a sample book of patterns of linoleum.




  CYRIL ASQUITH




  The only major influence on [Francis] Bacon has been his own surname.




  JULIAN BARNES




  I’d like to wring the fellow’s neck.




  PAUL CÉZANNE, of Paul Gauguin




  [Edgar] Degas is nothing but a peeping Tom, behind the coulisses, and among the dressing-rooms of the ballet dancers, noting only travesties of fallen debased womanhood.




  THE CHURCHMAN




  For 1,000 years art has been one of our great civilising forces. Today, pickled sheep and soiled beds threaten to make barbarians of us all.




  DAILY MAIL, of Damien Hirst




  A catastrophe of awkwardness – a painter of decrepit structures of the past.




  SALVADOR DALI, of Paul Cézanne




  A skilful but short-lived decorator.




  EDGAR DEGAS, of Claude Monet




  Dada’s art is just turpentine intoxication.




  MARCEL DUCHAMP




  Sister Wendy is to art what Saint Teresa was to sex education.




  A.A. GILL




  If landscape can be satisfactorily painted without either drawing or colour, [Charles] Daubigny is the man to do it.




  P.G. HAMERTON




  Why did you paint it so large? A small canvas might have concealed your faults.




  WILLIAM HAZLITT, of a painting by Benjamin Haydon




  He only recognises art with his wallet.




  DAMIEN HIRST, of Charles Saatchi




  The properties of his figures are sometimes such as might be corrected by a common sign-painter.




  WILLIAM HOGARTH, of Antonio Correggio




  Many painters and writers have made beautiful works out of repulsive objects; Picasso enjoys making repulsive works out of beautiful objects.




  RAYMOND MORTIMER




  [Edouard] Manet must be the greatest and most uncritical ass who ever lived.




  DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI




  Ignorant, inarticulate, talentless, loutish.




  BRIAN SEWELL, of Tracey Emin




  It is no more interesting than a stuffed pike over a pub door. Indeed there may well be more art in a stuffed pike than a dead sheep.




  BRIAN SEWELL, of Damien Hirst’s pickled sheep




  She deserves better than to be perpetuated as an old age pensioner about to lose her bungalow.




  BRIAN SEWELL, of Anthony Williams’s portrait of Queen Elizabeth II for her seventieth birthday




  Cézanne was fated, as his passion was immense, to be immensely neglected, immensely misunderstood, and now I think, immensely overrated.




  WALTER SICKERT




  Mr [Wyndham] Lewis’s pictures appeared to have been painted by a mailed fist in a cotton glove.




  EDITH SITWELL




  Art needs [John] Ruskin like a moving train needs one of the passengers to shove it.




  TOM STOPPARD




  If Botticelli were alive today, he’d be working for Vogue.




  PETER USTINOV




  The only genius with an IQ of sixty.




  GORE VIDAL, of Andy Warhol




  A monstrous orchid.




  OSCAR WILDE, of Aubrey Beardsley




  With our James [Whistler] vulgarity begins at home, and should be allowed to stay there.




  OSCAR WILDE




  The only thoroughly original ideas I have ever heard him express have had reference to his own superiority as a painter over painters greater than himself.




  OSCAR WILDE, of James Whistler




  For that he is indeed one of the very greatest masters of painting, is my opinion. And I may add that in this opinion Mr Whistler himself entirely concurs.




  OSCAR WILDE, of James Whistler




  Just explain to Monsieur Renoir that the torso of a woman is not a mass of decomposing flesh, its green and violet spots indicating the state of complete putrefaction of a corpse.




  ALBERT WOLFF




  Dorothy Todd is like a slug with a bleeding gash for a mouth.




  VIRGINIA WOOLF




  To convince Cézanne of anything is like teaching the towers of Nôtre Dame to dance.




  EMILE ZOLA




  





  Celebrity




  Vanessa [Feltz] is hardly riveting. Indeed watching riveting would make for better television.




  ANON




  Loyd Grossman suffers from irritable vowel syndrome.




  ANON




  Who let the dogs out? Woof, woof.




  VICTORIA BECKHAM, to Jordan




  Arianna Stassinopoulos is so boring you fall asleep halfway through her name.




  ALAN BENNETT




  This is one Hilton that should be closed for renovation.




  MR BLACKWELL, of Paris Hilton




  Anna Nicole Smith looks like a rag doll trapped in a wind machine.




  MR BLACKWELL




  I’m never going to be as skinny as Posh. And I hope people don’t think I sing like her either. That would be a bit worrying.




  CHARLOTTE CHURCH, of Victoria Beckham




  David Blaine is scruffy and can’t be bothered to get dressed up. He’s wearing what a bum on the street would wear.




  PAUL DANIELS




  It doesn’t matter how gym-toned the girl might be, there is still something about her that looks like she was designed to bring in the washing.




  JENNY ÉCLAIR, of Coleen McLoughlin




  Mocking Hugh Hefner is easy to do, and in my mind should be made easier.




  CLIVE JAMES




  She’ll never be as big as me – look at her nose and her boobs, she’s ugly.




  JORDAN, of Jodie Marsh




  As you know, Tom Cruise and Katie Holmes had a baby girl. It weighs seven pounds seven ounces and is twenty inches long . . . wait, that’s Tom.




  DAVID LETTERMAN




  What first attracted you to the millionaire Paul Daniels?




  MRS MERTON, to Debbie McGee




  Like the Queen, only grander.




  ALLISON PEARSON, of Heather Mills McCartney




  My first reaction on hearing that David Beckham may have been playing away with his former PA, Rebecca Loos, was who could blame the poor soul?




  AMANDA PLATELL




  Victoria Beckham is to women about as real as Tanya in Footballers’ Wives. But more calculating. The only real thing about her is her ambition.




  AMANDA PLATELL




  Jade Goody’s the only woman I can think of who always makes the rest of us feel slim, fit and talented.




  AMANDA PLATELL




  That’s the kind of face you hang on your door in Africa.




  JOAN RIVERS, of Donatella Versace




  Are we so starved of entertainment that we are entertained by a trickless magician sitting in a box for forty-four days with no food?




  CHRIS ROCK, of David Blaine




  Was there a star in the East when this self-worshipping little man was born?




  JEAN ROOK, of Eric Morley




  





  Comedy




  Jack Benny’s so cheap he wouldn’t give you the parsley off his fish.




  FRED ALLEN




  Lucille Ball was to comedy what Vanessa Feltz is to hang-gliding.




  ANON




  A man whose comedic talent is limited to pulling faces.




  ANON, of Jim Carrey




  Laugh? I nearly started.




  ANON, of Jim Davidson




  Bobby Davro’s career is now so far off course he doesn’t need an agent, he needs a St Bernard.




  GARRY BUSHELL




  Occasionally funny, usually superficial, always pompous.




  BOBBY DARIN, of Bob Hope




  I don’t really find any silent comedians funny. I don’t identify with it. I’ve never had to wallpaper a room while delivering a piano upstairs.




  ANGUS DEAYTON




  Steve Martin has basically one joke and he’s it.




  DAVE FELTON




  Groucho Marx is a male chauvinistic piglet.




  BETTY FRIEDAN




  Robin Williams’s technique is to say 500 things with a joke rhythm, and at least two of them might be funny.




  LIBBY GELMAN-WAXNER




  Jennifer Saunders is a one-trick horse; Dawn French is a one-trick carthorse.




  A.A. GILL




  Sandra Bernard is as much fun as barbed wire.




  TOM HUTCHINSON




  Bob Hope is a funny guy, but if he was drowning he couldn’t ad lib “Help!”




  HAL KANTER




  I treasure every moment that I do not see her.




  OSCAR LEVANT, of Phyllis Diller




  Jimmy Tarbuck doesn’t tell gags – he just refreshes your memory.




  BERNARD MANNING




  Milton Berle is an inspiration to every young person that wants to get into show business. Hard work, perseverance, and discipline: all the things you need when you have no talent.




  DEAN MARTIN




  [Bob] Hope is not a comedian. He just translates what others write for him.




  GROUCHO MARX




  Over the past fifty years Bob Hope employed eighty-eight joke writers who supplied him with more than one million gags. And he still couldn’t make me laugh.




  EDDIE MURPHY




  Joan Rivers’s face hasn’t just had a lift, it’s taken the elevator all the way to the top floor without stopping.




  CLIVE JAMES




  The man was a major comedian, which is to say that he had the compassion of an icicle, the effrontery of a carnival shrill, and the generosity of a pawnbroker.




  S.J. PERELMAN, of Groucho Marx




  The amount of money he’s earned for not making me laugh is staggering.




  WILL SELF, of Frank Skinner




  Phyllis Diller’s so ancient she’s just a carcass with a mouth.




  RUBY WAX




  





  Literature




  He writes so well he makes me feel like putting the quill back in the goose.




  FRED ALLEN, of an unnamed author




  A huge pendulum attached to a small clock.




  ANON, of Samuel Taylor Coleridge




  There was little about melancholy that he didn’t know; there was little else that he did.




  W. H. AUDEN, of Alfred, Lord Tennyson




  Frankly I would prefer to read a novel about civil servants written by a rabbit.




  CRAIG BROWN, of Richard Adams’s Watership Down




  Is there no beginning to your talents?




  CLIVE ANDERSON, to Jeffrey Archer




  Thank you for sending me a copy of your book. I’ll waste no time reading it.




  ANON




  I have only been mildly bored.




  GERTRUDE ATHERTON, after a lengthy debate with Ambrose Bierce




  A fat flabby little person with the face of a baker, the clothes of a cobbler, the size of a barrelmaker, the manners of a stocking salesman and the dress of an innkeeper.




  VICTOR DE BALABIN, of Honoré de Balzac




  You ought to be roasted alive: though even then, you would not be to my taste.




  J. M. BARRIE, to George Bernard Shaw




  I’ve read some of your modern free verse and wonder who set it free.




  JOHN BARRYMORE, to an unnamed poet




  She is stupid, heavy and garrulous. She has good reasons to wish to abolish Hell.




  CHARLES BAUDELAIRE, of George Sand




  Byron! He would be all forgotten today if he had lived to be a florid old gentleman with iron-grey whiskers writing very long, very able letters to The Times about the repeal of the Corn

  Laws.




  MAX BEERBOHM




  George Bernard Shaw uses the English language like a truncheon.




  MAX BEERBOHM




  The covers of this book are too far apart.




  AMBROSE BIERCE




  The sovereign of insufferables. He had nothing to say and he said it.




  AMBROSE BIERCE, of Oscar Wilde




  You can gain nothing by reading her. It is like eating snowballs, with which one can surfeit one’s self without satisfying the stomach.




  NAPOLEON BONAPARTE, of Marie de Sevigne




  The stupid person’s idea of a clever person.




  ELIZABETH BOWEN, of Aldous Huxley




  Henry Miller is not really a writer but a non-stop talker to whom someone has given a typewriter.




  GERALD BRENAN




  [Henry Wadsworth] Longfellow is to poetry what the barrel-organ is to music.




  VAN WYCK BROOKS




  Balzac was so conceited that he raised his hat every time he spoke of himself.




  ROBERT BROUGHTON




  The “g” is silent – the only thing about her that is.




  JULIE BURCHILL, of Camille Paglia




  I knew William Faulkner well. He was a great friend of mine. Well, much as you could be a friend of his, unless you were a fourteen-year-old nymphet.




  TRUMAN CAPOTE




  Jacqueline Susann looks like a truck driver in drag.




  TRUMAN CAPOTE




  I guess Gore [Vidal] left the country because he felt he was under-appreciated here. I have news for him: people who actually read his books will under-appreciate him everywhere.




  TRUMAN CAPOTE




  Never did I see such apparatus got ready for thinking, and never so little thought. He mounts scaffolding, pulleys, and tackles, gathers all the tools in the neighbourhood with labour, with

  noise, demonstration, precept, and sets – three bricks.




  THOMAS CARLYLE, of Samuel Taylor Coleridge




  Poor [Percy Bysshe] Shelley always was, and is, a kind of ghastly object; colourless, pallid, tuneless, without health or warmth or vigour.




  THOMAS CARLYLE




  Sitting in a sewer and adding to it.




  THOMAS CARLYLE, of Algernon Charles Swinburne




  [George Bernard] Shaw’s brain is a half-inch layer of champagne poured over a bucket of Methodist near-beer.




  BENJAMIN DE CASSERES




  Silly, snobbish, lecherous, tipsy, given to high-flown sentiments and more than a little humbug…Öhe needed Johnson as ivy needs an oak.




  CYRIL CONNOLLY, of James Boswell




  He would not blow his nose without moralising on the conditions in the handkerchief industry.




  CYRIL CONNOLLY, of George Orwell




  She looked like Lady Chatterley above the waist and the gamekeeper below.




  CYRIL CONNOLLY, of Vita Sackville-West




  The world is rid of Lord Byron, but the deadly slime of his touch still remains.




  JOHN CONSTABLE




  Frankly, I should bury it in a drawer and put a lily on it.




  NOËL COWARD, of a friend’s first short story




  What a tiresome, affected sod.




  NOËL COWARD, of Oscar Wilde




  Your Majesty, do not hang George Wither lest it be said that I am the worst poet in the kingdom.




  JOHN DENHAM




  He never wrote an invitation to dinner without an eye to posterity.




  BENJAMIN DISRAELI, of Edward Bulwer-Lytton




  Robert Benchley has a style that is weak and lies down frequently to rest.




  MAX EASTMAN




  I wish her characters would talk a little less like the heroes and heroines of police reports.




  GEORGE ELIOT, of Charlotte Brontë




  Of Byron one can say, as of no other English poet of his eminence, that he added nothing to the language, that he discovered nothing in the sounds, and developed nothing in the meaning of

  individual words.




  T.S. ELIOT




  Henry James had a mind so fine that no idea could violate it.




  T.S. ELIOT




  [Alfred Lord] Tennyson is a beautiful half of a poet.




  RALPH WALDO EMERSON




  A bell with a wooden tongue.




  RALPH WALDO EMERSON, of William Wordsworth




  Gertrude Stein was a master at making nothing happen very slowly.




  CLIFTON FADIMAN




  Ernest Hemingway has never been known to use a word that might send the reader to a dictionary.




  WILLIAM FAULKNER




  One of the nicest old ladies I ever met.




  WILLIAM FAULKNER, of Henry James




  A hack writer who would have been considered fourth rate in Europe, who tried out a few of the old proven “sure-fire” literary skeletons with sufficient local colour to intrigue the

  superficial and the lazy.




  WILLIAM FAULKNER, of Mark Twain




  Always willing to lend a helping hand to the one above him.




  F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, of Ernest Hemingway




  What an old covered wagon she is.




  F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, of Gertrude Stein




  Lord Byron writes with the thoughts of a city clerk in metropolitan clerical vernacular.




  FORD MADOX FORD




  [Joseph] Conrad spent a day finding the mot juste; then killed it.




  FORD MADOX FORD




  Listening to Alexander Woollcott is like being hit with a cream puff; you are uninjured but rather sickened.




  ROBERT FORSYTHE




  Obsessed with self. Dead eyes and a red beard, long narrow face. A strange bird.




  JOHN GALSWORTHY, of D.H. Lawrence




  There is no arguing with [Samuel] Johnson; for when his pistol misses fire, he knocks you down with the butt end of it.




  OLIVER GOLDSMITH




  To me, [Ezra] Pound remains the exquisite showman minus the show.




  BEN HECHT




  [Johann Ludwig] Uhland’s poetry is like the famous war horse, Bayard; it possesses all possible virtues and only one fault – it is dead.




  HEINRICH HEINE




  Poor [William] Faulkner. Does he really think emotions come from big words?




  ERNEST HEMINGWAY




  George Eliot: a fungus of pendulous shape.




  ALICE JAMES




  Barbara Cartland’s eyes were twin miracles of mascara and looked like two small crows that had crashed into a chalk cliff.




  CLIVE JAMES




  He was dull in company, dull in his closet, dull everywhere. He was dull in a new way and that made people think him great.




  SAMUEL JOHNSON, of Thomas Gray




  We have met too late. You are too old for me to have any effect on you.




  JAMES JOYCE, to W. B. Yeats




  [William] Wordsworth has left a bad impression wherever he visited in town by his egotism, vanity and bigotry.




  JOHN KEATS




  He grew up from manhood into boyhood.




  R.A. KNOX, of G.K. Chesterton




  Dank, limber verses, stuft with lakeside sedges




  And propt with rotten stakes from rotten hedges.




  WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, of William Wordsworth




  Gertrude Stein’s prose is a cold, black suet-pudding. We can represent it as a cold suet-roll of fabulously reptilian length. Cut it at any point, it is the same heavy, sticky, opaque mass

  all through, and all along.




  WYNDHAM LEWIS




  It is a better thing to be a starved apothecary than a starved poet. So back to the shop, Mr John. Back to plaster, pills and ointment boxes.




  J.G. LOCKHART, of John Keats




  All the faults of Jane Eyre are magnified thousandfold and the only consolation which we have in reflecting upon it, is that it will never be generally read.




  JAMES LORIMER, of Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights




  Every word she writes is a lie, including “and” and “the”.




  MARY MCCARTHY, of Lillian Hellman




  His imagination resembles the wings of an ostrich.




  THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY, of John Dryden




  The more I read Socrates, the less I wonder they poisoned him.




  THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY




  The greatest mind ever to stay in prep school.




  NORMAN MAILER, of J.D. Salinger




  E.M. Forster never gets any further than warming the teapot. He’s a rare fine hand at that. Feel this teapot. Is it not beautifully warm? Yes, but there ain’t going to be

  no tea.




  KATHERINE MANSFIELD




  The white and creamy look of an animated meringue.




  ARTHUR MARSHALL, of Barbara Cartland




  From the moment I picked up your book until I laid it down I was convulsed with laughter. Someday I intend reading it.




  GROUCHO MARX, of a book by S.J. Perelman




  Alexander Woollcott looked like something that had gotten loose from Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade.




  HARPO MARX




  Henry James had turned his back on one of the great events in the world’s history, the rise of the United States, in order to report tittle-tattle at tea parties in English country

  houses.




  W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM




  To hear W. B.Yeats read his own verses was as excruciating a torture as anyone could be exposed to.




  W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM




  Some call [Alexander] Pope little nightingale – all sound and no sense.




  MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU




  Cicero’s style bores me. When I have spent an hour reading him and try to recollect what I have extracted, I usually find it nothing but wind.




  MICHEL DE MONTAIGNE




  What is [Joseph Conrad] but the wreck of Stevenson floating about in the slipslop of Henry James?




  GEORGE MOORE




  Probably [James] Joyce thinks that because he prints all the dirty little words he is a great hero.




  GEORGE MOORE




  Oscar Wilde’s talent seems to me to be essentially rootless, something growing in glass on a little water.




  GEORGE MOORE




  Coleridge was a muddle-headed metaphysician who by some strange streak of fortune turned out a few poems amongst the dreary flood of inanity that was his wont.




  WILLIAM MORRIS




  [Rudyard] Kipling is a jingo imperialist, he is morally insensitive and aesthetically disgusting.




  GEORGE ORWELL




  The affair between Margot Asquith and Margot Asquith will live as one of the prettiest love stories in all literature.




  DOROTHY PARKER




  This is not a novel to be tossed aside lightly. It should be thrown with great force.




  DOROTHY PARKER




  Mr [William] Wordsworth, a stupid man, with a decided gift for portraying nature in vignettes, never ruined anyone’s morals, unless, perhaps, he has driven some susceptible persons to

  crime in a very fury of boredom.




  EZRA POUND




  An overgrown pimple, sore to the touch.




  QUARTERLY REVIEW, of William Hazlitt




  [Wilfred] Owen’s tiny corpus is perhaps the most overrated poetry in the twentieth century.




  CRAIG RAINE




  To say [Agatha] Christie’s characters are cardboard cutouts is an insult to cardboard.




  RUTH RENDELL




  Very nice, though there are dull stretches.




  ANTOINE DE RIVAROL, of a fellow writer’s two-line poem




  [William Makepeace] Thackeray settled like a meat-fly on whatever one had got for dinner, and made one sick of it.




  JOHN RUSKIN




  Waldo [Ralph Waldo Emerson] is one of those people who would be enormously improved by death.




  SAKI




  Jane Austen’s novels, which strangely retain their hold on the public taste, are tedious to those who dare to think for themselves.




  KATE SANBORN




  He has never played any significant part in any movement more significant than that of a fly on a wheel.




  SATURDAY REVIEW, of Charles Dickens




  Concerning no subject would [George Bernard] Shaw be deterred by the minor accident of total ignorance from penning a definitive opinion.




  ROGER SCRUTON




  With the single exception of Homer, there is no eminent writer, not even Sir Walter Scott, whom I can despise so entirely as I despise Shakespeare when I measure my mind against his. It would

  positively be a relief for me to dig him up and throw stones at him.




  GEORGE BERNARD SHAW




  Living almost always among intellectuals, she preserved to the age of fifty-six that contempt for ideas which is normal among boys and girls of fifteen.




  ODELL SHEPHERD, of Louisa May Alcott




  [D. H.] Lawrence looked like a plaster gnome on a stone toadstool in some suburban garden.




  EDITH SITWELL




  Virginia Woolf’s writing is no more than glamorous knitting. I believe she must have a pattern.




  EDITH SITWELL




  He walked as if he had fouled his small clothes and looks as if he smelt it.




  CHRISTOPHER SMART, of Thomas Gray




  In conversation he is even duller than in writing, if that is possible.




  JULIANA SMITH, of Noah Webster




  Thomas Carlyle has occasional flashes of silence that make his conversation perfectly delightful.




  SYDNEY SMITH




  It is written by a man with a diseased mind and soul so black that he would even obscure the darkness of hell.




  SENATOR REED SMOOT, of James Joyce’s Ulysses




  A village explainer. Excellent if you were a village, but if you were not, not.




  GERTRUDE STEIN, of Ezra Pound




  A large shaggy dog, just unchained, scouring the beaches of the world and baying at the moon.




  ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, of Walt Whitman




  He has the most remarkable and seductive genius – and I should say about the smallest in the world.




  LYTTON STRACHEY, of Max Beerbohm




  The verses, when they were written, resembled nothing so much as spoonfuls of boiling oil, ladled out by a fiendish monkey at an upstairs window upon such of the passers-by whom the wretch had a

  grudge against.




  LYTTON STRACHEY, of Alexander Pope




  Then Edith Sitwell appeared, her nose longer than an anteater’s, and read some of her absurd stuff.




  LYTTON STRACHEY




  [Richard] Steele might become a reasonably good writer if he would pay a little attention to grammar, learn something about the propriety and disposition of words and, incidentally, get some

  information on the subject he intends to handle.




  JONATHAN SWIFT




  A gap-toothed and hoary ape, who now in his dotage spits and chatters from a dirtier perch of his own finding, and fouling.




  ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE, of Ralph Waldo Emerson




  He has plenty of music in him, but he cannot get it out.




  ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, of Robert Browning




  [Thomas] Carlyle is a poet to whom nature has denied the faculty of verse.




  ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON




  A louse in the locks of literature.




  ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, of critic Churton Collins




  Reading him is like wading through glue.




  ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, of Ben Jonson




  Isn’t she a poisonous thing of a woman, lying, concealing, flipping, plagiarising, misquoting, and being as clever a crooked literary publicist as ever?




  DYLAN THOMAS, of Edith Sitwell




  Walt Whitman was not only eager to talk about himself but reluctant to have the conversation stray from the subject for too long.




  HENRY D. THOREAU




  You talk about yourself a great deal. That’s why there are no distinctive characters in your writing. Your characters are all alike. You probably don’t understand women; you’ve

  never depicted one successfully.




  LEO TOLSTOY, to Maxim Gorky




  Of [Charles] Dickens’s style it is impossible to speak in praise. It is jerky, ungrammatical and created by himself in defiance of rules.




  ANTHONY TROLLOPE




  To me Edgar Allan Poe’s prose is unreadable – like Jane Austen’s. No, there’s a difference. I could read his prose on a salary, but not Jane’s.




  MARK TWAIN




  Jane Austen’s books, too, are absent from this library. Just that one omission alone would make a fairly good library out of a library that hadn’t a book in it.
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