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Books of Special Interest 
Caxton's Ovid 

OVYDE HYS BOOKE OF M E T H A -
MORPHOSE. Books X-XV. Trans
lated by W I L L I A M CAXTON. Newly 
printed from the Manuscript in the 
Pepysian Library at Magdalene Colleg-e, 
Cambridge. Boston; Houghton Mifflin 
Co. 1924. 

Reviewed by E. K. RAND 
Harvard University 

A MONG the treasures of the library of 
- ' * • Magdalene College, Cambridge, is a 
volume once owned by Pepys, who bound 
it in brown sheep-skin, his standard bind
ing, and stamped the cover with his arms. 
Before him, the book had passed through 
noble and perhaps royal hands. The ear
liest owner was probably William Fitzalan, 
Earl of Arundel, who may well have re
ceived it from the author himself. The 
book contains in manuscript the latter half 
of Caxton's translation of the "Meta
morphoses" of Ovid, a work which the 
great printer finished in 1480, but, it would 
seem, did not put through his press. Our 
manuscript may have been his copy, and a 
copy made by his own hand. In any case, 
it is the only existing copy of Caxton's work. 
It was published in 1819 by George Hib-
bert in an edition of forty-four copies. It 
now appears in a much more satisfactory 
form, sumptously printed on Kelmscott 
hand-made paper and accompanied by ex
planatory prefaces, Mr. Stephen Gaselee 
recounts the history of the volume and ex
plains the principles on which he has edited 
the text, while his Oxford associate, Mr. 
H. F. B. Brett-Smith, discusses the literary 
interest of Caxton's work. The edition is 
limited to three hundred and seventy-five 
copies; it should command the attention of 
book-lovers in search of the beautiful, the 
rare, and the entertaining. 

Mr. Gaselee has attempted, he states, as 
faithful a reprint as modern typography 
allows. He indicates the rubrication 
by the use of italics, retains the ori
ginal spellings and makes only a few 

es in punctuation. As the looks of 
ige is thus very foreign to a modern 
•, there seems no good reason for con

sulting his convenience by the substitution 
of ;' for i and v for ti. The editor has 
likewise expanded contractions, briefly ex
plaining his practice and referring the read
er to the facsimiles given by Hibbert and 
by Gordon Duff in his book on Caxton 
published in 1905. But surely the present 
volume should have been accompanied by at 
least one photographic facsimile. The 
unique importance of the text demands the 
utmost exactness in its reproduction; the 
editor has not quite lived up to his aim. 
The reader who can glide without jolt 
over t/irestyd ("thrusted") and emonge 
("among") and fersyd ("pierced")—to 
take random examples from a single page— 
would not have balked at ioye or ialousye 
or destruccion in its abbreviated form. If 
a special font of contractions could not be 
devised, their presence could readily be in
dicated by enclosing the omitted letters in 
parentheses. Such a facsimile, or better yet 
a photographic reproduction like those in 
the Leyden or the Vatican series, would 
make Pepys's manuscript in fropria fersona 
accessible in many libraries, and prompt, 
perhaps, the printing of a somewhat more 
modernized text in less expensive form. For 
the moment, we are grateful for a beautiful 
book. 

Caxton's work deserves a wide reading. 
It is much more than a translation of Ovid. 
It is a pity that only the half is preserved, 
and that the half lost is the first half, which 
doubtless contained the author's preface to 
his work. He drew from Ovid not directly 
but from a French rendering printed in the 
house of Colard Mansion in 1484. Caxton 
was associated with him at Bruges, and may 
have made his own translation from the 
manuscript that Mansion used. This French 
form contained the moralization of Thomas 
Walleys woven into the text. Bits of the 
history of Troy were likewise interpolated 
from Benoit de Ste. More, Guido della 
Colonna, and other sources. There are even 
traces of interlinear glosses that have worked 
their way into the text. The effect on a 
modern reader is as if pages and foot-notes 
had been melted into one. There is a pur
pose in this medley, which, while spoiling 
Ovid's subtleties, transforms his poem into 
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a media-val romance, a riot of marvels and 
adventures, Tiic author used by Mansion 
is responsible for most of the inventions, 
but Caxton, imbued with tile spirit of Sir 
Thomas Malory, adds his bit, as when he 
makes the instrument on wliich Pan vainly 
performed in contest with Apollo a "horne-
l>ype of Cornewalle." All this is admir
ably set forth by Mr. Brett-Smith, who falls 
into one curious error, however, in stating 
that Caxton's Helen is not Ovid's. He adds 
tliat we must not dismiss her with mere 
contempt, seeing that "she is a natural re
sult of the feudal system and the age of 
the Crusades and Courts of Love." So she 
is. Caxton and his French author see her 
through the light of the "Romance of the 
Rose." But she can be found in Ovid. The 
passage that prompts Mr. Brett-Smith's re
mark,—the description of Helen's covert 
laughter at Menelaus—comes straight from 
the "Heroides." The P'rcnch author has 
translated, and not too freely translated, 
the letter of Paris to Helen and Helen's 
reply. Ovid, himself a mighty romancer 
and the original deviser of the Knightly 
Code of Love, has cast his bread on medi-
a-val waters, and it has returned to him 
after many daj's. Caxton's translations and 
his French original should be ranged with 
poems like the "Eneas" and the "Roman 
do Troie," whose writers found Ovid help
ful in turning ancient matter into romance. 
A thorough analysis of the enlargement of 
the "Metamorphoses" followed by Mansion 
should bring into sharper relief the author's 
plan and art and add an entertaining chap
ter to the histoiy of Ovid in the Middle 

. Ages. 

Of no less interest than Caxton's matter 
is his style. He sought, like the authors of 
the "Pleiade" a bit later in France, an 
illustration or beautifying of the English 
tongue. As they turned to the diction of 
the ancients, so he found a model in French. 
The present work is full of his innovations, 
for some of which he conveniently gives 
the contemporary equivalents, as "herbes 
verdoyeng or u'exying grene" "orguyllous 
& froivd," "soujflemens and blowying." His 
aim is to reform "t/ie olde and auncyent 
englysshe" in a modern style. T o us, his 
daring creations, as is sometimes the fate 
with the ultra-modern, sound quaint. From 
his misreading of his French original, or 
from the mistakes already therein, come 
certain ghost-words, particularly in the case 
of proper names. "Crevy and Cao" are a 
wondrous pair, whom the reader may not 
recognize, without the Latin text, as Erebus 
and Chaos. Such blemishes only enhance 
the atmosphere of uncontrollable romance, 
and interfere not at all with the stately 
charm of Caxton's style. Mr. Brett-Smith 
describes it well. The following passage, 
in which I have modernized the punctuation, 
will show its quality. It contains part of 
Ovid's picture of the Cave of Sleep, painted 
again in the artist's own colors. 

Tjie hows of this gode was in the most still 
place of the worlde in the bottom of a kreves 
of a mountayne, where as the Sonne never 
shyneth, where as it semeth aleway is betweyn 
day and niglit. There slepeth this'god; ther is 
neyther noyse ne lyghte that may dystrowble 
hys reste. Tiiere rcsowneth nothynge but a 
swcte wynd anionge rosyers. And a lytil broke 
of water sourdeth (soundeth?), whych renneth 
and murmureth upon the gravell that it re-
sowneth forte gyve appetyte to slec^ '̂'. . . . 
Theder came Yrys for to doo the message that 
Juno had commanded her, defendyng her self 
with her handes. For the slecpes wente for to 
surpryse hi^T, and cam about her. The beaulte 
of the messager and the resplendysshynge of her 
robe caste withyn the place grete clerenes. 
Whan the sicpynge gode sawe her, a lytil he 
awoke, but yet anon he slomerid agayn and 
closed and shytte his eyen, and by force of 
sleep bowed and eclyned hys heede and clynynge 
laye doun agayn and slepte. 

A String of Beads 
SHIP ALLEY. By C. Fox S M I T H . 

Boston: Houghton Mifflin Co. 1925. $2. 

M ISS Fox Smith's latest book is particu
larly anecdotal. It is really a bead 

necklace strung on the thread of a similar 
subject where her beads are her fragmentary 
yarns. "Sailor's Inns," "Curios," "The 
Sea Cook," "Some Old House Flags" are 
names taken at random from the chapter 
titles. They should give some idea of what 
the book is like. 

What value it has lies entirely in its 
manner which is brisk and swift-moving. 
The matter it contains is quite ancient. 
The fact that Limehouse is near to shipping 
and that the "Ariel" won a famous race 
among tea-clippers has been told over and 
over again, while the person who does not 
know that "chanties" are pronounced "shan
ties" is not likely to pick up the book. 
But that is the advantage of sailing ships 
as of Greek or Latin. Only those whose 
subject is radio or Am^erican are obliged to 
keep up to date. 
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The Spirit 
of the Hive 
By Dallas Lore Sharp 

"Mr. Sharp writes with the ac
curacy of a Fabre and with a 
vital interest in bees as bees. But 
he is primarily an essayist and 
this volume is packed as full of 
delightful observations on life, of 
inspiration, and of poetic vision 
as tlie honeycomb is witli honey." 
—Christian Science Monitor. 
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By Richard Szvann Lull, 
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"As a comprehensive, con
densed, temperate review of all 
the data thus far accumulated on 
man's physical history, Professor 
Lull's work is most acceptable 
and useful. That it will contrib
ute to the gayety of the nation 
by arousing the passionate pro
tests of anti-evolutionists is high-
Iv probable."—Washington Post. 

$3.00 

Concerning the 
Nature of Things 
By Sir William Bragg, 
K.B.E., F.R.S., D.Sc. 

"The text reads as easily as a 
novel, and will stimulate as well 
as charm anyone interested in the 
physical processes of nature, no 
matter how little or how great 
may be his antecedent familiarity 
with the subject matter."—Leigh 
Page in the Satitrday Re.view of 
Literature. $3.00 

Summer Fiction 

The Deductions 
of Colonel Gore 
By Lynn Brock 

"Marked by its freshness and 
vividness this is a mystery story 
that is genuinely interesting."— 
Boston Globe. $3.00 

The Goose 
Woman 
By Rex Beach 

A murder-mystery story of 
novelette length; "The Michigan 
Kid," considered by many the 
best story Rex Beach ever wrote, 
and three other rapid action tales 
make up this lively book. 

$2.00 
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"I hope," said Mrs. Pendarvis, 

"that you won't write one of 

those doughy books which leave 

a great kimp in one's brain. Do 

grind your thought, if you lind 

it necessary to use any, exceed

ingly fine; and do realize from 

the start that there's no use ex

plaining Life or Love or things 

like that. . . . Wri te something 

light. It 's almost impossible to 

buy a book at once light and 

intelligent." 

Mr. Brackett has taken his own 

character's advice in 

Week-End 
By 

C H A R L E S B R A C K E T T 
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and HIS ALMANACK 

By G. L. KITTREDGE 

An absorbing book on life and 
manners in New England a cen
tury ago. " It is no exaggera
tion to say that there is not a 
dull page in this book. Learn
ing and wit have combined to 
produce a most entertaining and 
instructive work. As we read, 
old New England seems to 
take shape before our eyes." 
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Fully illustrated. ^^.00 
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AT LEADING NEWS
STANDS 

15c 
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TIME 
166 E A S T 39th S T . , N E W YORK 

T P U O M A S MAX.N, the great German 
-*- iiu\"cli^i, reiieumg Ins pii<^riinag'es to 

S;.ii\ and eniisejiiiiig' witli Prufeisor \on 
\\ ii.aiiovvitz-Muelu-iKlort to address an 
liaiian and eujinopuiitau })ublic in the Ocr-
;i(an cuiturai Week ul the t'loreiice Inter-
iiati^iual liook i^air, iias marked the otficial 
ri'stiiiiption bv Germany of her place in 
Itaii.in culture. A notable step. 

1 lie leetuier had chosen for his theme 
'IOIMOV and Goethe, and to draw a parallel 
bet\Ncen two sucli o[)posites seemed an 
arduous, well-nigh impossible undertaking. 
1 lie:na3 Mann ne\ertheless brought the 
subrks! ana!y,-.ia to bear upon his task, and, 
a.-.si.ued by his mastery of literary values, 
dili^^ent teclmique, and eloquent gesture, he 
brought lolstoy and Goethe together so as 
to iv\eal unsuspected resemblances between 
then:. liotli traced a connnon ancestry in 
Jeaii-Jaeques Rousseau, at all events ill 
tlie', r pleasure iu self-expression and the 
moralist's attitude, and it fell to Thomas 
Mann's rare sleight of hand to formulate 
\Mlli and around those three names tlie 
outhne of a literary Society of Nations, 
sujipurtmg- his plea with all the arguments 
and mteilecrual testimony worthy of the 
jieu that has given us "Uer Zauberberg." 

It was my good tortune, a few days 
later, to meet this g'uest of honor of 
Horence at the country home of his host, 
JJr. Richter, and mindful at that intel
lectual League of Nations whose strands 
Marm had woven round those mighty 
natiirs, opportunity served me, I thought, to 
lay the lines of our talk upon what intel-
lectutil Germany today appears to think 
abotit the European brotherhood. 

G>'!'many, he observed, has not emerged 
from the war only to withdraw herself 
witli:n a strained nationalism. Her prob
lems are shared by all literary peoples. 
'J he need of a renewetl approach is gen
erally felt. Germany wants to count among 
the Nations. We have agreed to drop 
polities out of our talk, yet I may as well 
say—continued Maim—that any .concern 
I may have felt at Marshal llindenburg's 
election to the Presidency of the German 
Reich is due less to personal prejudice 
against a man for whom I harbor no hostile 
feelmgs, than to its possibilities in retard
ing the advent of that Europeanisni to
wards which our intellectual outlook 
tends. Hindenburg fortunately has taken 
the oath to the Republic, and I am not only 
a believer in her, but also in the solidarity 
and strength of the forces of democracy 
which have joined issue with other princi
ples, and won. Moreover Germany, up 
against Europe and the world at large, 
Germany turned back upon herself, is as 
remote from our wish as it is unthinkable. 
That of wliich we feel the want is a gen
eral return, political, intellectual, and 
artistic, not indeetl to the past, but to the 
institution, after such far-reaching anarchy, 
of a new order. In this new order alone 
tlie solution lies of problems, ideal as well 
as practical, not necessarily in reaction but 
in a sense a revolutionary new order. . . . 
Nevertheless, he added, I am not a doer, 
my pro\ince is the thinker's, the thought 
and its vehicle, style. "Der Zauberberg," 
my last no\'el, envisages the enchantment of 
dissolution and draws its theme from all 
sources, politics and letters, medicine and 
iTietaphvsics. 

••* 3 

That pronouncement led our conversa
tion to the novelist's art. Evolution is 
noticeable not alone in Mann, but in the 
younger men of France and Britain. 
.•\mong the latter, and Aldous Huxley is 
a tvpieal instance, characters do not act, 
they question, discuss, and lecture about 
life. The novel of todav turns away from 
the narrative and constructive theme; a 
thesis heads each chai)ter, made up of at 
least two dissertations. Nothing happens 
be-vond the contrast of views, the author 
apparently plaving audience to his charac
ters after introducing them to us. Mann 
lias iiiit read Hnxlev; Galsworthy holds 
his suffrage, it apjiears, and he recalls his 
own surname "the German Galsivorthy," 
gi\'en him after the publication and Eng
lish niuislation of "Buddenbrooks." 

There is a "fiction crisis," admits Mann. 
E\-erytliing, todav, is traversing a critical 
stage and the no\"el seeks a new form, 
.•\-en as life nio\"es in quest of renewed 
iileals. No doubt this can not be put down 
to failure m numbers or output. The 
enii~e 1; s elsewhere. The framework of 
old e-friuling (iiots is shattered, the per-
••P'Ctî  • is re^-ersed. But W" have in Gcr-
miipv ;i mimber of powerful novelists still. 
T b e-e !• • Tecob \A'assernnnn, for instance, 
T!i;es«, Tl 'inrich ATann too, mv brother, 
v-din .̂- rii'h1.-ss di--:ect'on of pri-war Ger

many reads as the writing upon the wall. 

To my query wliidier literary young 
Germany trends, Thomas Mann replied as 
ioliows; 

As lar as 1 can see, expressionism, anti-
realistic, spiritualistic, parallel with the like 
movements in painting and sculpture, has 
come full cycle, and is past. No marked 
individuality has been thrown up by, no 
leader has headed expressionism. The 
movement, nevertheless, wail have proved a 
useful experience, and it may leave behind 
an instructive wake, even tliough accom
plishment be lacking. In my opinion, a 
revived classicism is at hand, outstripping the 
antique, the traditional canon broKen and 
derided on all sides, and having learned a 
lesson from expressionism's adventures, 
truancies, and vagaries. For my own part, 
concluded Mann, I am looking for a new 
form and style, that in its severity, con
cision, and accuracy shall indeed embody a 
new realization of life. 

The varied intluences upon literature 
came under review and with them in
evitably that of Freuchan psychology. 
'Fhoinas Mann believes in the far-reaching 
intluence of Freudian suggestion which is 
far, he thinks, from waning, as indeed is 
shown by the issue of that author's collect
ed works in ten volumes. 

My novel "Death in Venice," he went 
on, is underlain by F'reudian influence. I 
should not but for him have treated the 
subject, so peculiarly sensual and morbid, 
in this way or, at any rate, seen tlius my 
hero, the renowned writer von Ashenbach's 
trag^ic undoing. Whatever may be said, 
Freud's theory seems an undoubted step to
wards knowledge of the subconsciousness. 
In military parlance, 1 should call Freud-
ism a general assault to conquer the sub
conscious field. As an artist, however, 1 
admit perplexity, nay, humiliation, the 
theory acting in the manner of X-rays, 
disclosing all, even the recondite mystery 
of action. I revere knowledge, even 
that which knocks at the entrance beneath 
the threshold of consciousness, but too much 
knowledge hurts, inhibiting, nay, abolish
ing action. Freud knows too much, he 
learns too much about us, he cuts at the 
roots of all motive, he raises the veil upon 
the virgin mind. Excess of knowledge is 
today our misfortune, an excess starving 
action for plethoric thought. Hence we 
not only fail to initiate a definite course 
along the beaten track, but we fail even to 
obtain a clear and immediate world out
look, and an instinctive perception of life's 
significance. Hence our hesitancies, our 
anxieties, our diffidence before the most 
contradictory systems of thought, and our 
extreme difiiculty to realize. The urgent 
task before us is to find the new way, 
namely to march towards the synthesis of 
knowledge and action. We must remake 
our youth and virginity. We must over
come knowledge and recreate intuition. We 
have traversed the phase of naivete pass
ing on to that of science-worship; the third 
phase is the union of both, which shall 
bring forth the miracle of innocence after 
and through awareness. At this turning, if 
we reach it, we shall view a new scheme 
of life for mankind. . . . 

Thomas Mann remains the ingenious 
artificer of the "Death in Venice" and the 
"Buddenbrooks" and retains all his youth
ful vigor in despite of all vicissitudes. He 
is now at work upon another book with 
a hero different in toto from von Aschen-
bach or from the hero of "Zauberberg," 
who having betaken himself for a week to 
Davos, stayed there seven years. The new 
novel tells the story of a modern captain 
of industry, an adventurer of exalted rank, 
with as many possibilities as his scruples 
are few. 

Mann is now on his way to the Lido, 
allured by the spell of 'Venice. Will the 
great novelist dwell there seven days . . . 
or seven years.' 

Knut Rasmussen is one of the two or 
three .Arctic explorers who are thoroughly 
familiar with the Eskimo language and 
who have made a serious study of Eskimo 
folk-lore. His latest contribution to the 
field of his researches is his publication of 
the second volume of "Myter og Sagn fra 
Gronland" (Copenhagen: Gyldendal), a 
collection of stories, arranged in groups, de
rived from the West Greenland district of 
Godthaab. Two further volumes in the 
series are to be published in Danish. 

The Mcrcure de France is running some 
hitherto unpublished papers bv Michelet 
•which bear upon the war of 1870. 

A Companion Volume to 

"The Forsyte Saga" 

Caravan 
THE ASSEMBLED TALES OF 

JOHN 
GALSWORTHY 

In assembling his tales for this "caravan" 
Mr. Galsworthy, as he declares in his pre
face, has "roped them two by two, an early 
tale behind and a late tale in front . . . so 
that any reader who has the curiosity can 
mark such difference as Time brings to 
technitiue or treatment." 

SALVATION OF A FORSYTE . . 1900 
A STOIC 1916 

A PORTRAIT 1908 
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OU.ALITY 1911 
THE MAN WHO KEPT HIS 

FORM 1920 

THE JAPANESE QUINCE . . 1910 
THE BROKEN BOOT 1922 

THE CHOICE 1910 
ULTIMA THULE 1914 

COURAGE 1904 
THE BRIGHT SIDE . . . . 1919 

THE BLACK GODMOTHER . . 1912 
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THE PRISONER 1909 
A SIMPLE TALE 1914 
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ACME 1923 

DEFEAT 1916 
VIRTUE 1922 

THE NEIGtIBOURS . . . . 1909 
STROKE OF LIGHTNING . . . 1921 

SPINDLEBEREIES 1918 
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THE PACK 1905 
" T H E DOG IT WAS THAT 

DIED" 1919 

A KNIGHT 1900 
THE JURYMAN 1916 

TIMBER 1920 
SANTA LUCIA 1921 

THE MOTHER STONE . . . 1903 
PEACE MEETING 1917 

A STRANGE THING . . . . 1916 
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A REVERSION TO TYPE . . . 1901 
EXPECTATIONS 1919 

A WOMAN 1900 
A HEDONIST 1920 

A MILLER OF DEE 1903 
LATE—299 1923 

THE SILENCE 1901 
A FEUD 1921 

A FISHER OF MEN . . . . 1908 
MANNA 1916 

"CAFARD" 1917 

T H E RECRUIT 1 9 1 7 

COMPENSATION 1 9 1 4 

CONSCIENCE 1 9 2 2 

ONCE MORE 1 9 1 0 

BLACKMAIL 1 9 2 1 

TWO LOOKS 1 9 0 4 

A LONG-AGO AFFAIR . . . . 1 9 2 2 

T H E FIRST AND T H E LAST . . 1 9 1 4 

HAD A HORSE 1 9 2 3 

$2.50 at all bookstores 
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