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BOOKS of genuine rari ty and con
dition still remain among the most 
solid investments. The Caliph A. 

Edward Newton remarked the other day 
"I paid $60,000 for an immaculate First 
Folio, selling a block of in order 
that I might pay for it promptly. The 
present value of the I sold is now 
less than $5000. Query: what does my 
First Folio stand m e ? " 

And in spite of international broils it's 
going to be an exciting winter in the 
Going-Going-Gone business. Last week 
I happened to be upstairs in a big auc
tion gallery while a sale was going on 
elsewhere in the building. I didn't even 
know about the sale: I was looking at 
some unusual finds that had lately a r 
rived and were being catalogued for a 
future occasion. The working quarters of 
an auction house are as alert and r e 
sponsive as backstage in a theatre; and 
suddenly among all those bins of ticketed 
"lots" the word ran round "Fifteen Sev
enty Five for The Whale." Which meant 
that Melville's book—an earlier version 
oi Moby Dick—had just brought the r e 
markable price of $1575. Cataloguers laid 
down their scholarly collations and lit a 
cigarette to consider this. It sounded like 
the old era of Jerome Kern. 

I may as well explain that my purpose 
in being there w^as to have a glimpse of 
a very odd item—"attractive" would per 
haps be the austere cataloguer's technical 
word for it—connected with our old 
friend Sir Kenelm Digby. I haven' t 
bothered you about Sir Kenelm for a 
long time, but you needn' t suppose I've 
forgotten him. Here, beautifully wri t ten 
out by some professional scribe but with 
numerous corrections in Sir Kenelm's 
own hand, is a vellum folio containing 
the letters he wrote to his children, his 
relatives and intimates, after the death 
of his wife, the Lady Venetia. And the 
notably interesting fact is that the aman
uensis was evidently the same copyist who 
engrossed the famous Private Memoirs 
(not published until 1827). I remember 
once expressing some puzzlement as to 
whether Sir Kenelm really did write those 
memoirs himself. Perhaps I shall have to 
reconsider that: Mr. E. W. Bligh in his 
delightful book Sir Kenelm Digby and 
His Venetia (London, 1932; I think it has 
not appeared over here ) seems to have 
no doubt of the authenticity of the 
memoirs. And odd as they are, K. D. was 
fantastic enough to make anything 
possible. 

The big vellum let ter-book now locked 
up on 57th Street waiting to take its tu rn 
in some forthcoming sale should par t icu

larly interest the library at Harvard. For 
it is the best rebuttal yet to hand of the 
unpleasant rumor that Sir Kenelm's 
"Viper Wine for the Complection" caused 
Venetia's death. Here, in his own inner
most vein, are moving and lengthy essays 
on his lady's virtues. The first letter, "To 
my three sonnes Kenelme, John & 
George," an attempt to fix upon the " ten
der and slippery memories of childhood 
the character of their mother," is no less 
than 68 folio pages. The whole series, 
writ ten in K.D.'s period of grieving r e 
tirement at Gresham College immediately 
after Venetia's death (1633), has a con
vincing eloquence of sincerity. A bit long-
winded I admit, but Sir Kenelm could be 
longwinded about anything. The "solemn 

SIR KENELM DIGBY, hy Van Dyck 

assembly" a t Montpellier which listened 
to his Discourse of the Sympathetic 
Powder may well have been solemn b e 
fore he had finished. Yet those who slept 
missed some excellent anecdotes. 

But why, I hear someone asking, should 
Harvard be interested? Because Sir K e n 
elm was one of the earliest benefactors 
of the Harvard Library. The ancient theo
logical books which he sent them were 
destroyed in a fire (1764 or 1765?); and 
oddly enough the same happened to books 
he gave to Oxford—an example, Mr. Bligh 
suggests, of his doctrine of Sympathy. He 
also gave 50 oak trees to the Bodleian 
Library, and it would be pleasant to think 
that they still form part of those ancient 
shelves and alcoves. Do any records still 
exist at Harvard of Sir Kenelm's gift— 
which we know of only by a hearsay a l 
lusion in the works of pious Richard Bax
ter. At any rate the legend is a pleasant 
one, and some friend of the great Widener 
Library should see to it that this unedited 
curiosity from the seventeenth century 

reaches its most appropriate destination. 
It well deserves the annotation that sym
pathetic cataloguers sometimes employ: 
" * ^ * UNIQUE." 

As for Mr. Bligh, a Digbyolater like 
ourself, he will certainly wish to visit 
this country to see the manuscript. His 
book is wri t ten in the gayest and most 
fetching humor; he qui te sees the comic 
side of laborious pursui t of so quicksilver 
a creature, and yet—as happens to all 
devotees of Sir Kenelm—he ends by lov
ing him. He quotes letters that were never 
in pr int before; K.D.'s anecdote about the 
naivete of St. Francis deserves reprint 
but I don't quite dare. . . . Best of all I 
like Bligh's admission that he and three 
friends met at an inn (the famous Spread 
Eagle at Thame) to dr ink to the memory 
of Venetia. There's plenty of testimony 
that (in the modern jargon) she had what 
it takes. As Master Shallow used to say 
(in the most humane piece of writing in 
our language. King Henry the Fourth) 
"She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold 
her own wel l?" 

I think she does. 

News from Ecuador 
A delightful let ter from Guayaquil , 

Ecuador, tells us that Chimborazo the 
great mountain is more often visible from 
that city than we had supposed. B. C. 
writes: — 

"From one room in my home, on the 
Boulevard, which faces on the Plaza Cen-
tenario, and a most satisfying view, I look 
out toward the hill of Santa Ana and 
Chimborazo every day at teatime, and 
have discovered tha t Chim. is visible far 
more frequently than people imagine. In 
June and July , she may appear in all her 
glory, all day, about eight or nine times, 
but during the remainder of the year, the 
curtain of mist is often lifted for a few 
brief moments in the sunset hour. Pe r 
haps one only sees a luminous gold tipped 
peak for a second or two bu t often the 
fates are kind and she unveils completely, 
for a few moments, and what a marvellous 
sight! A moment of blazing flame and 
gold which quickly fades to rose and sil
ver—then all too soon the clouds descend, 
the vision disappears and one wonders if 
it wasn' t a beautiful dream. 

"Did you see Guayaquil in her most 
prideful hour—the sunset, when its shab-
biness is mantled under a glow of gold, 
a fresh breeze called "Chanduey bueno" 
springs up, the gente come out to take 
the air and it is good to be alive? 

"You may read something of Ecuador
ian news in your daily paper. If so you 
will see the reign of Velasco Ibar ra was 
of short durat ion like that of his prede
cessors. As I write, the streets are full of 
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A BOOK ABOUT 

WEST AFRICAN 

NEGROES 

By 
GeoflFrey Gorer 

CARL VAN VECHTEN says: "Any
one who reads the first page will 
read the whole book." 

"One of the most singular jour
neys of modern times. . . . It 
throws a disconcerting shaft of 
light across a' dark world, upon 
races whirling to the beating of 
tomtoms." 

—The London Telegraph. 

"There are no reservations in 
this astonishing book. Sex, reli
gion, the Negro conception of 
life contrasted with the white 
man's, the place of fetish and 
magic, wrestling, dancing and 
marriage — all the seare passed 
in review." 

—The London Observer. 

62 Illustrations 5 Maps 

$3-50 

ALFRED • A • KNOPF • N • Y • 

-kELLEN GLASGOW writes: "I read it 
with interest and admiration. I am, indeed, inclined 
to regard L. A. G. Strong as the most interesting of 
the younger British novelists. I like him because he 
has the courage to be a poet in an age of prose." 

L.A.G. Strong's 
finest novel 

The Seven Arms* 

* C L A R E N C E D A Y wril,,: "What 
I like about Mr . Strong is the strength and 

dignity and ease of his straightforward s tyle ." 

"An extraordinary tale full of fierce passion, 

tenderness and elemental vigor. I t stands 

out among current English fiction." 

'—N. Y. Herald Tribune. 

" I t ' s a noble romance and I 'm going to re

member Jeanie as long as I live." 

—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

"For this strange, romantic story Mr . Strong 

has excelled himself in finding a wild and 

primitive setting."—A^. Y. Times. 

"^$2.^0 at bookstores everywhere 
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N O R T O N 
Books That Live 

SIGMUND 

FREUD 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
P e r h a p s no one 
man has exerted so 
powerful an influ
ence on contempo
rary thought as has 
S i g m u n d F r e u d . 
H i s theories have 
become part of the 
texture of our times and have 
left their impress o i almost 
every field of ideas, popular 
as well as scientific. 

With the : ssurance, therefore, 
of its interest for a large body 
of readers, announcement is 
made of F r e u d ' s Autobio
graphy. Now made available 
for the first time in English as 
an independent book, this is 
at once a personal record of 
absorbing interest and a most 
v a l u a b l e a c c o u n t , by i ts 
founder, of the whole course 
of the psychoanalytic move
ment. $2.00 

ALEXANDER 

MEIKLEJOHN 
WHAT DOES 

AMERICA MEAN? 
'As near a confession of [faith 
as I shall ever make and con
tains everything I have ever 
really thought about." $ 1.00 

BARBARA SPOFFORD 

M O R G A N 
INDIVIDUALITY IN A 
COLLECTIVE WORLD 
How the individ
ual is to survive 
in the collective 
world which is 
already upon us. 
" M r s . Morgan 
turns the idea of | 
collectivism up
side down and 
spanks i t . " — From leading 
editorial in Saturday Review, 
October 12. $2.75 

W. W. NORTON & CO. 
7 0 Fifth Ay»iMt»/ N.Y. 
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PAGE FROM K.D.'S LETTER BOOK 
Courtesy American Art Association. 

parading enthusiasts who loudly "Viva" 
the favourite of the moment—communi
cations with the capital is cut off and rail
way service discontinued—and, even as 
I write these words, the soldiers have fired 
on the crowd and people are running and 
screaming in all directions. We are so used 
to these disturbances. They do not arouse 
any fear." 

Hail Minnesota 
As we enter the winter season we 

always ask the Business Department 
whether anything exciting has happened 
in the ranking of our First Ten States. 
(In the matter of Saturday Review sub
scriptions, obviously.) The first nine of 
them stand in the same order as they did 
a year ago: Connecticut, energized by her 
tercentennial, still holds the lead she re
gained over Michigan, but keeps it by a 
very small margin. Only 36 new Wolver
ine subscriptions would overhaul the 
Nutmeg. How about it, Detroit? 

The news item however is that Minne
sota has pushed out Wisconsin for 10th 
place. The standing now is:—New York, 
California, Pennsylvania, Massachusetts, 
Illinois, Ohio, New Jersey, Connecticut, 
Michigan, Minnesota.—The runners-up 
are Wisconsin and Indiana. 

Notice to Mariners 

SIR: For downright exciting and imagi
native literature may I recommend the 
"Notice to Mariners," published weekly 
by the Hydrographic office. It is the only 
direct benefit I receive from the taxes I 
pay my government. 

It consists of collected official bulletins 
from all over the world, noting the changes 
in buoyage, lights, channels, the discov
ery of uncharted reefs, etc. What is more 
stimulating to read, for example, than 
this: "First officer • of the Japanese 
S. S. •—— reports that the island shown 

on the chart as island in lat long 
does not exist. It will be expunged." 

Or that the lighthouse at will be dis
continued. Why? That is never told, so a 
whole evening of speculation is ahead of 
you. Perhaps the Japanese don't want 
visitors at that particular island any more, 
so what more charming way to avoid an 
"incident" and yet maintain their pur
pose. Who wants to go to an island that 
is about to be expunged? 

R I C H A R D K . H A W E S . 

Westport Harbor, Mass. 

Eminent Misjudgements 

Looking up some allusions to Coleridge 
I turned to a favorite old book The Maclise 
Portrait Gallery. The 1891 edition, anno
tated by William Bates, contains a footnote 
which I had forgotten, and which I prize 
in my cedar-chest of eminent misjudge
ments. (Professor Pattee's comment, in 
1915, on Emily Dickinson, is another.) 

Mr. Bates, discoursing on Goethe, found 
opportunity to make some comments on 
what he considered fake poetry—^his own 
phrase is "superfoetations of conceit upon 
inanity"—which "have brought burning 
disgrace upon the sacred name of poetry." 

"Take, for instance," he wrote, "the 
notable 'Walt Whitman' hoax. An eminent 
literator, Mr. W. M. Rossetti, laid a cun
ning plot to test the gullibility of the pub
lic in matters of taste and criticism. He 
dug up an American 'poet' who had never 
written a word of poetry in his life; and 
who, in all he had written, was bombastic, 
coarse, conceited, and irreverent, or gen
erally meaningless. He reprinted him in 
England and engaged some really clever 
fellows to aid the scheme by unstinted lau
dation. The bait took. Men who had 
never read Washington Irving or Whittier 
echoed the cuckoo-cry, and 'Walt Whit
man' was the noblest Transatlantic 'tone' 
yet heard! Professor Bayne, in an able 
article in the Contemporary Review (De
cember 1875) pretty well shook the bran 
out of the puppet 'poet'; but the impetus 
he got at starting still carries him on, and 
like a spent ball, he may yet roll on lan
guidly for a time." 

J. M. A. (Tokyo, Japan) submits a 
puzzle which he says has given some 
amusement to the American colony in 
that city. As follows: — 

Persons Positions 
Mr. Brown President 
Mr. Fienberg Vice-President 
Mr. O'Shaughnessy Cashier 
Mrs. Johnson Teller 
Miss Gordon Bookkeeper 
Miss Leonard Stenographer 

The Vice President is the President's 
grandson. The Cashier is the Stenograph
er's son-in-law. The teller is Miss Gor
don's stepsister. Mr. Brown is a bachelor. 
Mr. Fienberg is 25 years old. Mr. 
O'Shaughnessy is the President's neigh
bor. 

The problem is to determine which per
son has which position. 
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ULITZER PRIZE 
PLAYS, 1918 to 1934 

Introduction by WILLIAM LYON PHELPS 
Sixteen Pulitzer prize-winning plays, complete and unabridged, in one 
beautiful volume of 856 pages. The titles are: Why MarryF, Beyond 
the Horizon, Miss Lulu Belt, "Anna Christie," Icebound, Hell-Bent Per 
Heaven, They Knew What They Wanted, Craig's Wife, In Abraham's 
Bosom, Strange Interlude, Street Scene, The Green Pastures, Alison s 
House, Of Thee I Sing, Both Your Houses and Men in White. Just 
published, $3.50. 

IF IT DIE. . . 
The Autobiography of 

M^mm 
mmiE 

A complete and unabridged translation, 100 
copies, signed, $15.00. 1500 copies, unsigned, 
$5. The type has been distributed and no fu
ture printings will be made. 

With illustrations by 

A companion volume to the Random House 
edition of THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV. 
The Constance Garnett translation, complete 
and unabridged, $3.50. 

THE IDIOT by DOSTOYEVSKY 

SOLSTICE 
and Other Poems, by 

!a®IBMi®Sf 
JJIEIFimiHg 

The new volume by one of America's lead
ing poets. $2.50. 

THEY SHALL 
INHERIT THE EARTH 

b, SM(DSaiLIll' 
(gl^ILIL^OlIlMf 

.Now in its 2nd large printing, $2.50. 

A HANDBOOK 
OF MARXISM 

Contains the essential documents and dis
cussions of the foremost exponents of the 
radical movement, from The Communist 
Manifesto of 1847 to the present day. A 
comprehensive anthology; required reading 
for every honest socialist, communist—or 
their opponents. 1087 pages, $3.00. 

RANDOM HOUSE ^ 20 E. 57 ST., NEW YORK 
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Primitive Christianity 
A HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN THOUGHT. 

By Arthur Cushman McGiffert. Volume 
I: Early and Eastern. Volume 11: The 
West from Tertullian to Erasm-us. New 
York: Charles Scribner's Sons. $3 each. 

Reviewed by WILLARD L. SPERRY 

SOME one has said that on the evening 
of a day of battle naked facts may be 
picked up anywhere, lying about on 

the field, but that by the next morning 
they have begun to get back into their 
uniforms. The historian is forever seeking 
the naked fact, and his main difficulty is 
to get the uniform ofE. This difficulty is 
enhanced for the simple reason that the 
uniform worn by the fact, as it first pre
sents itself to his observing mind, is one 
which the historian's own temperament, 
prejudices, and native preferences have 
imputed to the fact. 

Schweitzer has made this clear, as it 
concerns the figure of Jesus, in his "Quest 
of the Historical Jesus." That book leaves 
little to be said hereafter as to the his
torical method addressed to the study of 
the central figure in the Gospels. Mean
while the immediate centre of theological 
interest has shifted to the years follow
ing the death of Jesus, and we are now 
engaged in a Quest of Primitive Chris
tianity. For all of these earlier cen
turies, Harnack's "History of Dogma" has 

been the pattern and manual of the mod
ern study of Christian thought. But Har
nack's attempt to recover the naked an
cient fact is vitiated at certain points, as 
in his treatment of Marcion, by a native 
predilection for Paulinism. 

The first and most important thing to be 
said of Professor McGiffert's two recent 
volumes is the distinct gain which they 
make over Hamack in a thoroughgoing 
dispassionateness. The rigors of the his
torian's self-discipline have been brought 
nearer to perfection here than in any fa
miliar available work of its kind. This is 
their signal excellence. 

Let it be said at once that Professor Mc
Giffert's opening chapter on the life and 
teaching of Jesus cannot be wholly ade
quate. Dispassionateness, as Schweitzer 
has shown, is unable to recover the figure 
because the sources are too meagre and 
obscure. Moreover, the origins of genius, 
let alone the operations of the supernat
ural, lie outside the proper sphere of the 
historian's inquiry. Nevertheless one feels 
that Professor McGiffert has done some
thing to sharpen the focus. 

The next act discovers an ethical mys
tery religion, a distinct "Christianity," at 
Antioch. This Christian mystery differed 
from the pagan mysteries in an ethical 
emphasis which was its direct heritage 
from Judaism, and which remained its 

Abbe Ernest MPimnetf 

author of The Ar t of Thinking, says of For Life: 

"Al l the novels written by Mrs. Colby show a 

curious characteristic: they are real, sometimes 

realistic, and—when the author chooses—no one's 

acid bites so deeply into the human reality, but 

everything in these books is bathed in a strange 

light . . . the scenes going on in them seem to be 

made magical by an enchanted moonlight. . . . 

You doubt nothing, question nothing . . . the result 

of extremely artistic selection is that every now 

and then a perfectly simple notation gives us the 

shiver of admiration." $2.50 

For Life 
by Nathalie Sedgwieh Colby 
an u n f o r g e t t a b l e l o v e s t o r y b y 

t h e a u t h o r o f G R E E N F O R E S T 

a n d published b y M o r r o w 
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historical bond with Judaism. This mys
tery was offered to a world which was cJ-
ready being propagandized by pagan mys
teries and which felt an increasing hunger 
for immortality. Here, if anywhere. Pro
fessor McGiffert, like all scholars working 
on this period, must rely in part upon hy
pothesis to supply the "missing link" be
tween the primitive gospel and nascent 
Catholicism. The real question is, where 
did Paul get his Christ-mysticism? And 
Antioch seems the only answer. As for the 
account of a pagan world overrun with 
mystery missioners and hungering for 
immortality, it must be said that not all 
classical historians consent to this con
vention, which has been very familiar in 
recent histories of dogma. 

For the rest. Professor McGiffert's first 
volume is significant in that material for 
the next three centuries is organized 
around a critical axiom which brings 
order out of what is too often chaos. The 
author realizes that the "ethico-legal and 
the mystical are the two permanent ele
ments in historic Christianity." The theo
logians and controversialists of the early 
centuries are interpreted as they incline 
to the one or the other of these positions, 
and the otherwise all but unintelligble 
Christological controversies of the fourth 
and fifth centuries reveal their basic ra
tionale. Much has been done here, by in
voking this premise, to clarify what is too 
often a hopelessly confused record. 

In his second volume Professor McGif
fert turns from the Christianity of the 
East to that of the West. The former had 
issued in the orthodox faith, that of the 
Nicene Creed and the Definition of Chal-
cedon. The latter, drawing upon the ge
nius of Rome for institutions and for the 
governing of men, was to elaborate the 
doctrine of the Church. 

This story is told in a succession of brief 
biographies; Tertullian, Cyprian, Augus
tine, Gregory the Great, Scotus Eriugena, 
Anselm, Abelard, Bernard of Clairvaux, 
Francis of Assisi, Thomas Aquinas, Duns 
Scotus, Eckhart, Erasmus. The medium is 
a happy one, and in place of the abstract 
doctrines of the East we have this roster 
of vivid individuals in the West. The felt 
difference between the two halves of the 
history is something more than a matter 
of the later date of these men who made 
the Roman Church. It is a difference of 
culture. Dr. McGiffert concludes: 

Had it not been for Luther and the 
Protestant Revolt such a simple, ethical 
Christianity as that of Erasmus might 
well have prevailed within the Catholic 
Church alongside of such a mystical 
Christianity as that of Eckhart. In that 
event while Catholic dogma might have 
remained untouched and sacrosanct it 
would have ceased to dominate the re
ligious situation and to restrain the free 
working of the human mind. But the 
Protestant revolt made all this impos
sible. It brought dogma to the front 
again. . . . 

Himself an enemy of dogmatism, our 
author seems to cherish a wistful desire 
that Christianity might have persisted as 
the ethics of Erasmus and the mysticism 
of Eckhart. He voices no outspoken pref
erence, but leaves us to infer that he 
shares with Melancthon a distaste for that 
"madness of the theologians" which raged 
in the sixteenth century and which is not 
yet abated. 
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