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I Sheppard’s sketch of the school-house “ by 
j Great Kenhawa’s side ” are characteristic 
I of West Virginia. It was not essential that 
i they should be characteristic, but if fidelity 
l in such things can be added to the ideal 
truth and beauty, it is something to be glad 
of. Another of the lesser satisfactions of 
the book, for which the reader is to be grate
ful to Mr. Anthony, is the occurrence of the 
pictures at just the point in the text which 
they are meant to illustrate, and not several 
pages before or beyond.

We do not know how far it may be feasi
ble to assign each poem to a particular art
ist, as in these early numbers the Coplas 
de Manrique has been given to Mr. Rhein- 
hart, The Children of the Lord’s Supper to 
Mr. Abbey, and The Spanish Student to 
Mr. Fredericks; but we hope it may be 
done at least in the case of the shorter 
poems throughout the edition. The work of 
Mr. Fredericks especially is of charmingly 
good effect. He has shown more than any 
Other of our designers an aptness for that 
sort of dramatic expression which makes 
much of costume and of mise en scene ; he is 
in a good sense theatrical, and he is here 
at his best. In looking at his illustrations, 
one feels that if this delightful play could be 
perfectly put upon the stage, the people in 
it'would dress, and would sit, stand, move, 
and look, as they do here. What an admi
rable scene, for instance, is that first one, 
where Lara sits smoking in his dressing- 
gown, and chatting with Don Carlos; how 
delicious is Preciosa where Victorian has 
climbed to her on the balcony ; how superb 
where she finds Lara in her chamber; what 

Jiife and humor there is in her dance before 
the applauding cardinal and archbishop ; 
how picturesquely gay and Spanish the en
counter of Victorian with Hypolito and Don 
Carlos in the Prado ! It is quite like seeing 
The Spanish Student played ; and we mean 
this for the highest praise, since a drama de
mands theatrical, not realistic, illustration. 
The realism of these charming pictures is in 
the men’s dress, minutely yet vividly studied 
from that of the close of the last century, 
when the strange taste of the Parisian m- 
croyables had penetrated everywhere; the 
women’s dress suggests rather than repro
duces the period; but all is of a fitness, a 
harmony, in which Mr. Colman’s serenad
ing scene, with its cavalieresque costume, 
strikes a jarring note, rich and fine as it is 
in its own way.

Of a very different excellence are Mr. 
Abbey’s pictures for The Children of the
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Lord’s Supper, with their tender Northern 
blonde types of childhood. The little girl 
pacing churchward, beside the dark stone
wall, is as blue-eyed and yellow-haired as 
if she were a sketch in color, instead of 
black and white. She is wholly Scandina
vian and peasant ; and so are ther children 
kneeling in church before the bishop. The 
group of angels in another illustration are 
not so good : they are respectively self-satis
fied and thoughtfully sentimental in expres
sion ; but then it is perhaps difficult to do 
angels for want of studies from life. Mr. 
Abbey, however, has radiantly succeeded in 
his full-page picture for The Skeleton in 
Armor : that is full of the ideal truth and 
loveliness which he has missed in his com
pany of complacent seraphs ;

•— “ the blue-eyed maid, 
Yielding, yet half-afraid,”

is a dream of tender, girlish beauty.
Among the other more notable illustra

tions in these numbers are Mr. Moran’s rich 
night-scene for The Light of Stars ; Mr. 
Brown’s group of autumn trees and stretch 
of autumn meadow for Autumn ; Mr. Ab
bey’s fancy for The Two Locks of Hair ; 
Mr. Schell’s vignette for The Rainy Day, — 
a bit of vine-clambered wall from which the 
gusts beat the dying leaves, and from whose 
flooded eaves coldly spills the wind-tossed 
rain ; and Mr. Waud’s vista in the Dismal 
Swamp, with the gaunt-limbed, moss-grown 
trees about the stagnant water.

As may have been inferred, the plan of 
all these illustrations is in distinct opposition 
to the theory that the illustration of mod
ern literature should be in the spirit of me- 
diæval illumination ; that is, that it should 
pictorially annotate the text with whatever 
wayward fancy it suggests to the artist. 
This theory, if a whole work could be de
livered to one designer for the occupation 
of his life, might be realized, and might be 
more or less satisfactory; but it is quite 
incompatible with contemporary conditions. 
Illustration must still, and probably always 
will, — with very rare exceptions, — be done 
upon the plan of reproducing in line what 
is said or hinted in words, and the designer 
will succeed or fail as he infuses more or 
less of his own life into what must be first 
literally faithful. It is the question, in an
other form, of translation or paraphrase, 
of trying to give the spirit in the body, or 
the spirit without the body. The latter is 
a task so delicate that it will probably re
main the unattainable ideal of critics who 
can do neither. In fact, after all the talk, 
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and all the print, in praise of illuminative 
illustration, it would be difficult to allege 
any quite successful or striking instance of 
its application. There are occasional pleas
ing touches of it in the vignettes of this 
Longfellow, as of other beautiful illustrated 
works, where the text seems to break into 
quaint conceit of bird or blossom, or run
ning vine, framing a face or a glimmer of 
landscape; and here it probably fulfills its 
only possible office, leaving a vast field for 
more positive interpretation, into which we 
may be sure the mediaeval illuminators 
would have entered if they had known how. 
But if illuminative art is scantily present 
here, the spirit of the most suggestive dec
orative art abounds in the exquisite titles 
designed by Mr. Ipsen. In the three num
bers before us there are some ten of these, 
in which it is hard to say which is most 
suggestive and charming, — the varied use 
of conventional forms, or the refined ca
price with which a bit of realism in bird or 
flower is here and there introduced. The 
second title to The Spanish Student and 
the first to Poems of Slavery are rich in
stances of the first; those of Voices of the 
Night and Earlier Poems, of the second. 
But in whatever spirit these designs are, 
they sparkle with a fresh and joyous life; 
they dance to the delighted eye; they are 
full of variety and beauty and sympathy, 
and once seen they immediately relate them
selves to the poetry which they announce.

All but two of the pictures here are ex
ecuted in pure line, and we learn that 
throughout the edition none others will be 
done in the manner reprobated on another 
page of this magazine by Mr. Linton as 
alien to the function and genius of wood
engraving. What this bad and false school 
is the present critic gladly leaves Mr. Lin
ton to explain, and contents himself with 
stating the fact of its exclusion from the 
illustrated Longfellow. Mr. Anthony, whom 
we have already mentioned as the artistic 
editor, is no less tjian Mr. Linton the enemy 
of the corrupt school and the friend of pure 
line, and with hint has rested a decision 
which must have a large influence on Amer
ican wood-engraving. It would not be easy 
to explain how much the edition owes in 
all respects to his zeal, his taste, and his 
vigilance. It has been his affair not merely 
to suggest and place the illustrations, but 
often to prescribe the treatment of the sub
ject, and to furnish the designer the his
torical material to work from, in accurately 
studied armor, costume, and locality. It is 

to him that the first numbers owe their per
fection in this respect, and it is to his labors, 
otherwise tacit, that the work must owe the 
harmony in which its vast variety of detail 
unites.

— A book whose subject has long and 
deeply fascinated the writer has always a 
quality of its own, which seldom fails to 
prove an engaging one. The charmed in
terest with which objects have been regard
ed by him becomes in his book1 an atmos
phere about them whose effect is poetic, like 
that of the physical atmosphere upon the ob
jects of the landscape. This quality should 
be possessed in a high degree by Mr. Con
way’s elaborate and unique work. Twenty 
years ago he was already writing and speak
ing upon his present subject; and it has 
clung to him, rather than he to it, ever 
since. A stranger to superstitious terror, he 
has nevertheless been haunted by the mon
strous shapes which the terrors of imagina
tive superstition have created. The spell, 
partly intellectual curiosity, partly an in
terest of a graver sort, which conjured them 
up wrought almost too effectually ; and he 
found that the only means to lay them must 
be an elucidation of their mystery. When 
he should cause the light to shine through 
them, discovering the secret of their exist
ence, then, and not sooner, he would be quit 
of his ghostly company. The task thus pro
posed to him, or rather imposed upon him, 
was by no means a light one. It is easy to 
laugh at the grotesque and absurd, easy to 
inveigh against the revolting and horrible, 
in the dark imaginings of mankind ; but to 
explain is hard, for it is to find the reason 
of unreason, the being and substance of un
reality, the law of folly, and logic of lunacy. 
The difficulty which thus arises from the 
quality of the matter is enhanced by its 
quantity and variety. The human mind has 
been astonishingly fruitful of monstrous and 
menacing shapes, each with its own pecul
iarity of ugliness. Now a century since it 
might have been thought enough to show 
that these apparent objects are unreal, and 
belief in their existence is a superstition; 
but the scientific spirit of our day, in its 
search of natural origins, does not content 
itself so easily. Superstitions are a very in
teresting study, and the interest in them be
gins at the point where, as recognized su
perstitions, they quite cease to claim belief. 
When it is out of doubt that the seeming

1 Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncurb 
Daniel Conway, M. A. With Numerous Illustra
tions. New York : Henry Holt & Co. 1879 
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»bjlfet» before which credulity has cowered 
are of its own creation; when it is also seen 
that this process has been universal, and 
therefore due to a mental necessity, and, 
moreover, that it has been at least an at
tendant upon the spiritual development of 
humanity, we become aware that those ap
paritions, remote, strange, uncalled for, as 
they now appear, belong to the history of 
the human mind ; and one may well inquire 
what is the law of their apparent existence. 
Science says of them that they are the forms 
in which the human race has spontaneously 
and unconsciously pictured its afflictions, its 
temptations, and sins; as, on the other hand, 
its aspirations have been painted in the 
shapes of heroes and gods. At once, how
ever, the further inquiry arises, Why that 
unconscious picturing ? The answer is that 
it was the necessary form of primitive think
ing. There is a language of the mind as 
well as one of the tongue; and even more 
than verbal speech that mental language 
changes from stage to stage of intellectual 
development. This it is which makes the 
difficulty of reading the most ancient books 
with understanding. When the words have 
been translated, it is found that the thoughts 
must be translated also. Primitive mind, 
when it began to conceive of supersensual 
fact, produced a figure of some sort, a picto
rial representation, which was taken for a 
real existence. Its thoughts appeared to it 
as external personal beings. In these forms 
of imagination, not known to be merely such, 
the ideal life of man first disengaged itself, 
and became pronounced. “Personification,” 
it is called; but of what ? Of outward ob
jects only, so many have said. In truth, 
it was always the thought and sentiment, the 
motion and emotion, of the human spirit, 
teeming with a life peculiar to itself, which 
were personified. In such personification, 
or picture-thinking, the spiritual history of 
our race began, and for the reason that the 
mind could utter its deeper import to itself 
in no other way. The process continues 
long, and its results are with us as tradi
tions at the present time. As an immediate
ly productive process, however, it is now dis
continued ; and its traditional deposit has 
to all men largely, to many wholly, become 
recognizable as imaginary.

In this lies an intellectual revolution and 
a moral crisis. Mr. Conway is conscious of 
the change, and is among those who most 
participate in it. But instead of turning 
with light scorn away from that past, whose 
imaginations have become incredible to him, 

he is drawn toward it by a new and irresist
ible interest. Because he cannot believe with 
it, he must find in its belief the human mo
tive, the touch of nature that makes all men 
kin. His is not a shallow nature, which 
could complacently feel itself sliced off, as 
it were, from the past life of mankind, even 
though separated by superiority. Rather, 
he shares the best spirit of this age, the 
roots of whose conscious being run deep, 
and which therefore would feel itself wound
ed by a mere “solution of continuity” in 
history. Besides, he is aware that the mod
ern world, hastening forward under changed 
mental conditions to new and unknown des
tinies, will be the better prepared for its 
future the tnore intelligently and effectual
ly it is able to interrogate its past. Thus 
honorably impelled, he has selected the very 
darkest chapter in what we have called the 
picture-thinking of the earlier world, with a 
purpose to find the human principles in 
what may seem the most inhuman imagina
tions, and to recover for the understanding 
that which, happily, can never be restored 
as belief. A hard task, it has been said; 
but the reader will see that it is worthy of 
the powers he has brought to it, of the in
dustry he has lavished upon it, and of the 
absorbing interest which begot his labor.

In such an enterprise it must be the first 
work to search out and assemble the partic
ular facts; and it will be the voice of all 
readers that in this respect the writer has 
rather surpassed than fallen below the meas
ure of a reasonable expectation. From the 
four quarters of the world ; from places high 
and low, sacred and profane; from times so 
primitive that history, properly so called, 
does not extend to them; and from times so 
recent that history has hardly as yet come 
up with them, he has drawn together, in 
enormous aggregate, the monstrous forms, 
with which the fearful sense of dependence, 
imperfection, or guilt, in union with the 
sense of all-enveloping, infinite mystery, has 
seemingly peopled earth and air, — places 
real and places as imaginary as the beings 
supposed to inhabit them. He has indeed 
quite uncommon qualifications for this labor. 
A diligent explorer of libraries, a rapid and 
tireless reader of books, he also finds books 
in living men, and a library wherever hu
man beings, learned or unlearned, are to be 
met with. Nature has endowed him with a 
singular faculty of putting himself in com
munication with others, and with others of 
all degrees. Scholars and peasants, archae
ologists and old wiyes, — he is at home with 
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them all, and with all can give and take. 
He has the art of squeezing information for 
himself out of those who, one would say, 
have none for themselves. The fool, it has 
been said, will learn nothing from the phi
losopher, but the philosopher may chance to 
learn much from the fool; and Mr. Con
way, with his eager and alert intelligence, 
his wide observation and his power to open 
communication with men of all sorts, has 
often got instruction from those who them
selves could neither teach nor learn. And 
he has been restrained in his researches by 
no sentiment, whether of contempt or awe. 
The silliest modern superstition is fish for 
his net, and he takes it out with no grin, 
but with serious inquisitiveness and satis
faction upon his countenance. Into every 
traditional holy of holies, on the other hand, 
he thrusts the same inevitable face of in
quiry, neither more reverent nor more ir
reverent than an interrogation point. The 
result of all is that he has got together a 
wonderful menagerie, not to be seen without 
astonishment by such as are in a measure 
new to this department of natural history. 
And even those more familiar with it will 
scarcely escape a surprise when, in the midst 
of the strange collection, they come upon 
representatives of species which might be 
supposed to have become extinct many ages 
since, or, at the utmost, to lurk now only in 
the wild and waste places of the earth, but 
which this inevitable trapper has caught 
running in the most cultivated lands of civ
ilization. Who could imagine the hunger
demon extant here in America ? But with
in the decade it has been captured in Chica
go and in Rhode Island. True, the creat
ure is in somewhat reduced circumstances ; 
it has not here the luxuriant development 
which it attains in cannibal imaginations; 
but the identity of species is quite clear.

The quality, however, of a writer is more 
shown in his use of material than in its ac
cumulation. It is true, indeed, that in a 
work like the one before us the collection 
of examples sufficient in number and varie
ty to represent fairly the whole productive 
activity of the human mind in that direction 
must be a labor of high relative importance. 
Just in proportion to its success, however, it 
calls for another labor, still more arduous. 
The seemingly heterogeneous mass of im
aginations would be little more than a be
wildering curiosity, were it not simplified 
by some orderly arrangement. Nor would 
it by any means suffice for Mr. Conway’s 
purposes to arrange his facts in such an out

ward order as should render them conven
iently presentable. He desires that they 
should be not only presentable, but intelligi
ble. His aim is to classify them according» 
to their interior, producing principles, so that 
in every group we may see at once the tie’ 
of relationship which makes its unity, and 
the root in human nature from which the 
whole has grown. Thus, the classification 
will be itself an elucidation, the facts ex
plaining themselves as they come before the 
eye; and he will be spared the necessity of 
a continuous explanation in detail, which 
would be tedious to himself, and might prob
ably become so to the reader. The design 
was excellently conceived, and has been 
ably carried out. Of course, room remains 
for doubt with regard to some particulars 
amid such a multitude. The tracing of 
genealogies, if pushed much beyond the 
nearest relationships, is commonly a puz
zling business, and if continued for enough 
ends at last in sheer obscurity. The gene
alogy of demons and devils is certainly not 
to be determined with less difficulty than 
that of human beings. There are in depen d- 
ent productions of the same conception, 
where the relationship is natural without 
being historical. On the other hand, imag- 
inations which have the same historical lin
eage migrate in different directions, and ac
quire diversities of feature that disguise 
their relationship almost or quite beyond 
recognition. In such a case, a student who 
has a fine aptitude for his work will obtain 
real identifications from hints so slight as to 
seem quite insufficient to one less skilled in 
such labor, or endowed with a scent less 
keen; while at the same time no caution 
will secure him against apparent identifica
tions, which, however, are apparent only. 
Mr. Conway gives us the impression of an 
intelligence rather daring and penetrating 
than circumspect and discreet, and we are 
sometimes distanced by his swift flights; but 
it cannot be doubted that his boldness is 
both intelligent and conscientious, nor that 
he has, on the whole, really executed his de
sign.

Birst of all, he distinguishes broadly be
tween demons and devils. The demon seeks 
only the satisfaction of its natural appetites, 
but is so constituted that it must satisfy 
them at the expense of the human race. It 
is monstrous and afflictive, but not, in the 
strict sense, malevolent. In the devil, on 
the contrary, pure malignity appears. It 
loves evil with disinterested affection, and 
does evil not only with delight, but with a
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hesitate to assert. Perhaps the proper 
statement would be that he now and then 
seems a trifle too much its master, and sub
jects it to a certain compulsion. His pro
cedure is utterly frank and guileless; the 
facts are in no slightest degree “doctored,” 
but interpretations occur that seem not to 
come easily from the facts, but suggest an 
effect of mood. We have particularly in 
mind his new and peculiar construction of 
the Abrahamic legend and the chapter upon 
The Holy Ghost. The latter is, moreover, 
disfigured by a quotation of some length 
from Mr. Henry G. Atkinson, who has been 
at pains to tell in writing of a fine thing 
said by him one day. He was asked, What 
is the Holy Ghost ? ” and he answered 
that it is a pigeon, and that Christianity is 
pigeon worship; adding that pigeons are 
held sacred in St. Petersburg, and following 
this observation with a trivial anecdote. 
Now, it is conceivable that to a serious, full- 
minded man like Mr. Conway, this delicate 
sally might suggest the question, really an 
interesting one, how the dove became the 
accepted symbol of the spirit or breath of 
God. So the barking of a dog might chance 
to suggest an important question concern
ing the origin of language; in which case 
it would not be necessary to fill one page of 
a consequent chapter upon language with 
bow-wows. But if our author may for once 
be “ left ” to borrow an impertinence from 
another, he has none of his own; if his 
interpretations are at times doubtful, he 
leaves, even in that case, a pregnant question 
with the reader; and, as Bacon said, though 
we forget his words, he that can ask a right 
question is already half-way advanced on 
the road to knowledge. Meantime, in the 
intellectual and moral courage which 
breathes, like fresh morning air, through 
the book; in the vast extent of the field 
traversed at every point with the step of a 
strong man; in the broad light cast upon 
many dark regions; in the exhibition of 
definite results elicited from scattered and 
obscure indications; in the not infrequent 
examples of searching and productive criti
cism ; and in the influences of a quickening 
spirit, whose every touch provokes thought 
or begets inquiry, — in these and kindred 
features, and more than all, in the ensemble 
of the book, the whole thought and design 
out of which it sprang and with which, 
through all details and speculations, suc
cesses and short-comings it is still luminous, 
it has qualities to reward richly the atten
tion it is likely to attract.

1W1]

kind of religious devotion. The former has 
its occasion in the physical, the latter in the 
moral, experience of mankind. The more 
revolting conception belongs, therefore, to 
the higher stage of development. This may 
surprise, but it is quite in the natural order. 
Evolution, so far from being simple, linear 
advance, is a highly complex movement. 
Roman Christianity in the eighth century 
was a much higher form of religion than the 
old Norse faith ; but, as Mr. Kemble has re
marked, the Scandinavian Loki was an al
most admirable figure compared with the 
hideous and disgusting devil of the Chris
tianized Anglo-Saxons. The Roman Church 
first began to make a business of murder
ing heresy, not in the “ dark ages,” but at 
the most advanced stage of mediaeval ci'vil- 
ization. The witchcraft craze, in which it 
may be seen that, though there were no 
witches, whole nations and ages were never
theless but too truly bewitched, was in like 
manner a late product. With the higher 
and better comes the lower and worse ; and 
there would be forever an equal develop
ment upward and downward, were it not in 
the nature of the better to extinguish at last 
its odious concomitant. Mr. Conway’s dis
tinction, therefore, between demonic and di- 
abological representations, with their rela
tive position, is sound and necessary, while 
it Signifies his recognition of a complexity 
in the process of historical growth of which 
evolutionists have been too little apt to take 
notice ; and whether or not his terms have 
commonly been used in the sense he assigns 
them, they may be so with propriety and 
with advantage.

Placing the dragons as an intermediate 
class between the two principal ones, he be
gins with the most elementary, and arranges 
it in groups, each of which has a motive pe
culiar to itself. For example, hunger, heat, 
cold, tempest, and flood have severally be
gotten in human imagination a family of 
preternatural figures. The groups are well 
made out, the generating motive clearly 
traced, the examples abundant, striking, and 
often surprising. When, however, diabolic
al representatives are reached in the second 
volume, the treatment becomes still more 
difficult, and1 it may at times be seen that 
the writer works with less ease. Here the 
begetting motive is no longer outward ; only 
in the soul itself are the hunger and heat, 
the tempest and sickness, that awaken its 
fears and give them apparent forms. For 
the most part, however, he is master of his 
material; that he is always so we should
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But its general character would not be 

indicated, even in the very slight way here 
proposed, without noticing the depth and 
intensity of that practical interest by which 
it is pervaded. In the first volume, where 
demons and dragons are treated of, the 
purely scientific interest is clearly dominant, 
though there are keen glances at existing 
conditions which show that the writer is 
far from being unmindful of them; but in 
the second volume, whose sub-title is The 
Devil, there is a marked change of tone. 
Mr. Conway bears in his heart a heavy 
charge against the establishments of the 
present day, whether within Christendom or 
without it. He sees in the present time 
two great evils. The first is a profitless ex
penditure of spiritual force. There are 
quite real hells here on earth, calling loudly 
for a mighty labor of purification. There 
are demons and devils, neither supernatural 
nor personal, but real influences neverthe
less, and not haunting disreputable places 
only. There is a work of reconstruction 
and regeneration to be done, and already 
too long delayed ; seeds of death to be de
stroyed, seeds of life to be sown, and time 
pressing. The moral force, that should up
root and plant, is not altogether wanting, 
but, as he thinks, is too largely wasted upon 
spectres. The eye wanders : instead of in
terrogating fact, it dwells upon dreams; 
what is before it, full of promise, of menace, 
of blessed and boding possibilities, it does 
not see, or but half sees, for it is looking 
elsewhere. Men bring sacrifices to dead 
gods, and are deaf to the living, eternal 
spirit. Worship walks in its sleep, and is 
the more idle the more busy. Many teach, 
few instruct: —
“ The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed;

But, swoln with wind and the rank mist they 
draw,

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread.” 

As has been remarked, Mr. Conway says 
little to such effect, and that little is spoken 
with quiet gravity; but a sense of it, not 
only deep but impassioned, is ever present 
with him; and, however widely one may 
differ from his judgment, it is impossible to 
be angry with a man whose opinion has to 
such a degree the dignity of moral convic
tion. But the higher forces of the human 
soul are not only wasted; in his judgment, 
they are also very insufficiently developed, 
for the reason that the methods of moral 
culture are adapted to psychological condi-

1 Society the Redeemed Form of Man, and the 
Earnest of God's Omnipotence in Human Nature. 

tions which are not those of our time. He 
is profoundly persuaded that noble, effect
ual duty can no longer be got out of each 
man’s hope and fear for himself, — hope of 
reward or fear of punishment hereafter. 
With large classes, those motives are dead, 
— dead utterly; with others they survive, 
but without moral virility; intrepid and in
telligent duty they no longer beget. “ It is 
very difficult,” says Mr. Conway, “ to know 
how far simple human nature, acting its 
best, is capable of heroic endurance for 
truth and of pure passion for the right. . . . 
But if noble lives cannot be so lived, we 
may be sure that the career of the human 
race will be downhill henceforth. Bor any 
unbiased mind can judge whether the tend
ency of thought and power lies toward or 
away from the old hopes and fears on which 
the regime of the past was founded.” See
ing clearly, then, that in every age the spir
itual or ideal forces are the saving ones, he 
believes that the great agencies through 
which that priceless power once operated 
serve now, very largely, to divert it from 
real to unreal objects; and, meantime, it 
seems clear to him that the power itself, no 
longer nourished by its ancient diet, and 
sparely fed with another, wants the vigor of 
health, and without a change of system is 
likely to want it more. Even the question 
whether, under the new intellectual condi
tions, this earth of ours can afford it the 
needed sustenance, — even this question he 
cannot answer with undoubting confidence. 
Such is the burden that lies upon his breast ; 
and out of his book, even where it relates 
immediately to very remote matters, there 
issue, in another dialect, the summons of 
that spirit which of old might cry, “ Come 
up to the help of the Lord against the 
mighty.”

— Mr. James’s new book1 is a remark
able outpouring of profound philosophical 
thought and statement, in that peculiar vein 
which characterizes all the work of this 
deep and earnest writer. Those who have 
read the author’s former works, — his Chris
tianity the Logic of Creation, his Substance 
and Shadow, and his Secret of Swedenborg, 
— and have succeeded in getting a definite 
idea of their purpose, will find this last book 
of his to be in several respects his most ma
ture and satisfactory as well as his most 
explicit and lively work. The form of it 
being in a series of letters to a friend helps 
to make it what some persons call an ex-
Affirmed in Letters to a Friend. By Henry James 
Boston : Houghton, Osgood & Co. 1879.


