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makes this Festschrift especially valuable for philosophy department 
libraries. 

There is no index. The book ends with "Notes on the Contributors," 
of whom there are twenty-three. 

DANIEL S. ROBINSON. 
UNIVERSITY OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA. 

Tragedy and Philosophy. WALTER KAUFMANN. Doubleday and Co. Inc., 
New York, 1968. Pp. 388. 

We all know that Walter Kaufmann is an exceptionally scholarly and 
well-read man, but this book is not up to his usual standard. "It should 
be apparent," says the author, "that the approach to literature developed 
in these pages can readily be applied to the novel, and to works of our 
own century no less than to Greek tragedy." (P. 348) Unfortunately what 
is apparent in this volume is precisely the lack of "approach." For 
example, Kaufmann quotes from a footnote of Freud's to the effect that 
works of art are subject to varying interpretations, and opines of this 
commonplace observation that "even if Freud's footnote consisted solely 
of this remark it would still be one of the most profound, suggestive and 
enlightening footnotes of all time." (P. 104) He argues that "if we 
consider his comments merely as a contribution to literary criticism" 
Freud's importance cannot be overlooked (P. 105), in spite of the fact 
that three pages later he is maintaining that "Freud offers a thoroughly 
inadequate interpretation that scarcely touches the play. Its importance 
lies in the field of psychology." Again, according to Kaufmann, it is in 
the Old Testament that we encounter "individuals who can be known 
only through their history. There is no close parallel to that in Homer or 
in Greek tragedy." (P. 185). But he is shortly discussing Euripides' 
"intense concern with character and with psychology." (P. 190) With 
regard to Sartre: "Surely the ethic of The Flies is Nietzschean. Nor 
do we find the ethic of The Flies in Being and Nothingness or No Exit." 
But on the next page Kaufmann is already arguing that "Hell is — other 
men — the most famous line in No Exit — is an unconscious echo of 
Nietzsche." (P. 263) 

In view of all this — and more — it seems something in the nature of 
temerity for Kaufmann to group "Oswald Spengler or a parlour game" 
together (p. 80), and to assert that "when Brecht insisted that he tried 
to make other people think he only showed that he did not know what 
thinking means" (p. 344), whereas Kaufmann thinks that "what makes 
Brecht interesting is that he is different." (P. 356) He also "thinks" that 


