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HunTer’s Moon

HE restless, horned moon is high
Above the woods and snowy plain;
No one awake but only I;

And quiet, such as this, is pain.

Last night, the stealthy bears were out
Ringing the green bark of the cherry;
And reckless deer were holding rout
On scarlet ash and elder-berry.

Beside the house, the lilac wears

Her heavy, heart-shaped leaves of white;
No sign of hibernating bears;

No thirsty deer will run tonight.

On lovely things, on lonely men,

The magic charms of winter creep;

And bears are sleeping in their den;

And I must close my door and sleep.
MaRY BYERs SMITH.
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PHONETICS IN THE MIRROR

Somewhy I have confidence in any
book about language written by a studi-
ous alien. Birthright usage of any tongue
probably sets the user in habits of hear-
ing and feeling which are congenitally
limited. The most pleasing work on Eng-
lish which I have examined is Dr. Otto
Jespersen’s Essentials of English Gram-~
mar (Henry Holt, $2), and Dr. Jesper-
sen writes from Copenhagen. I wish he
would tell us how he learned so much
about our puzzling and faulty lingo; how
did he first use it, under what instruction,
and what were his impressions? Even his
comments on American usages are far
more accurate than those of most British

* “ologists. Has he been in this country?

ways get an enormous pleasure in con-

2ring the bewildering differences of

glish and American speech. On Christ-
mas Day, when representatives of various
nations told us hullo by radio, an Eng-
lish child piped up “Merry Christmas to
American boys and girls” and the enor-
mous oddity, in my ear, of just that way
of saying “boys and girls”—irreproduci-
ble in print—was enough to keep me grin-

ning for the rest of the afternoon. And |

then, by chance, we went to an Edgar
Wallace picture that same evening—some-
thing so terrible that it was enchanting—
and heard more of that phonetic queer-
ness. In a function so intimate as speech,
variations are a chief source of human de-
light. In a bookshop on 47th Street there’s
a bookseller from North Carolina. . . .

But what I had in mind wag, the pub-
lisher of Dr. Jespersen’s book really
ought to give away a small mirror with
each copy. I had to take it home from the
office, for I couldn’t keep going out to the
washroom to verify the phonetic passages.
“In our rapid survey of the organs of
speech,” says Dr. Jespersen, “we begin
with the lips, because they are most easily
accessible to immediate inspection, and
then move gradually inwards.” Thus it is
that the washroom mirror becomes nec-
essary: —

By means of the tip of the tongue are
formed first the three stops [t, d, n], then
three fricatives as in thin, then, against
the front teeth, and [r] against the gums,
often with a distinctly “flapping” move-
ment. . . . With the blade of the tongue
(immediately behind the tip) are formed
the two hissing fricatives [s, z] as in
seal, zeal, characterized by a chink in
the tongue through which a very thin
stream of air passes. If the air-channel
is made a trifle broader, and the tip of
the tongue is turned a little farther back,
we get the sounds as in she, mission,
vision.

The soft palate is movable, and is
either raised so as to shut off the mouth
from the cavity of the nose—then we
have purely oral sounds—or else it may
be lowered, in that case we have nasal
sounds. . . . If the vocal chords (in the
larynx, popularly called “Adam’s ap-
ple”) are brought together and made to
vibrate, the result is a voiced sound. . ..

Originally » was a full point-trill
everywhere. In order to pronounce this

trill the tip of the tongue is made thin !
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and elastic, and then raised and made
to move rapidly to and fro . . . the bulk
of the tongue-muscle must be shifted
backwards, sometimes accompanied
with secondary trillings of the uvula. ...
R is now not trilled except in out-of-the
way parts of Scotland.

1 was wondering what our old friend
Captain Bone, a keen student of philology,
would say about this, and practising a
“secondary trilling of the uvula” with
some success, when someone else came in
to wash his hands. I pretended to be ad-
miring the mass of the RCA building,
which is very beautiful from our wash-
room in the dusk.
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Dr. Jespersen says in his preface, with
excellent wisdom, “It has been my en-
deavor to represent English Grammar not
as a set of stiff dogmatic precepts, accord-
ing to which some things are correct and
others absolutely wrong, but as some-
thing living and developing under con-
tinual fluctuations and undulations.” And
speaking of the continual necessity for
condensation, he remarks:—

Not only is the writer’s art rightly said
to consist largely in knowing what to
leave in the inkstand, but in the most
everyday remarks we suppress a great
many things which it would be pedantic
to say expressly. “Two third returns,
Brighton,” stands for something like:
“Would you please sell me two third-
class tickets from London to Brighton

and back again, and I will pay you the
usual fare for such tickets.”

And as the Doctor says that, somehow
there appears to me in a vision the long
hall of the Gare de Lyon in Paris and my-
self inwardly formulating what I hoped
would be an idiomatic request for the
transportation I needed.—And as any vari-
ation from the expected may always be
a source of humor, it is sometimes best
for the foreigner (unless the train is leav-
ing immediately) to expound his desires
as best he can with complete and pedan-

WILLIAM MCFEE
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OF JAMES T.BABB

$“You know awbere you are aith steam™

(Bookplate for a special collection. The
photo shows Mr. McFee in his days as
ship’s engineer.)

tic fullness. It often puts the ticket seller
in an agreeable cackle, especially if you
can do a secondary trill on the uvula.
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A casual note such as this can give you
no fair idea of the richness and interest
of Dr. Jespersen’s treatise. He eases me
(somewhat) of one old anxiety, a feeling
that the expression all of a thing (which
we all continually use) is indefensible.
My notion was that of is necessarily a par-
titive, and therefore that one cannot have
all of a thing. But he states conclusively
that of is not always partitive but some-
times appositional, as for instance in the
City of Rome (= the City which is Rome)

or that little wretch of a Rebecca (= that
little wretch who is Rebecea).

Dr. Jespersen is interesting on such fa-
miliar anomalies as the cases of pronouns.
“The natural tendency in English,” he
says, ‘has been towards a state in which
the nominative of pronouns is used only
where it is clearly the subject, and where
this is shown by close proximity to a verb,
while the objective is used everywhere
else.” He gives interesting examples—
some of which cause pain: —

“Oh!” she instantly replied, “he began |

_ it, not me.”
[Strachey: Queen Victoria]
We've had our little differences, you

and me.
[Arnold Bennett]

Another fellow, probably him who
had remained below, came to the door.
[R. L. Stevenson]

But the most interesting of these exam-
ples are the familiar exclamation “Dear
me!” and such a sentence as “He saw it
himself.”

The same influence has been at work,
Jespersen notes, in the interrogative pro-
noun who; but with opposite effect. Since
the interrogative comes first, and usually
followed closely by the verb, it has been
generalized in the nominative case. “Who
is now practically the only form used in
collogquial speech,” Jespersen says, and
this has been so for at least three cen-
turies. E.g. Shakespeare:-—

Who didst thou leave to tend his Majesty?
Pray you, who does the wolfe love?

It would be pedantic, says our authority,
to insist on “From whom is that letter”
rather than the colloquial “Who is that
letter from?” But he adds that grammar-
ians have been so severe in blaming this
anomaly “that now many people feel

proud when they remember writing whom !
and even try to use that form in speech.” |

In the matter of relative pronouns,
who also tends to displace whom. He
quotes a sentence from E. F. Benson: —
“I met a man whom I thought was a luna-
tic,” without stating pointedly whether
he considers it wrong. To me, the error
here is in misplacing the was. It should
be either:—I met a man who was, I
thought, a lunatic—or, I met a man whom
I thought [to be] a lunatic.

But so are all of us [we all] if we brood
too long on English grammar,

I

Passing from grammar to higher phases
of language, I thought there was much
wisdom in what Mary Colum said not

long ago (in the Forum magazine for No-

vember) about “style”:—

One of the surest ways of telling
whether any book or poem or essay or
story is real literature is by its style.
Now style is not at all what so many
teachers and professors tell us that it is:
it is not necessarily the careful picking
of words, the avoiding of clichés, the
tasteful arrangement of language—any
educated person with a literary bent
can do all that. But what style really is
is the translation into language of an
inner rhythm of the mind, an inner
rhythm which is the essence of the
writer’s personality, of his gifts, of his
passions, his emotions, his psychic en-
ergy. A writer may with practice be-
come more skilful at expressing his
inner rhythm, but style can never be
taught or acquired—all that can ever be
taught or learned is a graceful use of
words. At some times a writer is better
able than others to express in language
his inner rhythm; the inner rh
itself may not last him all his life any
more than youth or beauty does, though
there have been men of genius like So-
phocles and Goethe in whom it lasted to
extreme old age, outwearing beauty and
strength and youth.
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Wao WrotE IT?

Mr. Don Marquis somewhere came
across the following verse, and asks if
anyone knows who wrote it:—

The golf links are so near the mills

That almost every day
The working children can look out

And see the men at play.
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GoUGLOFF

Terence Holliday, of the admired Holli-
day Bookshop with its mystically satisfy-
ing address (49 East 49), writes of a re-
cipe for Gougloff —the gdteau alsacien
which other clients also refer to as Kou-
gelhopf, Kugelkopf, etc.

|
|

A BOOK_DARK.
o WINTER,

Drawn for the Bowling Green by
R. J. Bucholz.

Mr. Holliday says:

I find KouGLourF in the “Good Fare”
of M. Edouard de Pomaine translated
by Blanche Bowes and Doris Z. Moore
under the imprint of Gerald Howe, Lon-
don. The French title was “Le Code de la
Bonne Chére.” An earlier work of M. de
Pomaine, “Bien Manger pour Bien
Vivre,” has been crowned by the Aca-
démie Francaise—and could I crown
you for starting this! Thus Kougloupf:
“81% oz. flour; 2 eggs; 3% oz. butter; 314
oz. castor sugar; 4% oz. currants; salt,
quant. suff.; 1 oz. yeast, and 2 table-
spoonfuls milk. Mix eggs, salt and sugar.
Add melted warm butter, flour, yeast
mixed in milk, currants and (if need
be) a little milk. Knead the paste by
hand until it no longer sticks to the
palm. Pour into a deep buttered mould,
only half filling it. Put in a warm room
for 2 or 3 hours. When the dough is well
risen, bake in a hot oven for about 34 of
an hour., Wait till cold and then turn
out. Sprinkle with icing sugar.” But
with what? A very dry sherry? A Ma-
deira? Julian Street can finish this.

St s
SHERLOCK HoLmEes AnNp COCKTAILS

SIR:-—Last year—on what evidence I can-
not guess—you announced that January
6 was the date of Sherlock Holme<s
birthday, and 1853 the probable ye:
That seemed to be about right: I reme-
ber that the beautiful Irene Adler, “ .
woman,” the only one toward whom She.: -
lock might conceivably have felt an im-
pulse of sentiment, was born (“in New
Jersey”) in 1858. (Where in New Jersey,
I wonder?)

Anyhow, every year about Christmas
time I get out my Conan Doyle and read
Sherlock again. And your comment lately
about cocktails having gone back to 25
cents reminded me that Holmes consid-
ered even that price a trifle high. In The
Adventure of the Noble Bachelor, you re-
member, he examines a hotel bill in which
a cocktail costs a shilling and a glass of
sherry 8d. He deduces that the bill was
from “one of the most expensive hotels.”

Will not the Hotel Duane on Madison
Avenue, which you say is frequented by
Sherlock Holmes’s publishers, invent a
Sherlock Holmes cocktail in honor of the
birthday? I will offer the 2-volume edi-
tion of the Complete Stories as a prize for
the most appropriate formula.—Of course
there should really be two; the Sherlock
and the Mycroft. What a subtle and softly
influential philtre the Mycroft would have
to bel

Another thought: what evidence can
you give of Sherlock’s religious feelings,
if any?

CHariNG Cross.

St. George, Staten Island.
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I like Mr. Cross’s suggestion about the
cocktail, and will be pleased to forward
for his judgment any suggested formulae.
In regard to Irene Adler (“a face that a
man might die for” was Holmes’s aston-
ishing description) I have always main-
tained that she was born in Hoboken.

Of Holmes’s religious feelings: I've al-
ways supposed that the beginning of his
atheistic tendency was the fact that if he
hadn’t been on his way to the college
chapel he wouldn’t have been bitten by
Trevor’s bull terrier. (See the story of the
Gloria Scott.) It must have been a bad
bite; he was laid up for ten days. But he
was a student of the Bible (see The
Crooked Man).

CHRISTOPHER MORLEY.
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Literature Abroad

By ERNEST BOYD

forth the gospel according to the

Nazis which has received any wide-
spread attention outside of Germany is the
bowdlerized version of Hitler's “Mein
Kampf.,” Whether in its truncated English
form, or in the original, the book has no
more value than any volume of the col-
lected speeches of a rabble-rousing poli-
tician. The real doctrine, the “philosophy”
of the Nazi movement is best studied, not
in the hysterical tirades of Hitler, but in
the reasoned exposition of that eminent,
not quite one hundred per cent German,
Alfred Rosenberg, whose Jewish name and
Baltic provenance disturb the complacence
of patriotic Germans no more than does
the recent naturalization of Hitler himself
as a German citizen. After all, when Ger-
many decides to be “Germanic” such de-
tails do not count, as witness the fact that
the high priest of pre-war Hohenzollern
Teutonism was the English husband of
Wagner’s daughter, Houston Stewart
Chamberlain.

“Die Grundlagen des Neunzehnten
Jahrhunderts” is now a forgotten book,
and even during the war it was rarely
mentioned as a source of the furor teuto-
nicus. It so happens that I read it in Berlin
during the year of the Agadir crisis, the
year when der Tag became a patriotic
toast. Very naturally, when Alfred Rosen-
berg published “Der Mythus des 20. Jahr-
hunderts” 1 turned to it with curiosity,
recognizing the voice of the Englishman’s
disciple in the title chosen by the Russo-
German Alfred Rosenberg. Just as it was
the Volksausgabe of Chamberlain’s work
which gave it widespread publicity, so the
Volksausgabe of Herr Rosenberg’s book
arrived, three years after its original pub-
lication, “shortly after the beginning of
the German revolution,” to quote the in-
troduction, in order to “add its share to
the creation of the German renaissance.”
The current edition is a volume of more
than seven hundred closely printed pages,
which deserve the attention of those in-

THE only book by a German setting
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E.H. SHEPARD

“And while we are on the subject of bedtime
reading, let me heartily recommend Charles
Lamb, as he is found in ‘Everybody’s Lamb,’
ingeniously edited by A. C. Ward and de-
lightfully illustrated by Shepard.”—BEN RAY
REDMAN, N. Y. Herald Tribune.

“Here is one of my very favorite draughts-
man, Ernest H. Shepard, doing work that
surely he was partly born for . . . adding
inimitably to the delights of Lamb."—
WILLIAM ROSE BENET.

A companion volume to “Everybody’s
Boswell” and “Everybody's Pepys”

554 pages, $3.75

HARCOURT, BRACE and COMPANY
383 Madison Ave., New York

terested in the present phase of German
politics, but which, I fancy, will not enjoy
the honors of translation, for the reason
that no publisher could afford to pay for
the dreadful labor involved, and few non-
Germans could stand the ordeal of wres-
tling with Herr Rosenberg’s tortuous
phrases and even more tortuous logic.

It has frequently and rightly been
pointed out that the persecution of non-
Aryan German citizens has been allowed
to take precedence over all other mani-
festations of German intolerance. While
Christendom revolts at the victimization
of Jews, it is not, I think, aware of the
more interesting fact that the Nazi leaders
are not only anti-Semitic but also anti-
Christian. Herr Rosenberg, in his wild
mumbo-jumbo of bad Nietzscheanism and
stale ethnology out of Chamberlain, out
of Gobineau, out of Spengler, définitely
propounds the theory that the world has
been poisoned by those races which refuse
to worship Thor and Odin. The crucifix is
to him a gallows, a silly image which has
come to be associated with the non-Ger-
manic weakness known as pity. The Pope
is simply the “medicine man” of Europe,
whose voodoo practices interfere with the
gentle art of making enemies for Germany.
The Hakenkreuz, on the other hand, is the
true Germanic cross, symbolizing the
warrior virtues of the Goths and Huns.
Mercy and charity are low-class Christian
ideals which hardly deserve the attention
of a Brownshirt, save in so far as he can
exterminate them.

The Roman Catholic Church, in Herr
Rosenberg’s eyes, is a greater menace to
Aryanism than even Judaism. The Jews,
after all, are a minority and can be
butchered or sterilized as the occasion
demands, but His Holiness, strange to say,
cannot be disposed of so easily. Realizing
this sad fact, Herr Rosenberg consoles
himself and points a moral to adorn his
history by gently insinuating that the

Saint Bartholomew massacre marked the -

end of France’s career as a first-rate
power. Most of us, I suppose, would hard-
ly deny that Henri IV deprived France of
many valuable citizens; the witticism,
Paris vaut bien une messe, is quite amus-
ing, but somehow one does not think of
the slaughter of the Huguenots as the
brightest chapter in French history nor
yet as the downfall of the French nation.
Nations that are neither Nordic nor Prot-
estant nor blond have, curiously, managed
to function.

Herr Rosenberg, however, does not
think so. If Dante is a great Italian poet
and patriot, that is because he was a blond
from the plains of Lombardy. Far be it
from me to deny the thesis so biologically
and logically sustained by Havelock Ellis,
that gentlemen prefer blondes, but history
is made of sterner stuff, so Herr Rosenberg
proceeds to rewrite it. Those of us who
have been taught to believe that the bar-
barian invasions destroyed Roman civil-
ization are mistaken. Herr Rosenberg
proves that what Europe needs is bigger
and better barbarians. Whenever anything
good happened along the Mediterranean
littoral, he can always prove that the peo-
ple responsible were not Latin or Catho-
lic, and certainly not Jewish. He has a
nice compound adjective, which may be
roughly rendered as Etruscan-Syrio-Ju-
deeo-Asiatic, and with this implement he
disposes of many things. “Humanity,”
“Freedom,” “Liberalism,” “Class,” for ex-
ample, are mere substitutes, invented by
Jews, for Jehovah. A good lynching in
America delights Herr Rosenberg’s heart,
because it is a proof that “here, finally,
the idiotic principle of equality” is aban-
doned.

Next to Jews and Christians, the most
contemptible spectacle that offends Herr
Rosenberg’s gaze is women. It is interest-
ing to learn that the reason why America
is not on the same high, cultural level as
Nazi Germany is because women have too
much freedom. Like Jews, women are al-
ways invoking their rights making claims
to equality. This, according to Herr Ro-
senberg, will never do. Women must be
“emancipated from female emancipation.”
They must also be prevented from looking
into the windows of Jewish department
stores where, apparently unlike Gentile
stores, they discover lures which lead to
“erotic anarchy.” The fall of Babylon was
due to the fact that Istar began as a virgin
goddess of the chase, in Hamurabi's time
she was depicted as a bearded youth, but
she finally became Astarte, “the symbol of

1sexual anarchy.” That disposes of Baby-
on.

It has constantly been pointed out that
the Nazis argue simultaneously that all
Jews are communists, yet they are all in-
terested in the preservation of inter-
national finance-capitalism. This oblique
reasoning is not reserved only for the
Jews. Democracy is likewise accused of
strange contradictory proceedings. It be-
lieves in pacifism-—an unpardonable crime
—but goes to war. It deprives men of all
their manly virtues, yet these men die for
principles. Instead of being fooled by Hit-
ler, they are fooled by international Jewish
bankers—such, presumably, as J. P. Mor-
gan and Company. Like Hitler, Herr Ro-
senberg has never heard of munition
makers, he knows nothing of international
Gentile armament firms. In fact, I do not
think the name of his leader’s chief finan-
cial supporter, Herr Thyessen, occurs once
in this voluminous work. His absence, I
suggest, is the “myth of the twentieth

- century.”
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Henceforth on the first week of every
month Ernest Boyd will survey Conti-
nental literature.

A Poet’s Output

A BIBLIOGRAPHY OF THE WORKS OF
ROBINSON JEFFERS. By S. S. Alberts.
New York: Random House. 1933. $10.

Reviewed by BERTHA COOLIDGE SLADE

HE first impression of a bibliography

on the reviewer is as important and

subtle as the first greeting of a new
acquaintance and Sidney S. Alberts’s
workable volume on Robinson Jeffers, 487
copies of which have been printed at the
Walpole Press for Random House, has the
qualifications of suitable size, good typog-
raphy, and excellent paper which make
it at once an agreeable book to handle and
read.

Turning immediately to the preface in-
stead of yielding to temptation and plung-
ing headlong into the foremost page of
the actual text, one finds that the author
has forestalled the critic and answered the
few questions which might shortly be
raised. Mr. Alberts opens by relating the
circumstances of his introduction to the
poetry of Jeffers in 1927, his enthusiastic
search for recognized authorities on the
subject, and his discovery that none ex-
isted, which resulted in the origin of his
present work. Recognizing the recent and
in some cases well deserved criticism of
bibliographies of living authors, he adds
that an apology for these “is in order only
if the subject is unworthy of perpetua-
tion” and considers that a contemporary
bibliographer “suffers a handicap and
gains an advantage.” The advantage, of
course, lies in the fact that when doubtful
problems arise he can turn to the original
source for information. It is true that some
authors have been known to raise insur-
mountable barriers between themselves
and the outside world not excepting the
enthusiastic collectors of their own works.

Robinson Jeffers is not one of these and
his bibliographer has been fortunate in
having his sympathetic assistance in many
ways not the least of which is the delight-
ful foreword written especially for this
book and entitled “Remembered Verses.”
Following this charming contribution by
the poet himself comes the main portion of
the bibliography which opens with a chro-
nological table of publications in concise
form and continues with the bibliographi-
cal descriptions of works published sepa-
rately but whose numbers correspond with
those of the previous list. Title-pages are
reproduced in many cases and here and
there manuscript facsimiles are intro-
duced. Lists of books and pamphlets con-
taining original contributions then appear
followed by those of poetry and prose
printed in periodicals and newspapers,
with an arrangement of cross reference
numbers planned in such a highly spe-
cialized manner that to check and re-
check them becomes a fascinating sport.
We turn next to fragments of hitherto un-
published material found on the verses of
certain sheets of an original manuscript
which are followed in turn by prose and
poetry not previously printed in book
form. At the close come the lists of an-
thologies, books, and pamphlets pertain-
ing to the subject and an index of first
lines of Jeffers’s works and a general in-
dex. It is indeed a bibliography de luxe
and should prove most excellent reading
for the layman as well as the collector.
Technically it is a most interesting work.
Mr. Alberts has chosen to transcribe the
title-pages in the upper case with no vari-

ations of size. Whether this method is al-
together clear is a question still under dis-

cussion among bibliographers, and as no
conclusion has as yet been reached it be-
comes a matter of personal taste. The col-
lations which follow the title-pages are
clear and concise. The descriptions of
bindings, paper, and printing are given in
detail, and it is through the codperation of
the publishers and collectors as well as
Robinson and Una Jeffers themselves that
the notes which follow are so comprehen-
sive and valuable in every way. They con-
tain much bibliographical material which,
without vast effort, would be impossible
to acquire in connection with any but a
contemporary subject and they make de-
lightful reading as well. Mr. Alberts is to
be greatly congratulated on his achieve-
ment and while the volume undoubtedly
contains much that is outside the scope of
the usual bibliography it is a model in
form, subject matter, and arrangement.

The January
Book-of-the-Month

RAZILIAN
ADVENTURE

the story of a 3000
wile Journey throogh
South Awerican

Jungles — aventure

for which ?\idEf Haggu d
might have written the

plot and Joseph

Conrad designed the
Scenery

by PeterFleming

T+ made the critic of
the London Daily Tel-

ggrahh’ roll upam

his back and KicK €x-
dtamtly na splash
of exfravagont [ms.fse‘f

22 illustrations

RAZILIAN
ADVENTURE

Scribners

s gcan&

says: "WE ARE SPOILED is not
forlovers of the common-
place and not for lovers
of affectation, but should
bereadbythosewhocare

to discover new talent...

. irresistibly beautiful.”

BE ARE SPOILED

by PHYLLIS PAUL

While their parents wait for the end
of the world, a group of odd, mod-
ern young people grows up without
discipline. The story of their uncon-
ventional lives is a novel of com-
manding power, interest, and

beauty. $2.50
AND PUBLISHED BY MORROW




