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ROMAIN
ROLLAND

A new novel, the story of a man and woman facing
the conflicts of today’s changed world. It concludes
the author's great work, The Soul Enchanted, mod-
ern companion to his famous Jean-Christophe.
At Bookstores. 600 pp. $2.75
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New OXFORD Books

THE CONCISE OXFORD
FRENCH DICTIONARY

By Abel Chevalley and Marguerite Chevalley

A new up-to-the-minute dictionary notable for the completeness
with which it covers modern Parisian conversational French,
slang and idiomatic definition, as well as the literary French
met with in the authors generally read. $3.00

MODERN PROSE STYLE

By Bonamy Dobree

A remarkably bright and tersely written book that discusses
the prose style of outstanding American and English authors
of the present day. It contains many illuminating and pertinent
examples from the works of popular authors chosen to illustrate
the numerous variations of style. $2.75

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, 114 5th Ave., N. Y.
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News Reel of the Past |

.SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT. By Rob-

ert Bernays. New York: G. P. Putnam’s
Sons. 1934, $3.

T

Reviewed by HeLen HiLL

HE form of this book is succinctly
stated in the first lines of the auth-
or’s preface: *‘Special Correspon-

 dent’ is not an autobiography. Still less

is it a history of the last three tremendous
years. . .. What I have tried to do is

_ to convert my experiences and impres-

sions into a cinema reel of contemporary
events.”

Mr. Bernays’s decision to give his ma-
terial such a form is regrettable, for its
contents merit better treatment. When

. the pages take a personal turn, on the
. one hand, and when the chronicle is ac-

companied by critical comment, on the

; other, his narrative springs into life. But

when Mr. Bernays retires behind the
crank of his projector and becomes merely
an operator returning a reel of the past, :
the impression given is like that of the
morgue of a news reel company or a
collection of old newspaper headlines.
Judged by the material it contains

© rather than by its general form, however,

the book has two kinds of interest—it is
interesting when considered as either of
the two types of writing which its auth-
or says it is not.

The publisher’s blurb is for once not
exaggerating when it says that Mr. Ber-
nays has the uncanny faculty of the born
newspaper man for being in the right
place at the right time. The events of
Middle-Europe are the events which are
setting the tempo of the Western world
these days, and Mr. Bernays has hardly |
missed one of the personalities and oc-
currences which have rung the recent
changes in Germany and Austria.

The current history which forms the
substance of the special correspondent’s
dispatches takes on a further significance

" when the book is regarded as biography.

Mr. Bernays's trip around the world was
the equivalent of the old grand tour of

- the young Englishman about to enter po-

litical life. But it was undertaken, not as
part of a normal preparation for public
service but because political division to i
left and right had reduced the young
candidate’s party to a fragment, and be-

. cause the world depression of which that

division was in part a symbol had forced

- the consolidation of London’s two Liberal
. papers with a resultant cut of thirty per

cent in staff. The world tour, 1930, was

' an alternative to unemployment at home,
" a gamble that feature articles from afar

would pay their way.
Such was the harsh background of this
prelude to politics of a young M.P. who,

© one gathers, still reddens rather easily

- in spite of the poise induced by the Presi-

! dency of the Oxford Union. The two

adjacent sketches of Australia, “Gate-
Crashing the Governor-General,” which -
describes luncheon at the races with the
wrong dignitary, and “House Full,” which
describes the Australia infelix found in
the bush by boy immigrants from dead

; English towns, outline the contrast be-
. tween contemporary England and Eng-

land of before-the-war which is implicit

- in chapter after chapter of the book. The

. sketches are those in which Mr. Bernay
- openly recognizes this contrast, and dis.

contrast is between life according to the
old forms, and life for which the old forms
are empty, with the young man’s ap-
prenticeship in the first continually ir-
terrupted by the necessities of the secona

Undoubtedly the most interesting of the

cusses it so far as Parliament is con

cerned. He is peculiarly qualified to speak
on this question, since he is one of the
post-war generation who “believes in the
old-fashioned nineteenth century creed
of peace and freedom” while realizing
“how dangerously these ideals are chal-
lenged today and how disastrous it is to
human happiness when the challenge is

- successful.” His impressions as a new

member picture the great men in the

: Parliamentary game, growing older now,

and separated by the gap of the lost gen-

. eration from the “second eleven” under

thirty-five whom Mr. Bernays would like |
to see put in. He sees the flicker of the
Reichstag fire on the windows of the
Mother of Parliaments. But he does not |
believe the fire will catch.

After reading his last pages, one turns
again to Mr. Bernays’s account, early in
the book, of his first meeting with a Nazi
student:

The only decoration on the walls was |
an immense map of Germany, with the
lost territories marked in red. The man-
tel piece contained one photograph, that
of Adolf Hitler. ... He asked me what I |

© sociation Internationale

thought of his room, and how it would
compare with that of an Oxford student.
A little embarrassed, I replied, “I like it.
It represents many of the qualities I ad-
mire in your nation—its simplicity and
its hardness. Of course in Oxford the
average undergraduate’s room, if I may
say so, would ke more comfortable than
this. . . . Quite likely there would be
flowers on the table. There would cer-
tainly be books. You have not any books,
have you? There would be pictures on
the walls—-" “Yes,” he interrupted.
“Pictures of actresses, I suppose. You
English are soft.”

I was so taken aback by this outburst
that I did not answer for a moment,
and he was silent. Then I said, “I think
that is the most terrible remark I have
heard since the war, for it tells me that
history is repeating itself—and it hardly
bears contemplation of what the result
will be.”

A Friend in Need

THE CONCISE OXFORD FRENCH DIC-
TIONARY. Compiled by Abel Cheval-
ley and Marguerite Chevalley. New
York: Oxford University Press. 1934. $3.

Reviewed by ALBERT FEUILLERAT
HIS new French Dictionary does

I not attempt to solve any linguistic
problem; it does not even purport

to be historical in the presentation of the
chronological development of meaning.
The aim of the compilers has been simply
to offer translations bringing out as close-
ly as possible the equivalence between
French and English words—translations
which are not only accurate but also con-
cise, avoiding periphrases whenever one
word is enough to express the meaning,

and nicely differentiating the various uses.
In this hunt for precise translations the

- compilers have not been satisfied with

simply exact renderings. They believe that

" “the value of an English translation lies

in the similarity of its impact on the Eng-
lish mind with the impact of the original
on the French mind.” Hence their effort to
discover in all cases the most colorful ex-

" pression. Take, for instance, the phrase:

“Chacun fait comme il I'entend.” “Every-

" body does as he thinks proper” is a fairly

good translation, but it does not convey
all the shades of meaning in the French
phrase. For this reason “Every one accord-
ing to his lights” is to be preferred, for,
besides having a proverbial ring, like the
original, it takes into account the fact that
entend also means comprend, and that the
French expression does not imply so much
morality or will as enlightenment. These
are no doubt niceties, but it is such nice-
ties that give a translation its flavor and
its freshness, and in this case they cer-
tainly are one of the most striking quali-
ties of this dictionary.

“The Concise Oxford French Diction-

i ary” is presented by the publishers as be-

ing a companion to the “Concise Oxford
Dictionary of Current English,” and this
defines pretty well the scope of the work.
Old technical terms, whenever they are
of small use, and simply curious archaisms
are omitted. But the greatest care has
been taken in collecting words that record
recent inventions of science or industry,
such as terms relating to motoring, avia-~
tion, etc.; in adding to the vocabulary of
trade, modern psychiatry, housekeeping,
dressing, gastronomy, etc.; in including
familiar and slangy words. The last-men-~
tioned section of the vocabulary will be

. particularly appreciated by readers o,f .the
' works of writers such as Carco or Céline,

for they know by experience how insuf-

. ficient a knowledge of classical or literary
. French can be when one is confronted by
' the linguistic audacities of certain modern

French authors. Another useful novelty
in this dictionary is the “danger signals”

. which call the attention of translators to

what has been felicitously termed “false

. friends,” that is to say those words that

sound or spell alike in English and in
French, which indeed meant the same
thing at one time but have so much di-
verged in the course of their develop-
ment that they now have widely different
meanings (e.g. dérider=—to cheer up and

_to deride =to mock). Lastly, the pro-

nunciation of each word is indicated ac-
cording to the system adopted by the As-
de Phonétique
which is so simple that it can be mastered
by only looking at the keys at the bottom

i of each page.

The Oxford Press is to be thanked for
bringing out this handy volume, includ-
ing in little more than 900 pages as many
as 40,000 words. It will be most helpful

! both to students and translators.

I

Albert Feuillerat is Sterling professor of
French at Yale University.
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By WILLIAM

ROSE BENET

RoUND ABOUT PARNASSUS

day blends with the metaphysical; ‘

THE most intellectual poetry of the

and what do we mean when we
say metaphysical? The Oxford dictionary
gives such definitions as “abstract gen-
eral reasoning,” “incorporeal,” “vision-
ary,” etc. When we think of the workings
of the intellect, on the other hand, we are
apt to think of reasoning as logical, some-
thing of scientific accuracy —though I
doubt if reason has ever been so. All sub-
jective or self-involved poetry is different

or visionary. It is not exact, like demon-

yet the subtlety of his mind is apparent.
The shape of his phrase is hard to alter, |

his epithet is excellent, he is more truly
interior than either one of the others, and
may go farther.

TxE WESTWARD STAR
From the entirely subjective I turn to

an entirely objective book. Frank Ernest |

Hill, poet, editor, anthologist, analyzer of
the American spirit, has now written a
novel in verse which, while not perhaps
distinguished for the quality of its poetry,

t this, being in a sense metaphysical . is well executed for the kind of thing it
rom this, bein ‘

strations in mathematics — though the -
higher mathematics that deals with things

imagined to be so, may also be said to be
metaphysical, for surely that is “abstract
general reasoning.” Genevieve Taggard,
in her anthology, “Circumference,” an an-

thology of metaphysical poetry, included !

the most diverse exhibits under that term.

Then, also, we find some poets dealing
only with what the world conceives to be
actual fact, exposition from which all trace
of the visionary, they hope, has been ex-
tracted. This is not in accord with the prin-
ciple significant in the writings of the Irish
bishop Berkeley, that “no object exists
apart from mind. Mind is, therefore, prior
both in thought and in existence, if for the
moment we assume the popular distinc-
tion.” Berkeley's universe was pervaded
and regulated by mind—"a living active
mind is looked upon as the centre and
spring of the universe, and this is the es-
sence of the Berkeleian metaphysics.” And
this is what I understand to be meant by
the metaphysical in poetry, though the
principle may be expressed diversely.
Berkeley’s attacks on the infinitesimal cal-
culus and upon the higher mathematics
are beyond me to understand, even as are
they, save that I understand that the
Bishop demonstrated his own ignorance
in a good many ways. But today one of
the most interesting of the younger Amer-
ican poets, Elder Olson, in his “To Man”
and his “Essay in Deity,” from his book of

poems, “Thing of Sorrow” (Macmillan), |

sets metaphysics before us again:

Yet since he everywhere,

In water, land, and air,

Move as everything—

The gull on stony wing,

The sliding rock, the fish

In the sea’s dim mesh—
Then, minute breast of bone,
Behold how all unknown
You drew him home as breath
In crystal lapse and flood.
Heart that refuses God,

You bear him for your blood;
Obdurate mouth, he is

The food that fed your hunger.
Deny him then no longer;
You took him for your bread.
Behold how unaware

In breathing the wild air,

In seeing, being fed,

In knowing even now

These words, this mist and snow,
These birds at the earth’s rim,
Whether you will or no,

You have accepted him.

That to me is the kind of assertion that
distinguishes the metaphysical poet from
the poet who prides himself upon being
purely intellectual. And the property of
the metaphysical poet is rhythm, the pulse
of things, whether it be the dance of elec-
trons in the apparently passive stone, the
the movement of planetary systems, or the
beating of the human heart; whereas the
modern intellectual poet has almost en-
tirely lost or discarded rhythm.

Elder Olson’s book is important; and yet
it is likely to be overlooked in the pres-
ence of work by other young poets of the
day. It is important to me because of its
metaphysical properties and because of
the distinguished beauty of its writing. In-
deed, Mr, Olson writes with so rare a dis-
tinction, albeit he has no great range as
yet, that he awakens new hope for Ameri-
can poetry. There are some strong young
men coming on. Paul Engle has had his
extraordinary wave of appreciation; Kim-
ball Flaccus, whose work I am not review-
ing today, is of great promise; but Elder
Olson is far more the mature artist than
either, though his vitality seems to be
lower than that of the others. It seems to
be, yet is it? He is clear, he is immediate,

attempts. Its title is “The Westward Star”
(John Day). The particular irregular
rhyme-scheme Mr, Hill has adopted, and
flexible metre, both contribute to the direct
forcibleness of his narrative, although 1
think that the irregularity of the rhyming
occasionally causes an interruption in
reading when the ear anticipates the
rhyme and the eye searches for it. This
may be hypercriticism, and applicable
only to those with a special interest in the
technique of verse, who are apt to ex-
amine such a medium for narrative with
particular concentration. I should say that,
for most readers, the story will probably
flow along without this impediment. It is
a story well told, and the long trek of the
covered wagons across our early West is
well described in detail.

Mr. Hill has obviously engaged in con-
siderable research for this work. We know
from his introductory note that certain
letters and diaries furnished him original-
1y with valuable first-hand material. But
properly to use such material in creative
work bespeaks an especial gift, and we
have far too few examples in modern
American poetry either of the proper use
of indigenous material or of the narrative
art. Mr. Hill has the gift of the true story-
teller, and he also fully appreciates the
epic background of the period of American
history that he has chosen. He appreciates
it without being sentimental about it. His
object is to show in his long poem the true
nature of the pioneer and, among other
things, the variety of types of people who
crossed the plains. He attempts to be fac-
tual rather than romantic.

The love story of the book involves peo-
ple well-portrayed in a setting well-de-
scribed. The entire naturalness of the dia-
logue is hardly ever sacrificed to the exi-
gencies of verse. We get to know Celeste
and her mother and Emmet Walker as well
as one does the characters in any good
novel, Mr. Hill has delved into their per-
sonalities and moves through their en-
vironment with thorough understanding
and the ability vividly to visualize for the
reader the daily life of those who travelled
Westward in covered wagons. He also pos~
sesses a sense of structure and a sense of
drama.

The boock merits quotation to indicate
the manner of its verse narrative. First
consider this unusually good description:

The cone of dark above the land

Was crumbling over a rising surge of
light;

In the gray air darkness and day hung
blended.

Misshapen earth groped through the shat-
tered night,

Took massive shapes in Emmet Walker’s
sight:

The silent, far-extended

Arc of the Platte,

Dim water under mist wool-white, etc. etc.

The increasing hardships of the trail,
the almost incredible obstacles that arose,
the enmities engendered, the struggling
on of depleted caravans, the crossing of
barrier mountains, finally the terrible re-
sistance of the snow and cold—all these
things are graphically set forth, and the
love story, amid all this incident, grows
steadily to its climax and attains a pitch
of great poignancy. Nevertheless, I feel
that the latter part of the book becomes
somewhat monotonous and droning. The
verse is throughout well-knit, but its
power of variation is limited.

I do not think that this is our great
Western epie, but I think that epic may
come to consist of many parts, by many
hands, and that perhaps this may be cne
part, one piece of the whole. In any event,
it is good to see a few of our poets turning
away from parasitism on European cul-
ture, and from various kinds of literary
snobbery, and honestly attempting to deal
with large historic things.

“Fine, tender, subtle . . . courag-
eous . . . I haven't relished any
new writing of our own quite so
inwardly since Winesburg, Obhio
. . . Keats, or Stella Benson would
have recognized his pure, fresh,
watchful, sombre quality. His
book is the oldest and newest
phenomenon of the world of ink,
the thing that keeps us sane; the
immortal power of an art to re-
new itself from time to time, to
draw strength and grace from its
own soil. Every older writer should
be made to read this book, to re-
discover in it the faculty of his
own clear youth, if he ever had
one.” —Christopher Morley

<

“It looks to me as if the first edi-
tion of Saroyan's Daring Young
Man on the Flying Trapesé may
be a better buy than U. S, Steel.”
—Harry Hansen, World Telegram

SAROVAN

“A new personality come to talk
to us ... He has a new idea, sharp
as the stars at night, penetrating as
a San Francisco fog, a sense of the
earth and the strangeness of being
alive . . . A fresh and authentic
writer . . . If he never did any-
thing else, this book would be
remembered.” -——Lewis Gannett,

N. Y. Herald Tribune

L

“A new writer has come out of
America, a2 new voice, full of
beauty, humor, and a disturbing

viston. Satoyan is splendid.”
—Michael March, B'klyn Citizen

<

“Saroyan’s stories are like nothing
I have ever read—they are a new
kind of living. I have read them
with my eyes, ears and nose; I
won't put the throat because I am
not trying to be funny but to ex-
press an opinion of how terribly
good 1 think these stories are.”
—Kay Boyle

The DaringYoung Man on the
Flying TrapezezOther Stories

Third Large Printing now ready.

$2.50

Other Random House Successes

Remembrance of Things Past
Marcel Proust’s great work, 4 vols. boxed, $12.50

Rameses to Rockefeller
The Story of Architecture, by Charles Harris Whitaker, $3.50

Merrily We Roll Along

Kaufman and Hart's new. play, $2.00

The Poetry of Spender and Auden

Poems of Stephen Spender, $1.50 Poems of W. H. Auden, $2.50

<“4RANDOM HOUSE, 20 E. 57th ST., NEW YORK @

I have yet
done”

says the famed author of
No More Parades in discuss-
.ing his new novel, Henry
for Hugh. It is the beguiling
| tale of one Henry Martin
Aluin Smith, who, through
unforeseen circumstance is
forced to take the place of
the wealthy suicide, Hugh
Monckton Allard Smith, and
assume all his bewildering
difficulties (not the least of
which are three beautiful
mistresses).

1 “The best novel
|
}

You will gain keen delight,
with many a smothered
smile, from Mr. Ford's deft
treatment of the American
Mr. Smith’s numerous pre-
dicaments in his predeces-
sor’s French villa,

Ask for a copy at your book-
store, $2.50. (LIPPINCOTT)

“Blasio’s book is indispensable.

‘ */—/___MAXIMILIAN

Emperor of Mexico
By the Emperor’s Private Secretary JOSE LUIS BLASIO
It is the best first-hand book on the

~

one notes down."—New York T

reign from the imperial point of view. It is spangled with the shine of
absorbing details only a private secretary can notice, and only a gifted

Translated by Robhert Hammond
Murray. Preface by Carleton Beals, who calls it “the best first-hand
account of the intimate life of Maximilian.”

YALE UNIVERSITY PRESS, New Haven, Connecticut /

tmes.

Ilustrated.

$3.00




