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NOTES

-+ The Wandering Years "

* This is the fourth of the series by which
Katherine Tynan is giving her memories to
the world. Memoirs are always curious
things. They can be written in a style that
i3 stately and dull, or they ean be written
in & style that is intimate and confiding,
The third method is that used by most French
diarists {save perhaps one exuberant lady,

frankness). It is that of the amused specta-
“tor of life who merely shrugs a shoulder or
withdraws a delicate skirt if naked joy or
.sorrow come tco near, Katherine Ty-
nan is of the manner of Mr. Pepys. That
does not imply that she shared his moral
code. In morals she is impeccable. It is in
her frankness, her utter egotism, her inmo-
cent delight in her own  gifts, her own
praises, in her cven more iunocent assump-
tion that the whole world finds them an
absorbing topic thal she resembles thal arte
less diuvist,

Bhe has, too, Lthat shrewdness for worldly
values that Pepys possessed and, breathe it
low, she dearly loves a lord. Tu is the old
story of Art vearning after Aristocracy, and
Aristocracy vearning after Art. One seldom
finds one in the ranks of the other. Like
the Lord of all Heauty the makers of heauty
step out from the mews ar the cotlnge. A
-title seems to kill Yet the
twe werlds inter-wingle.  Fach possezses for
the other the charm of wystery, ihe lure
of the wnknown.  Watherine Tynan al
least a faithful recorder. She sets down her
snubs as well as her praises, There are fewer
notabilities ju this fourth book, One guesses
that notabilities are hecoming dumb before
the race whe take notes, Margot Asquith
and others af her ik lave done the world
a.service, She jeopardised her humility te do
it certainly, bt in socinl snd literary circles
y there will T less foolish, false fattery in the

fulure. Tt wos poetie jostice, Tf men flatter
i secret they must expeet to feel Foolish
when the trusting pen of the Hattered re-

crealive power,

I

cords their hoveyed phrases.  There were
many sore leads in Ewrlnud when  their
bread retnrued fo thew from the waters.

There can he no doubt that the diarists be-
lieve all the praises they lhave regeived.

Extracts

I this hook the anthoress has a personal
arief to tell. She lost her hushand, an R.M,,
ote of Aherdeen’™s men, in 3Mave. She tonches
on this matter with voticonce. bt it meant
to her the loss of her home as well, and it
added to lier responsihilitios. She gives as in
the other honks a full aceount of her children,
The eldest, Toby. married a niece of the Fs-
mondes, The vounger, Put, entered the
army, the English army, bt resigned later.
Pamela, the daughtor, arcompanied  her
mother on the round of visits with which the
book is chiefly concerned, Several of the
homes thev visited helanged o the offcers
of the Army of Ocoupation in Mave. From
there she would visit the House of Glenda-
lough, the home of Robert Barton. To illus-

who revealed ler mind with an embarrassing.

By Eileen Duggan

trate her versatility she tells an anecdote of
a visit from Xrskine Childers. She asked
him to put his name in the visitors' book.
He opened it at a page Full of Seoltish
Borderers. She said gaily “Oh that's to
show tho wmilitary if they call. We
yours to show the volunteers.”

She missed Ireland in its agony, and she
left England for Ireland in the wartime aftor
many years' residence there. So she missed
both the Zeppelins and the Auxilinvies. How
many in either country could say the same?

Of one great Irish Doctor she gives a fine
peture.  This was the dear old Quixots,
Dick Tobin, whe, thongh they were oppoted
in views, sheltered the family of James Con-
nolly. He declared that no man should bear
hitterness.  Of Lis own son he said, “Whoen
my hoy sits dewn in Paradise T pray that
the Turk who killed hiw may sit dewn bL‘aI(lL
hin.”  Perhaps it was that that drow

want

him
to Conmally. Mo stiended bis wounds, and
was with him Lo the end. (' onnally " lie

said {0 Lim then, “will you pray fm' the
men who are about to shoot vou®” Connolly
smiled, a warm, sad smile, “[ nray for all
brave men who do their mm aceording o

their lights.,"  Greathearl to Greatheart,
Of the Turopean War she tolls many anee.
dotes gleaned From her son, Pai. The o her

goft sevins to luve heen more pelicent,
hups he did war like prin,

Then she and Panea
They met there the Mevnells, 1he Chosiorn
tens, Rese Macanlav, May Rinelair, Aluriel
Stuart, a voung pociess, and Theodore Niay-

Per-

went to Enelanid.

nard.  Very fow anccdotes this tine, very
few! TFverard Mevnell’s little «on ﬂmught

*am very beautiful. They net. too, throngh
the Aberdeens, the veteran stationmnster Mr,
Jones, a jewel of stationmnsters who was
very useful to them on many cecasions, Thiy
is a letier from the maid to the 1stresy; —
Yoo He took twe luras with e up aud
down, and T eould have sunk inte tlie earth
with shame to think of it. The cook was
fit to drop.  She looked wiusting nwav, hut
when he hegan to praise vou and Miss Pam-—
he couldn’t find words enoush for thal grace-
ful ehld—T just turned round and told what
vou said of him. . . The loveljest heaming
smile came over his noblv countenance: vou
could see he was pleased and well plensged,””

Perhaps he really was pleased, but the race
she sprang from gives praise gracefully, not
in snch sickening measures. That | letter, if
it were not humarous, would ho ninseating,

In Treland again they visited Dunsany,
Dunsany back from America, ani glowing
with pleasure over the appreciation of ark
shown there. Duusany hnd heen very short
with a provincial Philistine. Lot the writer
tell it! She says with the utmost simplicity,
“He said he was avenming Teats and mo—
which inclusion could only be attributed to
his goodwill,”

There is much of the Linlitheow’s too,
praisa upon praise. More even in this hook
than of the Aberdeens’.

Another visit to England! 'This time they
met Clement Sharter, who was once privi-

- thonght thev would.

leged te be the hushand of Dora Sigerson,
and they met John Burns, the veteran of
Labor.  Arncld Bennett at literary gather-
ings kept saying, “Remember Mrs. Kath-
erine Tvian Hinkson is in the room.”! She
itked him well encugh, but their standards
clashed inevitably. 1f he meant she did not
enjoy sex topies ib was a tribute, and she
should nol feel hurt; but he probably meant
only that & memoirist was present and that
some of the sayings mieht recoil pn them.

ST think)” <he said, “he thought me very
mueh of & connlry cousin. Once I broke into
his conversation with a- very artistie lady,
They wore diseussing Brabazou.  “Is that
the Sussex ariist®’ 1 asked humbly. He
waved me away indulgently and went on

with the conversation. “Well, he may not
be the Sussex artist,” T persisted, “but I
know the house in Sussex whieh contains

more Brabazons thau any other building in
the world, and T ean go there any day 1 like.
In fact | am espeeially asked to see the
Brabazons with athey It was the
score of the conntry One
wonders!

Seme of her deserplions are vory charm-
ing. She chaperoned a pariy to Italy, This
s a wonderfnl deseription of San Niceolo,
“The children Tept wandering in and out,
like the birds that 4y in at the open deor
Unlike the great Florentine
Leeatse the

things."

mouse she savs,

amd oul nonn,

churches, San Niceolo 18 warn,

ann eames inoamd the wape wind, There
wias the somuod ol ile dragoing feet ol vory
vonne children.  Ta the porch and on the
stens there was n (h.ﬁ.tcrmg of  chil-
dren, dike w0 wany sparrows under  the
eaves, Tt owes Palm Sunday,  and  the
ehilidren,  woft as pansiey or dark  roses,

came down from the altar, their avns full of

maling

Katlierine Tyvan has ended hy pleasing
weither emntry,  To the English she 1s o
Qinn Feiver, to the Trish a West Briton.
Tt came home to her at a
ity dinnor,

She knows it
cortain liter:
“Quite suddenty T experienced the strang-

I might almost say the lghts
“When 1 forget thee, O
The ery of the Psalmist echoed

est desolation.
hurned Llae,
Jernsalem V!

Tonely on my heart,  To think that my
cotntey was in her agony and that I was
expociod to amuse tlese friendly English

people who would hegin to laugh the moment
T oponed my mouth, hecause T had a brogue.

IF T had stood np and said * My country
is «ving,” they would lave laughed, or 1
There were good Irish
of Treland, but I

What did I
in a lonesome

there, amd goed  friewnds
had woune ont into the desert.
da there “inoa Forelgn land,
city 77

She went home to Treland after that, and
the fifth volume of her memories has been
pn]ﬂishﬂd.

ADVICD TO PARENTS

We have just teceived the latest Musical
Novelty—' The Canary Songster "’—con-
sidered to be the best and strongest musical
toy ever made for children. Send postal
note for 2/6 and receive this by return post.

—ALLAN YOUNG, Lrp., 17, The Octagon,

Dunedin.
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