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Lowell Thomas Manipulates
Spotlight On The Stage

For some years Lowefl Thomas, author, journalist, radio broadcaster and news- l
reel commentator, has been singularly forfunate in his associction with interesting
people who, having good stories to tell, preferred, for reasons best known to themselves,
to tell them through a second person. :

Like too many journalists, the same Thomas has shown in the past thot he was
not averse to sacrificing focts rather than spoil a “good story”’; his exposed embellish-
ments of his Count von Luckner and Lawrence of Arabia narratives gave us good
cause for doubting Thomas. . . . : ' ) ’

N his latest role as a
' literary entrepreneur, Lowell
Thomas has struek some
exceedingly interesting
material and must be con-
gratulated on retailing it in a

most readable and attractive

form. v
Paradoxically enough, in this

instance he introduees a man -

who has spent a lifetime pre-
senting other people to the
publie; and who, perhaps, finds
it both novel and profitable to
have. someone ‘‘present’’ him
for a change.

He is Percy' Burtdn, a- cele-
brated English theatrical man.
ager who, in his time, was con-
nected with same of the greatest
personalities in the history of
the stage. ‘Thomas telis the im.
presariols stories of his “inti-
mate assoclations” and exper-
lences (in. England and Ame-
‘rica), under the somewhat florid
title, “Adventures Among
mortals.”

I

All those interested in theatrical
history and anecdote—and they are
legion—will enjoy this book and
find it a valuable souree of refer-
ence. : : :

It is, of course, slighily discon-
eerting when one, in reading one
man’s story “as told to” another,
finds onesgelf constantly speculating
as to which is the principal “speak-
ing” and which the “middle-man.”

The freguency of certain: cliches,
for instance, provokes my suspicious
mind. And. when, at the end of a
long and- exceedingly intevesting
gection devoted to the great Sir

Henry Irving, whom Burton man-

- Barth,

aged and admired devotedly, both
as master and friend, for some
years, and who was with him when
he died, I find Burton capable of
expressing his emotions in nothing
better than this journalese:

“But wmore particulariy will
Rir Henry Irving's mame be
always enshrined in the hearts
of those 1who were ussociated
with kim. To see and heayr him
was an educetion—ney, more,
an inspiration! His apprecia-
tion was an inestimadle 7e-
ward.” . . . Then, I say, my
guess goes to the journalist!

IT is- 2 broad stage bright with
many ‘arresting characters that
Percy Burton pregents, and upon
which Imwell Thomasg manipulates
the spotlight with style and effi-
ciency. : :

. As a youth, Burton started with
James A. Bailey, then sole pro-
prietor of the Greatest Show om
Later, he was io manage
artists like Wilson Barrett (author

. and star of that old favourite, “The’

Sign of the Cross”), Sir Henry
Irving, about whom he relates a
shoal of reminiscences and anec-
dotes, some old, some new, Sir John
Hare, Sir Johnston Forbes-Robert-
son, Fleanora Duse, Sarah Bern-
hardi, Sir Herbert Beerbohmm Tree,
Sir John. Martin-Harvey, and, in
more recent years, the popular film
and stage star, Leslie Howard—(“I
have been personally criticised for
including hkim ‘Among the Immor-
tals’; still, time will show!").

BURTON was also clogely asso-

ciated with (2mong others)
Lawrence of Arabia and George
Bernard Shaw. He tells several de-
lightful stories about Shavian wit,
Shavian spleen, Shavian gentus,
and the proverbial Shavian post-
cards.

Sensitive Youth Can Suffer
In A Callous World

Delicate Handling

A NEW novel worth attention is

“The Death of the Heart,” by
Elizabeth Bowen. The theme is not
new; sensitive youth is once more
painfully made aware of a callous
adult world; but. in its thoughtfal
characterisation and smooth writing
this is a noteworthy piece of work,

Miss Bowen’s 16-year-old heroine
is transplanted from a irather shady
and shoddy hackground of cheap
continenfal heotels and out-of-sezson
watering places, where her sole com-
panion has been a doting but dither-

ing little widowed muother,-to the-

soulless  elegance of her
law’s London house,

Nobody, in the world wanted
Portia Quayne.
law, found a reproach to her own

sister-in-

shallow, disappointéd life;. Thomas,"

the brother, was embarrassed by a

alf-gister so much ‘youanger . than.
imgelf, atraid, too, that she might .

secretly-be pitying him bis lonely
exigtence amid all the shiny per-
feetion. .

There was a pitiful love-
affair with a neuwrotic young
man, beautifully handled by
Miss Bowen; a visit to the sea-

B T A L

Anna, the gisterdin-

AN

Of An Old Story

'side to contact with some
hearty young vaigarians who
misinterpreied her every child-
like remark; a clever cameo of
an ironbosomed elderly house-
maid who bestowed a grudging
affection o  Portiz, as long as

the child cared only for her; an
honest, decent Madjor Bouitt,
whe sent her Jigsaw puzzles,
thought her a “jolly littlé kid,”
-and - was ridiculed by the
Quaynes as & woolly sentimenta-
list, ) . .

Tt was to this solid person that

Portia turned when her. gallery. of -

friends and relations sef her little
world upside down with -their in-
sincerities; and with dogged com-
monsense, the Major sent her back
home, Youth exploited and let
down once again! -

Miss Bowen’s characterd are clear-
eut and comvincing, her Portia be-

ing a masterly pidce of sympathetic

writing. } .

“The Death of the Heart” is
the worthy choice of the Book
Society for October—AR.M,

[*“The Death of the Heart.”” Eliza«
bethr Bowen. Victor Gollancz, Lone
dop. Qur copy from the puhlishers]
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I relish the story which, while
not directly involving Shaw, foltows
a vogue set by him. A manager
was interviewing sn actor who ap-
plied for 2 part in a play.

“Yoyu appear to bhe the type,”
said the manager. “But--have
you a step-mother?’ “Oh, yes,”
replied the actor cheerfully, “My -
step-mother is living in Streat-
ham.” “Sorry,” retorted the
manager, “but the actor for this
part must have had a step-
mother whe was drowned at
gea.” . ‘

I imust not keep to myself, how-
ever, the yarn concerning one of in-
nunmerable weird leiters Tree re-
ceived during his heyday. A man.
wrote saying that “circurnstances
over which he Had no control had
recently rendered him . subject to
epileptic fits,” so hz would be glad,
to aceept a. part in Tree's next pro-
duetion. :

He added; “To prove %o you that
1. am not lacking in dramatic in-
stinet, I encloge a newspaper cut-
ting, which please return.” Under-
lined in red ink on the eutting.
were the waords:

4The prisoner, who denied the
- assault, conducted his own case -
and defended himself in a some-
what dramatic matner.”

—A.R.M.

[“Adventures Among immortals.”
Percy Burton, as told to L.owell Tho-
mas, 16 illustrations.  Hutchinson,
Our copy from the publishers.]

Quackery in Small
Country Viilage

ALTHOUGH “Quack’s Paradise™
~ may not cause the world-wide
sensation c-eated by “The Citadel,”
it should prove a best-seller. It
exposes the “racket” carried on by
“grucialists” who receive their
diplomas—by a mail-order course-—
from little-known American “vni-
versities.” ‘ ) ) i

The story carries conviction and
many people may .be saved from
needless expense and disappoint-

ment if they read > and digest it! -

It cordemns a system—a. pernicious
system—which, unfortunately, - is
not altogethier unknown .in New
Zealand.

It opens with the experienecés of '

two medical students who are facing
up to their final examinations—
one a keen, conscientious student;
the other, a happy-golucky take-

‘what-comes young Irigshman. . - - ~

Fate decides that the happy-go-
Iucky one should fail; he embarks
‘ont a career of guackery, and, with
the asgsisiance of a country editor,
who gkilfully ' prepares “health”
articles and thep shows how the
amazing diseovery of the local “pro-
fegsor” will sol : all the difficul-
ties, sets about amassing a fortune,

In love with his wife—but in-
fatuated with a follower of the sun-
bathing cult—be is faced with a
problem; his wife needs specialist
treatment and k> hus to fake her
to the vegistered doctor in the vil
lage, the former student of kis col-
lege days.

Sidney Fairway pens a graphic
‘story of. the wiles of the “quacks.”
% %__s'a; gtory well-worth reading.—

“Quack’s Paradige.” Sidney Fairs
way. -Stanley faul and Co., Lid.,
London. Oupr copy from the pub-
tishers,

N Yooura U o i

RADIQ RECORD-~January 6, 1939.

- AMONG THE IMMORTALS.—Stage end film star

Leslie Howerd is given deathless ranking in ““Ad-

‘ventures Among Immortals,” reviewed on the “Re-
_ cord’s” book page today.

_ When Bombers Came
 Winging Over England

Grim Warnings From Two Novelists

ITH the world still trembling
« from the after-effects of Demo-
cracy’s Black Munich, it is perhaps
natural that the times should be
ﬁgﬁected in the literature of the

Y. :

I have just received two hooks
from London dealing with a prob-
able, and not-too-distant, interna-
tional eruption.

Bodies, according to surgeons, ave
often improved by cutting.
larly with Dbooks, as many editors
will agree. “Chaos” is a case in
point. A Dblve pencil would have
been good for if., There are too
many unnecessary inciusions, too
many loose ends, imparting an un-
evenness in continuity.

This is without doubt an un-
gracious attitude for a reviewer
who was grimly fascinated by
Shaw Desmond’s 474 pages of
“Chaos.”

Desmond goes to considerable
trouble to establish his characters,
only to dwarf them with the im-
menseness of his canvas until they
become an annoying intrusion.

He depicts a gigantie torchlizght
procession in the Unter der Linden.
His Excellency the German Chan-
cellor, flanked by the Ministers of
‘War and Propaganda, is marching
at the head of a grey host of jack-
booted Heil-men.

A rifieshot cracks out.

Der Reich-Fuehrer falls dead—
shot- through the eye, .

© That is the overture to an
officially undeclared war. Chaos
versus Civilisation, with every-
body on the side of Chaos ne
matter what side they took. An
International dog-fight, -in which
noe one quite knows why they're
fighting, or for and against
whom. ’

-Against this demoniac backdrop
Desmond places his characiers, deaxr
stolid Engliskh amateurs, safe in
their belief that, after all, God is
an Englishman and that no nation
would disobey their rules.

The first air raid on London, soon
t0 be followed with relentless mono-
tony, hy many more, shakes this
belief. . .

World-wide civil war and reve-
fution is the death raitle of
“civilisation and Desmond leaves
us with the consoling thought
that civilisation makes a beau-
tiful corpse, i )

Simi- -

Despite the brutal realism of this
book, one has the feecling that it
ig all 2 macabre nightmare and that
soon one shall wake up z2nd find
it so. )

in Like Mocd

RELATED in mood to "Chaos,”
John Connell’s boolk, “To-mar-
row We Shall be Free,” atiacks the
subject of the coming mass anni-
hilation in a more sympathetic
manner. N
His language is easy, crisp and
vivid; his descriptions sensitive and
his construction smooth. Hig
characters are the ordinary, every-
day people that you and I know.,

The great show human flashes of.

meanness—the mean reveal unex-
pected moments® of greatness; and
yet you will probably he shocled.

The scelte opens in peaceful, rural
England on a week-end of tremen-
dous moment—Europe hasg reached
a erisis and war is imminent,

At the Big Hous. the guests are
assembling for one of Lady Ruys-
dene’s famous house parties,

Against the. impeénding doom of
war we gee the guests up at the Big
House and the entire community
carrying on the “Business as usual”
traditiomn.

On Sunday—morning church,
the conventioral lunch and
the peace of the evening fthe
bombers come. :

No words of mine can describe
the ecompelling sincerity of this
hook—the polished style and the
forceful ~message.

And the finale:

As he spoke, there sounded
far away, the first thin hum of

engines, steadily and siowly in-
sistent as drums beating. Then
the searchlights came, the long,
beams flashing and whirling, so
bright that they seemed, in the
eyes of those who watched, to
dim the remote glory of the
stars.

I3 this our heritaged

Is this to be our destiny?

—JUSTIN POWER, June.

[“Chacs.” Shaw Desmond. Hutchin.

sen, bLondon. Our copy from the
publishers.] .

[“To-morrow We Shall Be Free
John Connell. Cassell, London. OCur
<gpy from the publishers.?



