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"IN perusing “King Crime,” by Mr.
Collinson Owen, it is constantly
Becessary for the reader to asgupe him-
sAf that he is not seanning the puges
of Edgar Allen Poe, Gaboriau, ov Ed-
gur Wallace—if, indeed, these purvey-
org of horvifie fietion, even in their
most halefully inventive moments, fm-
aginpd anything pompgrable to Ay,
Owenw's all too truthfnl record., XNever
in the history of civilisation has ang-
thing been kunown like the gahsolnte snb-
version of law and ovder, the complete
trinmph of criminality over justice and
social decency, w hich is the actual con-
dition of the great cities of the United
States. The “Saturday Lvening Post”
declares that “the protection of the law
in steadily shifting from the citizen fo
the erook.” With such guarantee of
the "trath of conditions depicted, the
reader of Mr, Owen’s vivid pages may
accent this almost incredible volune as
& sober recopd of actual and indubit-
able fact., “King Crime” will occupy an

¥ enduring place in the sociologieal liter-

. ature of the twentieth century.

# @ ¥
WHA’J.‘EVER one may think of the
- validity of the doctrine of relative
ity, it is certain that no physieist ov
mathematician has imposed s name

~on the rank and file of his contemporar-
_ies as has Dr. Einstein. The reason
of this iz explained in “Albert Einstein:

A Biographical Portrait,” by Anton Rej-

ser, who decides that Binstein is the

complete human being in his abilify,

" learning, and very wide inferests, It
was while working in the Patent Offica

at Berne in 1905 that he made what

- his biographer calls the *revolutionary
discovery” which has  brought him

~fame, e is not only a mun of science,
but also o pmblicist, with an eyer-in

creasing inlevest in his race, and - he

adores music, playing the violin and

tlie piuno well, 1o striking contrast 1o

Larwin, who ultimately lost his powoer

* listening at all,

Ed

STPLE Man with Two Mirrors” tells

*of what goos om {1 the *antigue”
trade. A8 wvas Lo be expected from a
practised dramatist, Mr, IXnoblock pre
senty a plot that is cunningly contriv-
el agalpst a pleturesque aud  ever-
changing background., It ig the story
of Doenjawin Smith, half Greek and
half Yuglish, whose adventures Degin
in the servants’ hall of o London housg
aud end on a mere fashionable storey,
Tor Ben gets on in {he world, though
he bay to fight hard for his place in the
sun, and it 1s some {ine before ho finds

/\‘uhiumelf, and meantime e marries the

wrong woman, ITowever, the unpleasant
Zoe leaves him - and Dbigamously mar-
ries another, aml Ben goes info paris
nership © with the curlons (farradine,
There 18 mueh exciting iueident, and,
wmoergovey, 8 toueh.of welodraua, which
is not unatiractive, the whole large
canvas being paivled in vivid strokes,

o | Mary “Webb
‘A Short Study of Her Life and Work

By Hilda Addison

MISS ADDISON Las done her work well.  Deeply conscious of the liferary

beauty and intense spirituality of Mary Webb's work, her summing
ap of ler artistic achievement is comprehensive, concise and anglytical,
givipg the salient points of different facets of that gemius who way “lalf
in faerie and half out.” A. comparatively short book, it yet tells nmech of
what we <esire to knew, Doth in eritical estimate of Mrs. Webl's place
in the world of letters, and appraigement of the mobility and uiselfighness
of her deeply religipus and somewhat austere personality. A strong c];al'ueter,
yet with feminine inconsistencies, sympathetic to all gradles of congciousness,
but at times obstinate to a degree; cnamoured of her beloved S‘hropshwe,
its peasants aud its garrulity, its ways and its works, and depicting the
inhabitants, so her Dbiographer asgserfs, more ably that Iardy does his
Wessex nalives. .

Brought up in a simple and pious atmosphere, Mary Webb imbibed
a love of whatsoever things are good and holy, and early showed a passion
for the miracle of natore’s beauty. Marrying young, for a time she lived
in TLoudon, but her spirit never aceustomed iteelf to the greaf city, huf
ever hiovered in love and mystical Imagining over beloved Shropshire downsi
and after a time she veturned to her native moil, te become nhsorbed in
patare, and forge close tieg of gympathy and understanding with the sons
and danghters of the goil, those labouring peasants whom she loved, which
were never strajned or broken throughout her lifetime.

Generosity was an outstanding quality, and no beggar left her empty-
handed. Disappointment and ingratitnde she met, but nething deterred hev
zosl for humanity, and proverbial was her kindmess to an endless stream
of down-and-outs who haunted the hospitable #Spring Cotiage.”

Mary Webb's sense of the mystic, another worldness and greaf realisa-
tion of a great Presence always near earth’s beauty, was with her from hev
youth up. Rarly she came under the influence of Julipn of Norwich, and
Julian’s meditations. upon the immaneunce of a great God found guick response
in a mind attuned with infinite beauty and love.

Of Mrs, Webb’s literary style the author has great appreciation and
no criticism, §be touches in separate chapters on iftg fietlopal value, spirvitual
gense, humour and poetie guality. “Precions Bane” she findg a book of noble
beauty, 2 pre-eminent achievement of genius, and in this verdict many will
agree. Who, having read thewm, ecan forget the many lovely passages, and
the delightful Prudence, witlk her disfigured beauty, lovely soul, quaint
phraseclogy and Dear Aecquaintance? An incomparahie picture of rural
tite, and of the strength-of a spivitual union which eventually overrides
lure of the flesh, though that too iz a very important factor in life mear
the soil, as visualised by Mrs. Webb, :

Ter Jater life was spent far from the metropolis, in whose teeming
stroets, poverty, squalor und hopelessness, she lost hearft and her sensitive
soul felt seared. Moreover, the intelligenisia, in whose circle for a time
she moved, did not understand her nor she them; alfhongh therve were ong

“or two exceptions, among them Walter de la Mire, hetween swhom and Mrs,

Webhb there grose o decp and abiding affectionate compreliension,

) k’s.lwiukiug from c¢riticism aud comment, fate was unkipd in bestowing
a Trail body and restless nerves on this woman of genins, and she suffercd
for many yeurs from the nuhyppy illness known as Graves Disease, But
her_mvmclh]e cournge rosc frinmphant agajnst the slings and arrvows of
malignant fortune, she made gallant struggle aguinst frailty and suffering,
gonceutrated on that series of great novels, and small collection of haunting
verse that she has bequeathed to the race she loved. To the lpet yemainpod
with her anguenchiable ardour for the lovely sights and sounds of the green
world of puture, and and an acute apd listening ear to the soft, sad music
of humanify. In Qctoher of 1927 she died of pernicioirs -anaemia. Remoie
from the town, her last restlng-place ir in Shrewshury, within sight of the
distant hills, and larches that climb high “among the stars aslant.”” Across
her -grave swings a limme-tree’s loveliness. .

Under a blossaning tree

Let me lie down,

With one blackbird to sing to me

In the evenings brown . . .

Low in the grass, deep in the daisics,

I shall slecp sound, safe from theirblames and
praises.”

"RED IKE;” I)y My, J._ M. Den.woo_q

and Mr, Fowler Wright, which 13
the Fnglish Book Society’s latest choice,
i8 an exciting tale of Cumberland
poachers and gypsies. The real feeling
for -the rough countryside js apparent
in this tale of the fells, and Ike him-
welf, besides being a poacher, is also
a poet. An excellent story of 1t:s kind,
though its rough customers certainly do
seam over-careful of tliefr grammar and.
their language at times is of the stilted
variety, - Nevertheless there is plenty
of action, and so_mc; thrilligg episodes.

»

“T.HE Lustre Jug” is .a thriller,
) but of an unusual kind. Here there
i3 no mysterious murder and no detec-
tive. Nobody, in fact, is killed until the
last chapter, though there justice is
done in the most safisfactory, if unex-
pegcted, way. On the other hand, Mr,
IXird has a finely dramatie story to tell
ahout & woman wsose one overpower-
ing ambition to become “a Iady” leads
her into the darkest and foulest corn-
ers. There may not be manpy Mrs.
Stradmares aboutf, but they certainly
exist,
H #

“TIYHE year of oyp Lord 1848 was a

turning point in the -development
of girls' eduecation in England, and so,
it may be, in the higtory of the world.”
This is the opeping sentence of Miss
Steadman’s biography of Dorothes
Beale, ‘who raised Cheltenham Ladies’
College from its shaky, sudacious-
timorous beginnings ta the position of
an Bnglish Public School for girls, nof
unworthy of consorting with the Pub-
lie Schools that made their prothers,
In 1848 a college for woinen students
was opened in London, and christened
Queen’s College, and among its first
students was Dorothea Beale, Five'
years later four gentlemen of Chelten-
ham met to consider a scheme for a
girls’ gehool in theiy own town, “the
propoged course of sfufdies to embrace
instruction in Holy Scpipture and (he
Titurgy of the Church of England, the
principles of Grammar, (jgography,
History, Arithmetic, F¥renchi, Music,
Drawing, and Needlework.,” German,
Ttalian and Dancing were “extras.” It
is pleagant to Jearp that when the
school was opened the children brought
thely dogs with them, and “eight of
these setled their private differences
in a free fight in the dressing-room.”
To this school, affer ity somewhat un-
suecossful sfavt, poame Misg Dorothew
Beale, in 1858, aged thirty-seven. &he
remained at ity head until her Jeath
in-1906. It was only a fortnight after
she had given her last lessen in col-
lege that she dfed. This biography, if
rather toe profuse in gehool details to
hold the interest, of {lhiose who have no
connection with Cheltenham, was fin-
ished, approximately, on the centenary
of Miss Beale's birth. It is a eareful,
plous, thorough plece of wark, showing
Miss Beale gs she appeared fo ane
who was fipst her pupll and later a
member of her staif,



