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BOOK and VERSE
By John O'Dreams

Jottings
JN perusing "King Crime," by Mr.Collinson Oven, it is constantly
necessary for the reader to assure him-
valf that he is not scanning the pages
of Edgar Allen Poe, Gaboriau, or Ed-gur Wallace-if, indeed, these purvey-
ors of horrific fiction, even in their
most balefully inventive moments, im-
agined anything somparable to Mz,
Owen’s all too truthful record. WNeyor
in the history of civilisation has any-
thing been known like the absolute snb-
version of law and order, the complete
triumph of criminality over justice and
social decency, w hich is the aetual con-
dition of the great cities of the United
States. The "Saturday Evening Post’
dleclares that "the protection of the law
is steadily shifting from the citizen tothe erook." With such guarantee of
the ‘truth of conditions depicted, the
reader of Mr. Owen’s vivid pages may
accept this almost incredible volume as
_& sober record of actual and indubit-able fact. "King Crime" will occupy an
enduring place in the sociological liter-
ature of the twentieth century.‘

# * *
WHATEVER one may think of thevalidity of the doctrine of relativ-
ity, it is certain that no physicist or
mathematician has imposed his name
on the rank and file of his contemporar-
jes as has Dr. Hinstein. The reason
of this is explained in "Albert Hinstein:
A Biographical Portrait," by Anton Rei-
ser, who decides that Einstein is the
complete human being in his ability,
learning, and very wide interests. It
was while working in the Patent Office
at Berne in 1905 that he made what
his biographer calls the "revolutionary
discovery" which has brought hin
fame. He is not only a man of science,
but also a publicist, with an eyer-in-
creasing interest in his race, and: he
adores music, playing the violin and
the piano well, in striking contrast to
rwin, Who ultimately lost his power
‘listening at wl.

nt % *
"WIE Man with Iwo Mirrors" tells~ of what goes on in the "antique"
trade. As was to be expected from a
practised dramatist, Mr. ISnoblock pre
sents a plot that is cunningly contriv-
ed against a picturesque and ever-
changing background. It is the storyof Benjamin Sinith, half Greek and
half Muglish, whose adventures beginin the servants’ hall of 2» London house
and end op a more fashionable storey,
Iror Ben gets on in the world, though

*. he has to fight hard for his place in the\ sun, and it is some time before he finds/ "himself, znd meantime he marries the
wrong woman. Ilowever, the unpleasant
Zoe leaves him and bigamously mar-ries another, and Ben goes into part-
nership‘ with the curious Carradine.
There is much exciting ineident, and,
moreover, @ touch.of melodvamn, whichis not unattractive, the whole large
canyas being painted in vivid strokes,

"RED IRD," by Mr. J. M. Denwoodand Mr, Fowler Wright, which is
the Bnglish Book Society’s latest choice,
is an exciting tale of Cumberland
poachers and gypsies. The real feelingfor the rough countryside is apparentin this tale of the fells, and Ike him-
self, besides being a poacher, is also
a poet. An excellent story ef its kind,
though its rough customers certainly do
seam over-careful of their grammar and
their language at times is of the stilted
yariety, Nevertheless there is plenty
of action, and some thrilling episodes.»
"MIN Lustre Jug’ is a_ thriller,
but of an unusual kind. Here there
is no mysterious murder and no detec-
tive. Nobody, in fact, is killed until the
last chapter, though there justice is
done in the most satisfactory, if unex-
pected, way. On the other hand, Mr.Ilird has a finely dramatie story to tell
ghout a woman wsose one overpowet-
ing ambition to become "a lady" leads
her into the darkest and foylest corn-
ers. There may not be many Mrs.
Stradmores about, but they certainly
exist, * *
"tHE year of ouy Lord 1848 was aturning point in the development
of girls’ education in England, and so,it may be, in the history of the world."
This is the opening sentence of Miss
Steadman’s biography of Dorothea
Beale, who raised Cheltenham Ladies’
College from its shaky, audacious-
timorous beginnings to the position of
an English Public School for girls, not
unworthy of consorting with the Pub-
lic Schools that made their brothers.
In 1848 a eollege for women 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’ school in their own town, "the
proposed course of studies to embrace
instruction jn Holy Seripture and the
Liturgy of the Church of England, the
principles of Grammar, (Geography,
History, Arithmetic, French, Music,
Drawing, and Needlework." German,
Italian and Dancing were "extras." It
is pleasant to Jeary that when the
school was opened the children brought
thely dogs with them, and "eight of
these settled their private differences
in a free fight in the dressing-room."
To this school, after its somewhat un-
suecessfyl start, game Miss Dorothea
Beale, in 1858, aged thirty-seven. She
rempined at its head yntil her deathin 1906, It was only a fortnight after
she had given her last lessen in col-
lege that she died. This biography, ifrather too profuse in schoo] details tohold the interest, of those who have no
connection with Cheltenham, was fin-ished, approximately, on the centenary
of Miss Beale’s birth. It is a careful,ious, thorough piece of work, showing
Miss Beale as she appeared to ene
who was first her pupil and later a
member of her staff,

Mary WebbA Short Study of Her Life and Work
By Hilda Addison

3s ADDISON has done her work well. Deeply conscious of the literarybeauty and intense spirituality of Mary Webb’s work, her summing
up of her artistic achievement is comprehensive, concise and anplytical,
giving the salient points of different facets of that genius who was "halfin faerie and half out." A comparatively short book, it yet tells much of
what we desire to know, both in eritical estimate of Mrs. Webb’s place
in the world of letters, and appraisement of the nobility and unselfishness
of her deeply religious and somewhat austere personality. A strong character,
yet with feminine inconsistencies, sympathetic to all grades of consciousness,
but at times obstinate to a degree; enamoured of her beloved Shropshire,its peasants aud its garrulity, its ways and its works, and depicting the
inhabitants, so her biographer asserts, more ably that Hardy does his
Wessex natives. . oo.
Brought up in a simple and pious atmosphere, Mary Webb
a love of whatsoever things are good and holy, and early showed a passionfor the miracle of nature's beauty. Marrying young, for a time she lived
in Loudon, but her spirit never accustomed itself to the great city, but
ever hovered in loye and mystical imagining over beloved Shropshire downs;
and after a time she returned to her native soil, to become absorbed in
nature, and forge close ties of sympathy and understanding with the sons
and daughters of the soil, those labouring peasants whom she loved, which
were never strained or broken throughout her lifetime.
Generosity was an outstanding quality, and no beggar left her empty-
handed. Disappointment and ingratitude she met, but nothing deterred her
zeal for humanity, and proverbial was her kindness to an endless stream
of down-and-outs who haunted the hospitable "Spring Cottage."
Mary Webb’s sense of the mystic, another worldness and great realisa-
tion of a great Presence always near earth’s beauty, was with her from her
youth up. Barly she came under the influence of Julian of Norwich, and
Julian’s meditations. upon the. immaneuce of a great God found, quick response
in a mind attuned with infinite beauty and love.
Of Mrs, Webb’s literary style the author has great appreciation and
no criticism, She touches in separate chapters on its fictional value, spiritual
sense, humour and poetic quality. "Precious Bane" she finds a book of noble
beauty, a pre-eminent achievement of genius, and in this verdict many will
agree. Who, having read them, can forget the many lovely passages, andthe delightful Prudence, with her disfigured beauty, lovely soul, quaint
phraseology and Dear Acquaintance? An incomparable picture of rural
life, and of the strength -.of a spiritual union which eventually overrides
lure of the flesh, though that too is a very important factor jin life near
the soil, as visualised by Mrs. Webb,
Tler later life was spent far from the metropolis, in whose teeming
streets, poverty, squalor and hopelessness, she lost heart and her sensitive
soul felt seared. Moreover, the intelligentsia, in whose circle for a time
she moved, did not understand her nor she them; alfhongh there were oneor two exceptions, among them Walter de la Mure, between thom gnd Mrs.
Webb there arose a deep and abiding affectionate comprehension,
Shrinking from criticism and comment, fate was unkind in bestowinz

wv frail body and restless ueryes on this woman of genius, and she sufferedfor many years from the unhappy illness known as (raves Disease. But
her invincible courage rose triumphant against the slings and arrows of
malignant fortune, she made gallant struggle aguinst frailty and suffering,
couceytrated on that series of great novels, and small collection of haunting:
verse that she has bequeathed to the race she loved. To the last remained
with her unquenchable ardour for the lovely sights and sounds of the greenworld of nature, aud and an acute and listening ear to the soft, sad music
of humanity, In Octaber of 1927 she died of pernicious ‘anaemia. Remoaiefrom the town, her last resting-place ix in Shrewsbury, within sight of thedistant hills, and larches that climb high "among the stars aslant." Across
her grave swings w lime-tree’s loveliness.

Under a blossonung tree
Let me lie down,
With one blackbird to sing to meIn the evenings brown .

Low in the grass, deep in the daisies,I shall sleep sound, safe from their blames and
praises."


