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Jottings
MY Life Story: From Archduke to
*Grocer," is the arresting title of
w, aL with truth may be . termed a

Numhia. document, the author of which
is Leopold Wolﬂmg (ex-Archduke I.co-
pold,cf Tuscany). -From the first sen-
tetice, “I take up my pen with {he pain-
Aol susplcion that in the. eyes of the
world I rank as one of Europe’s bad
boys” .to the last, “Down and out
though I may ‘be, I am @eldom down-
cast: I still travel; singing,” eur at-
.tention is riveted on the good and iil-
“fortdne, mostly the latter, of this selon
of the*house of Hapsburg.

A democrat from youtb up. the Arch

duke passed a Bohemian . existence in

Berlin, Paris, and the Riviera, expeti-
mente .for a short space with colony
of bagk-to-natnre cranks, married twics:

(each time unhappily), for a time act~
. ed as, salesman in a clothier’s, shap, -

Bawked sausages in Berlin; .and at long
{Lst avhen fifty years. off age, ran u
gyocery business' in Viebna. “To be’n
.suecessful ar ocer," says the Royal writ-
cer:with engaging naivete,
have’ brains, and—I can only speak
from my own first-hand observation.-.-
braing. are a commodity which few
Royal personages possess. I myself was
never more conscious of my lack when,
after I- had slaved away ‘as a small
grocer for nearly a year in Vienna, my
cleditors gwooped down on me and
-had to put up shop”

‘I’ this extraordinasr 11y interesting
volume there are vivid pen pictures o1
Cofitinental royalties vwhe figured in
~werld " history during past couple of
decades Trank, vivacious, transpa1~
ently smcere, and without 2 trace of
maunvaise honte, the chronicier gives
away intimate secrets of the court
circle of which he was a member and
biphitne before he cast off for ever the
ti¥mmels of its hidebound regulations.

{thout fear or favour are limned ihe

tralts of that tragic pair, the ill-
- fated’ Archdnke Franecis Ferdinand and

Sophie, his consort: also the Emperor -

JTrancis Joseph (with whom the youth-
tul demoecrat was far from popular),

-and his ‘only son, the unhd.ppy Crown :

Prinee Rudolf. We are given unvarn-
ished statements anent army and navy,

. unfals treatment in each of these sor
vices, and -consequent marriage of the
Royal raconteur fo the fatally incom-
patxble Johanna, from which ingdiscre-
. tiom ensured hamshment from the Wm-

eror's éntourage. -

.An exile, be wanderéd many cities of =

" the-. world, usually in- dire financial
‘.\sttﬂ.lts meeting the strange bedfellotws
“that poverty bungs, and like the veriest
) ‘;guttersnipe, seraping a living in mean

streets. In Berlin one day casually he
5 Inakes the acquaintance of the beauli-
. .iul Claire; nngi
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By “ John ODreams )

TI—IL prize of half a guinea in the current competition is awarded to M.

Lynn Gurney for the fascinating “I'rosty ‘Morning,” with Jits vivid
realisation of cleavage between straight path of duty and delights of nature's
primrose path of dalliance. The work of “Caesar” and “(tinger” iy selected
for 5pe(~nl commendation, the efforts of both these contributors, apart as
the polecz in. subject and neutment, heing interesting and skiltul, and only
second in merlt fo that of the prize-winner.

“Morning Song” is altogether too slight for critical comment. i
“Alpha”: Sorry, lack of space precludes publication of car].im' }Joem held
for consulelatwn. :
“Balm” gives E‘Vlden(‘é of DOetlc vision and skill in tochmque ’
“Merrie” :- Creditable work in the sonnet form, central idea being’ woven into
compact expression that keeps within hroad rles . of htemry model
selected. Perhaps the most finished work that has yet.r ed us from
this contributor.
R.8.R. We-areiat one w ith you in love of that enchanted

€; but, desplfe

“one must -’

“Avound ‘New Zealand” is a eonscmntious catalogue of out-of—donr sights and
sounds in easily-flowing but undistingunisbhed lines. .-

“Pierre” : Burble and burble, all ending in nothing.

“Smart Alec” : We offer a negative to all your aﬂitmatives.

“Nanchen”' No, no, Nanette.

~ Frosly Mormng

I must go in and work!
Though the wind calls like an Ave sung,

And the day rises in o fan-spread flamne,

Moonstone and opal and amethyst; :

And the trees are diamond hung and shot with fu’m]
Though the plains fling j’rosted grass to the ranges,
And the sharp wwind blows.

x

I snust go in and work!

Though' the day breaks in enchantinent s
And thie careless sky is filled with liltle visted. clou
The cold, blue river stirs.
The scemed water throws its fragrance to the. wa:tmg i]orsc’,
Though the haloed willows hold a haunting 10"'01131& ;,

And their mysteried .s‘hado s beckon. '

o

.
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I misst go in and work!
'But my lxeart is with the sharp wind where it blazv

Assuredly this “ower true tale”
proves anew the platitude.that a life
history, candidly revealed, is infinitely
more fascinating than. the wildest -
sweep of imaginatioh. i) .

fmendqhm mth tlm young working
girl, her selfless <devotion, galety, and
gpiritnal  appeal, makes a fragrant
memory amid muech that is tmglc and

.

‘months of. the war,
reminded of where the strain was grcat-
‘est and will rewrite some of his sen-

TN “Dark Brldwell" a bully apd a:
wastrel removes his “houselinld to
someé lomely hills and: valleys in the. ..
United  States, the better to enable..
Charles Bridwell to live the life of a.
loater and a coward. He beats his-
children, quaffs the good red wine, and.
is happy in his own. wild way. The
time comes, however, whex his pedce i
shattered, and his dreams, such as they ;

- are, g0 down the wmd Forgaken oy
liis chil@ren, his wife’s love turmed t

revulsion, the climax iIs reached When .
a younger son returns aml tries to mmits
der him, Nothing very new in this piot,
perhaps, but ‘the story is told. -with
much infriguing embellishment, and ail
the characters, good and bad, are alive
to their finger-tips. ‘There are pleniy
of thrills in the story, -which is 1o bs
recommended to those who like exciidy
ment in fiction if not in fact.
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T is not necessary to get annoyed over
any remarks of General Pershiug
in “My Experiences in the World Wax,”

‘which seem to belittie the part played
‘in the final vietory by the British and
:the French. It is much better io.cite

the facts. The Army that broke the
Hindenburg line needs no apology' for
its morale. - The object of the general,
of course, is to.emphasise how wvifal
was the assistance of his countrymen,
and he does go so far as to say: “Uhere
is credit for all of us in the final tri-
umph. of our united arms. The strug-
gle of the Allles was much longer, their
sacrifices ‘much greater than ours”
Perhaps when he comes to revise hig )
book he will keep in front of him the
official map of the Front in the last
He will then be

tences,

Im “Blue Ghost”—an intriguing fitle

and . enviously apposite—Miss Jean
Temple vwrites of that restiess geniug,
g ,afcadm ‘Hearn. An -elusive and fugi-
tive personality, from his birth on a
Greek, zsland and childhood in Dublm,

to death’ in Japan and burial in a

Buddhist cemetery-—his was a life full
of strange -exotiec whims and brilliant -
fantasy, and, far too erratic torabide

with success amid Western clvilisa-
. tion.

He was given the post ‘of leee
turer in Iinglish literature in the Im-

.perial University at Tokio, married a

Japanese wife and became a Japanese
citizen. But these bald facts convey.
no idea of the fascination of his books}
their wide range of imagery, their quals .
ity of exotic beanty, and the genius thag
informed his literary ways and works.-



