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N a letter to the editor of this page,

v.H, speaks of it in' appreciative
te Coming from & musician and
writr, his tribute is most welcome,

During the  past six months he
lias been a prize-winner in this
.. .section of the paper, .and men-
tions ‘that, though over T0 years
. “of age, until .last year he had
~-yyritten no poetry. While playing his
violin one day, however, inspiration
eame to him for a sonnet on Tartini,
the discoverer of the third note in
musie. The resulf was an ably-written
#tnd - exceedingly - delightful sonnet,
ich we have been . privileged to
coperuse, This, with several others, he
 offered to a noted English journal, the
fine literary character of which has
. long been established, and three out of
- four svere accepted. In conelusion the
‘writer says: “I think your fortuightly
»eompetition -an excellent institution,
@hd admire the ingenunity of your
riticisms and the kindly spirit which
ctuatesithem,” He adds the interesi-
ng copiment that,»-had he been a sub-
criberito the “Record” at the time of
orwarding his poems .to England, he
would have preferréd submitting to
his paper one of them with a typically
N ew«.‘Zgaland theme, as he would have
‘liked better for it to appedr in a New
Zealand journal, even though receiving
for it less remuneration, We appre-
ciate the compliment and applaud the
patriotism,
-
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.. of the Danish R.F.A,, describes hig

and after the Revolution. He was in
Petrograd. when the Kerensky Gov-
ernment was overthrown by the Bol-
sheviks, Representing - the Danish
Government, he went to Turkestan to
watgh -the- interests of “Austrion and
Huj ian prisoners. THere he was in
conitnual peril of his life, was arrested,
and thrust into gaol, and got out of the
conntry with difficulty eighteen months
later. Higs letters to his.wife, now print.
ed,. give a vivid account -of the -.early
¥, period of the Revolution when life was
- cheapest an:l law mostly disregarded.
RN [ ] -

) TWO years ago “Colette,” published
i ' “La Seconde,” and  this
trifie now appears in an English dress.
very faithfully copied from the original
By Miss Viola Garvin. “Fanny and

unexpectedness of {he best of its pre.
You think you will never

,‘deeessors.

though you had lived with them ail
your life, . There is Farou, a successfual

hig secretary, and later his mistress.
Mhig is a wise and witty book, aud
‘short enough to be read through at &

IN‘:“Troublous Times” Captain Brun, -

pergonal experiences in Russia during :

s

*

s wag'gln and water.

delicate

»' By “John O’Dreams”

Our»Fortnightly Book Review

DOWN THE SKY
By E. V. Lucas

HOSE vwlia' read “Windfall's Eve” and rejoiced in .its wify humour and
tenderness, will like to renew acquaintance with the "chivilteus Richard,

his inamorata the attractive Jenny, Posy Crystal and her errant fiance.
"These appear again and their doings are chronicled ‘with *freshness and
chayrm in “Down the Sky,” the apt and arresting tltle of ‘M K. V. Lucas's
latest contribution to belles lettres. By no means attaining the stature
of o movel, and not altogether in essay form, but something of both, the slim

volume -is Tather a running commentary of life in England and the Com-

tinent, with many fascinating digressions in-the true Lucagian manner.

My own acquaintance with Mr. Lucas in lighter vein “began-—how many
vears ago?—with “Listener's Lnre,” which an. elderly. friend presenfed as
suitable for budding intellectnal curiosity. And very delightful I found its
agreeable wit, sure touch, and gay acceptance of life's litile ironies, coupled
with that vein of romance which this author is an adept at snggesting
rather than describing. Since then allegiance -has:*fiet wavered, though
sufferiig occasional diminution by reason of worship ‘of - diverse literary
idols phrsned with youth’s fanatical enthusiasm. And now it ig certain
that thiose going “down the sky,” sufveying sunset rathér than morning
‘on life’s highway, will find renewed delight in Mf. Lucas’s wise
ur, monchalant savoir faire, and subtle, effective handling - of blagueur
and poseiiit-in the social cosmos. o
beginning, when. the winner of the Windfall sweep discourages

“Tomr: the
desiréof the casual and provocative Mrs. Candover to start a restaurant,
our dnferest is intrigned. “It is extremely improbable” ¥ said to Jenny,

Pie! :Personally I would prefer another kind of place—a cosy little affair,
to ‘be christened “The Old Flames,’ where friends of mafure years could
loiter, with screens round all the tables. Not in the :least a place for the
young: no music; no dancing; a total absence of thie Little Brothers.of the
Ritz and their precocious girl friends wreathed in smoke”” Tater we have

the comments of the sporting spinster who really did start a Inncheon room:

“If you want to retain any respect for your fellow:creatires, don't run a
restaurant. There are a few nice people who behave themselves and get
on with it, but others ave holy terrors. Eating four sandwiches, and only
paying for three, has become a new industry. And there was a swoman
a7ho insisted T should open am oyster bar. “If you'd do-that’ said she, ‘T'd
huy half a dozen every second Thursday on my way to Bridge'.”
Concerning the joys of motoring in England, which he knows and loves

‘so well, the author tells delightful tales of Kent and Sussex and Surrey,
with descriptions of those old inns the charms of which have had their

loving secribes from Hazlitt onward. Of mine host at one of these happy
havens we are told: “He was a retired music-hall singer, and his steady tipple
gl His opinion was there never had  been, never would
‘be anydne like Dan Leno. ‘Lots of us could be funny, but he was fun
itself. Poor Dan, he had to pay for it, as they tell me genius always
must.” And by way of contrast there is an encounter with an old clergy-

‘man, very desolate and lonely because of the vecent death of his wife,

‘but able to smile over a. letter of condolence received from a young man,
formerly a member of his flock: “I was grieved to hear of the death of your

“.wife. = I can hardly be said to know her as well as. i g
Jane” has all the charm and all the - : v as-you did, as I only met

quite understand the few people whe
‘wtrell through it, and at the end it is as

-dramatist, his wife Famny—and Jane,

her twice, but X have vecently lost my own great-grandmother and thus
can enter into your feelings.” : )

On matvimony Mr. Lueas, by his protagonisf the;delightful Richard,
remarks: “The divorce laws ave so busy worrying about infidelity that they
‘take Mo account of the real snags in the stream ‘of matrimony. Infidelity,
before it is discovered. can run concurreuntly with assiduous attention and
solicitude, but other impediments to sympathy and good fellowship obtrude
themsaélves and are ceaselessly exasperating, Two, friends of mine parted
‘becayse of the opening or shutting of windows. Too many women have a

- deplotdble passion for fresh air, and this one’s 'désive: amounted”to mania,

Phe husbend bas now returned to his air-tight London flat, and the -wife
to. a -house in the country where suck Visitors a¢- have the hardihood t¢

K and VERSE

‘are features of this excellent story.
“first novel, one imagines, and one of

" in the divine right of kings.

“thafyou will ever be mixed up with an absurd shop called ‘The Chicken

SEVENTEENTH-OENTURY Virginia
is a good background for romance,
and in “Gideon’s Lady,” by G. Kent
Oliver, the author has missed none of
his opportunities, Gideon Hawkins,
who left the plough in Devon to make
his fortude .in the New World, was &
very rough diamond, and Anne Wilding, -
the exquisite daughter of a strolling
pliyer, was a very unsuitable wife for .
2 ploneer planter. Gideon marries her,
not for her pretty ways, but for the 50
acres of land that were hér portion. The
winning of Gideon and the wooing. of
Anne, the troubles that- beset her and
the devotion of the gentlemanly “femn;

definite achievement.

L4 * *

“TO That First Naked Glory,” by Mr.
Lawrence David, is what may be
termed a rattling good yarn, full of
wnusual excitements. Young FPierre
vande succeeds to the island of Manog,
and, like a true blue republican, believes
He is a
born lender of men, and is familiar
with the private history of Louis XIV,
and makes a most snceessful attempt to
emulate it. In this he-is aided by his
cockney valet, and by the stupid be-
haviour of those formerly in power..
He is a magnificent modern, almost tod
good to be frue, but most attractively
limned, This is a picturesque and
highly-entertaining romance,
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IS8 HELEN WADDELL has trans-
% Jated “Manon Lescaut” from the
original Trench text (1731) of YAbbe
Prevost. Miss Waddell has done her
work well in her version of one of the
marvels of literature, which is, as Mr,
George Saintsbury says in his intro-
duction, “a thing that is completely
complete and perfectly perfect.” There
is nothing to be added to all that has
already been said and written about
this sad and beautifully told love story,
but there is much to be told anent the
interesting and unfortunate personalify
of its author, and both Mr. Saintsbury
and Miss Waddell shed a great deal of
light on the many facets of character
of this intrigning litterateur, :
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stay with her git all day in their top-
coats.”

We find the same lightness of touch,
felicity of expression and acuteness of
observation whether the author dis-
courses on a visit to a poulty farm in
England or a tea plantation in the
East; a passing contact with a stran.
ger in a traln, or an interlude with a
tippling cousin in Colombo, who in-.
sists on regarding him ag a4 “drunme-
mer” in the rubber trade. A versatile
and yivacious chronicle,



