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'1-‘. A Wellington Playwright

can original drama eutitled “The
hild of Destivy,” much of literary
and ‘enterfaining quality was apparent
which intrigued one’s intevest and en-
couraged the hope that New Zealand
ultimately will produce playwrights
whe will count in the world of letfers.
btxmulatmg ‘dislogue, acnfe psychol-
, & background of polmcul machina-
hons, and romance, suggested ruther
than described, are factors in causing

‘vaxmzamu to hear a reading of
€

the play to go with vim and vivacity, ..

though somewhat over-lengthy in. the

. second last scene. Or so it seemed, but - -

possibly this would not.De evident in
presentation on.a stage w1t11 esseutiztl
appurtenaiees,. |
The 1notawomst\s Care l’uaidwt
Rucklelgh, havassed by national graft
abrond. and - domestic  infelicity af
" home; - Letitia, his wife, thin-lipped,
soulless and- ambitious; Hugh Pfaff,
the bad man; and Senator Wiffen, a
kindly cynic, whose frank comments
on women in- general and his friend’s

fermagant spouse ‘in. partieular add

cousidemhle‘ wit and point-to verbal
construction.  Skilfully ‘limned dou-
‘comitant, of ‘butler, honsekeeper,
secretary round ont the personnel, and

there is & ‘convincing” goothsayer who-

foretelly, with uncainny veracity, bri-
Pant and: tmgxc desting.

More of wit.than ¢f himiour in the
play, and mueh Stt[ligllt-oﬂt melo-
drama; with a-strong and surprising
climax; Seoator Wiffon being martyr-
ed for bis good offices in the suppres-
sion of graft, and President Buckleigh
noisoned by distraught wife, whose ven-

gon totters almost literally. before ot =

eyes. The flaal curtain descends on

Cimmorlan gloom iu this avresting con- . .
tribution te theafvical literature from =

the pen of My, Victor Lloyd, whose nevel

“Son of efer,” and radio plays hive
Qﬂrenﬁy quickened attention of appre-
vlable civele of veaders mmong the
intelligentsia of this Dominion,

Jottings

———————

A\O.LHLR thriller, and an excellent;

one, is “The Crime Without =«
Flaw.” Several people may legitimatu-
1y be suspected of killing Mrs, Britan
down in the West, yet they all seem
able to provide the two = delightful
slenths from Scotland Yard, with aun
eutively satisfactory alibi, Inspector
Brock, however, is something of a psy-

chologist, and capable of wearing down -

his - gnarry. My, Leslie Depam has
been most successful in his latest e
say in fiction, and we hope to see more
of his very engaging detectives.-
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By "’]olm 0 Dreams

| Prize Poem Comp‘etition.

HE prize of half n guinea in the current competition is J\Valded te “Chris”
“for the poem “Maid Moming,” which captures in graceful form somce-

thing of colour- and - glamonr of the hues of early lmuvs of day-of an

unstllied world. - Specially commended, and reserved for further con-
sideration; Is “Karakia’s” “Sawdust,”? wluch is a deffication of Lhe apptuenlh'
“commeonplace, written in the modem manner.

We like your lilfing “Hunhb,'ﬂouﬂ
The luttev,, with repetitive
’\u (lOllbL at all

SO H,: Thanks for. ¢charming note.
.and Iyrical lines on a broken friendship.
Srords omitted, wounld ‘be delightful if set to music;

" ¢oncernlig your imaginative and poetic flair, '

vH(aesar’’ .

) vwnette of heauty, which has ihe elusive quality of poetry

'-"'Countly Cornfiower” ;- Youy poem, is as sweet as your name,
MG OFf the two contributions suhmitted we prefev “Night Comes,”

though slight in theme and freatment, gives an effect of -completeness

‘ and displays %eatel originality than the longer noem.

“Yighe” @ Your lyrieal {ribute is attractive in graceful spontaneity and awave-

ness of spiritnal balm bestowed by Nature the great Nurse.

“Rustic Spring” is in veglistic veln, and bears stamp of fftcult) fcn' 1ec010ma
] dltlom of literature.

“fmpressions gornered by acute observation.

“Ploréntine” : We. think your inguiry has reference “ ‘10 Thomas H“LI‘Q,‘{,‘::

Lu"hsh ‘noet and novelist, and author of “The Dynasts.”
Nova- ‘Bcotla. No doubt about the,audaciiy, but is this poeuy*

l‘zur Maid-of Pesth: Meticulous care is apparvent, but not
aeguaintance *with- the Muse. . <

Mcud M@mmg

I saw the fair Maid Morning pass,
S ~diross a freld of dewy grass, IR
L lute a sylvan glade. .
She beckoned gnd I followed o
!th;a round her fect bright a’ramoua‘\ aham, o
. .Reflecting every shade o
QF cvery scnn’z[latu;q gem T
la’m'nmt/ sonarel’s dicdeim—
Yet there so freely laid.
‘She led me to a bosky dcll
Where primrose palz, sweet asphodel,
And blue forget-me-not
W rought broiderics beside the stream
That lulled wy senses to a dreais
In that enchanting spot;
Tho' *twas to me so strange a thing
That there I should be lingering,
The world and time forgot.
. But quictly beckoning again
"&0 . Back to the haunts of Dusy mcn
She led me just on time;
o And with me down @ city sircet
The echoes of her fairy feet
Kept lilting info rhyme
Like sweet bells' distant chime.
~"Chris.”
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and VERSE

Sorry we: have mot space tor publication of your eni.umem;_.,:;

whiclh, |

('\- cn a noddu o

s reoedial
- wul Le mO\t welcome.

. TEATS-BROWY; who made 2
uame for himself with “Bengal
Tazicer,” bas written a “irue story,”

©opr ov1smna11y called “Hyeline” It deals

with the maze of plot and counterplot
in Constantinople during the fateful
years 1910-1920.

., * * .

0 he successful to-day ag a humor-
ist, it would seem, you must lay

aboiat vou with a pretty heavy blud-
| geon, Iu “By the Way,” you h.lve Mr,

F. 1. *Morton in his role as “Beach-
comber,” reprintinga-year’s drolleries,

_and whether he is playing S‘ltllls.,

parodist,  or maddest of hatters, he s

Egtiacking the shams and hypoerisizs
<of 1ne<ent-a.n civilisation. There are

those who find this awthor tivesome,
but there are others to whom he is a
Joy, who love to read of the doings of
Tady Cubstanleigh and 3r. Roland
M1k, A delightful volume te pick up
Geeagionally from that Dbedside table
where ave collected all sorts and cou-

£ * »

h&'llll' s1k unexpected to find Miss G.
. B. Stern writing a thriller, but she
Tins done so, and quite an entertaining

© one too, Mrs, Iramlingham lhag a party
“ on the Riviera, and so has Lady Hum-~
T hér. And My, Fred Poole, a comediun,

iy found dead one night in the former
Indy’s villa, Was he murdeved, and, if
xo, was that nice young JYal the vil-
Iain? That. is the problem, and it is
. out with considerable verbal dex-
_orm' For those who adore n mystery,
combived withl agreenble (chattér of
doings, “The - Shortest Night”

® '!l *

“the Jnglish: Are They Hu-
man?”?, the author, Mr. G. J. Reniér
(by birth & Dutchman), narrgtes that
he-found - the lenrning of onr languugs

sexcrncintingly diffieult,” and that he\
looks upon us as'a very peculiar sort
of peaple. When he came to England,
he says, he was convinced that na-
tiens differed from one another only
on points of subsidiary importance.
Soon e abuandoned ihat theory, how-
ever, and has remaived to this day an
uutmdel and an alien, *“‘The foreigner,”
hg says, “only sees the perennial puzzle
of an Englishman’s face that guards
the secret 01‘ his soul like a sphinx be-
fore a temple when mysterious rites
ave celebrated, Aund London itself pre-
sents the same immovable appearance;
it is as inserntuble as it is immeasur-
able.” As he learnt to kuow the Enge
lishk better his Hking for them In-
creased, but quite definitely came to
the unelmlmble conclusion “that the
world is inhabited by two species ot
Tomman belngs, nmnhmd and the Xn
lish "



