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Jottings

’]:!Qh the student of soclal history and
the bibliophile, “The Englishmun

- and His Books in the Xarly Nine-
teenth Century,” will prove an exceed-

ingly interesting and  agreeable
chronicle. The author, Mrs. Amy.

Cruse, takes the reader from the stilts
el days when Madam @ Arblay’s “Cam-
illa” first saw the light, right do@s:n
through' the years, annotating = with
vivacious and ilumirgting comment
‘the personality and achievement of a
Tong list of statesmen, philosophers anil
inspired contributors to the belles lef-
tress of that brilliant peviod. :

Tor her subject matter the author
has delved, with patient and acumen,
*dnto ancient biographieal lore, dinrvies,
\Jetters, publishers’ statistics and re-
views, and she makes able and excel-
ient use of her investigation of that
rich treasnre-trove, .

Politics and drama of the age are
digeussed with animation and human;
and a floodlight of critical comment
Jet loose upon the highlighty of .thaf
shining firmament which coruscexts
the genins of Wordsworth, Byron, Sir
Walter Scott, Charles and Mary Lamb,
Shelley, Godwin, Hazlitt, and

Lord Palmerston,

.- Contemporary journalism and . :car-
respondence are invoked to add veriil
militude to fascinating pen porir:
of ‘men and women famous in
.day and after; and there is a desey
“tion of leisured literdry soclety !
the ,days when Mr. AMacaulay dined

v at{}lol]and House; Janguishing maid-

e kept albums . wherein enamoured

swhins were blushingly implored {o

“dash off” a poem and sign it with _ -
notable names-—a deplorable custom -

not yet wholly extiret; and benuteous
ladies in trailing high-waisted gownz
floeked to hear the witty Syduey Smith
give his famous lecture on “Taste,”
when we are told the charm of his
manner, happy geniality spread

throughont the hall, intonations of-ai- .

tractive voice, and glances and gesiures
carried his audience away.

Thumbnail sketches of melodrama.
at the Surrey are acutely revealing;
. and there is an illuminating sketeh of ; -
Wanny Kemble, fresh from Paris hoard- o

ing school, making unwiliing debut on

the boards to ‘save the: family finan-

cial fortunes. a

It is impossible in the space avail-

able to do justice to this. faseinating

medley of other times, other manmners, . -
which is to be recommended cordially”.

to commonalty and connoisseurs, ..

the ...
charming youth who afterward becitme

HE prize of half-a-guinea in the current eompetition is awarded to MID.
for “Taure of the Woods,” & poem of fleeling and elusive beauty, Selected
for commendation is “Spring Song” by D.A.S,. an impressionistic stndy of

_blaze of flowers in Wellington streets; and “Ioti’s® “Adrift,” which sgives

“a striking metrical presentation of & grim theme.
8.0.MeC. « Bthel Mannin’s “Confessions and Impressions” (7/6) is procurable

B from Whitcombe and Tombs, Wellington. Irompt application is advisable,

“ ag stocks are almost exhansted.

V.8.J’s songlet i still another plea, and a

- breast in o cage” . .

“Apinistice Day, 19317 : A great motif elahorated with some degree of success.
“Greta’s” symbalic small poem is good enough to warrant expectation of

. stll better work from this young follower of the Muse,

s@Eupia’sSsong”: Original and attractive in expresxion. )

“Red.Rose’: Your small vignette of landscape umder passing shower is

gincere and immature and sweet.

“y Passers By“: Visionary underlying thought handled with vigour and

clarity. . :
sTpin’s” work has a- quality of vounded cempleteness, combined with recog-
nition of fhings of the spirit, but we do 1§th like the splif infinitive
in second verse. o . .
“Tohn Storm” sends attractive Villanelle constriicted with this contributor’s
enviable verbal facility. .

M.ILG. gives poignant expression of exploitation, “for a crust,” of personal

emolion and heartbreak of those who see visions and dream areams.

“phonghts of a City Dweller”: A penceful and tranquil Mecea presented

“with considerable skill in versifieation,- two- concluding lines slightly
marring the charm of phraseclogy.

O.F. 1+ Thanks for snegesiion regarding “Homeland.” T should like to adid
“dndther voice to the chorus of apprecia{ion. Yon are’ right in surmising
that the swork sent in (o this page ix of high average quality ; sometimes,

“indeed, an embarras Jdes richesses. - o .

wgummer Song’”: Iappy-hearted verses of metrical apirit. and charns. |

“Rafferty Ronald” apparvently is as great a devil-may-cire ux his film name-

sike. ’

“feathets” : Puff, puff!

‘musical one, for poor “robin-red-

. =

Lure of z‘?zé' Wwdf

At Let me vun through the tuigled ways
Of the wind-swept trees in the forest maze
A thing of the weind and sunsihine 1!
A song in my throat, and a laugh thut woakes
The dreaming depths of the leafy brakes,
And an echo throws to the sky. )
If I fuintly piped upon a reed, . .
Ilould you hear the music and, taking heed, ;
Follow the glint of my daicing feet? -
I would lead you around the shallow mere,
.. Slip into the sleeping waters theve,
You could never follow so fleet,

- If you saw thraugh & shiiniering beam
The lure of a slin white arm, or a gleam
Of flying hair. Past the forest pond
You would stumble over the creepers low
Till you caught iny hand—But no! ah no!
. You would hold fast—a willow wand!
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RS. ELINOR MORDAUNT has
written some excellent fiction, but
her latest novel, “Ieull (lircle,” perhaps-
will not add greaily to her already es-
tablished reputation. It is the story of
Teverson Hurle, who writes novels and
plays on the principle of photography,
that is to say, he takes the incidents
he sees around him, the private and
less reputable episodes in the lives of
his aequaintances, and writes them
up for the delectation of his public. By
this more or less simple method he suc-

ceeds in achieving fame and fortune,
Bbut is an unspeakable bounder, and one
finds it hard to believe in him, Theve
is good work here and there, as is in-
evitable with an author of the calibre
of Mrs. Mordaunt—such, for example,
ag scenes in Penang and Singapore—
but the Dbook as a whole iy unworthy
of ity ereator. ’
L $ s )
A BOOK to be eagerly awaited is
“portraifs and Appreeiations,” by
Viscount @Abernon. This, as the title
indicates, is a eollection of persona
sketches of statesmen and artists and
writers, many of whom were the inti-
mate friends of Tord d’Abernon, who
has known eleven Prime Ministers and
puts in the front rank Lord Balfour,
of whom he gives an admirable pen por-
{rait. We also are given an arvesting
sludy ot T.ord Oxford, with all his great
yualities and inhevent weaknesses of
character, he, apparently, like lesser
folk, having a rooted objection to talk-
ing things over. “Colleagues. and ex-
perts were ocensionally invited ‘to have
o quiet talk with Henry” but history
records no case of anyone having had
it. The Prime blinister was busy; he
had o headache; he had gone for a
drive: anylhing rather than the ordeal
of talking things over.)” So reprehen-
sible, and so entirely human!
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TO be added to the not inconsiderable

Hist of really lifelike children's
Dhooks iz “Tmil and the Detectives,”
now published in an excellent transla-
tion, and with the added attraction - of
an introduction- by Mr. de la Mare,
The young protagonist who tries so
assiduously to be at all times a model
is essentially a human boy, and the
story of his remarkable adventures on
his way to Berlin, the dire exploits of
the man -wearing a bowler hat, and
the ramifications of expleits of the
venng detective gang, will be found
priceless by children in Tngland as
well ag Germany. The black and whlze
drawings illustrafing the volume are
an added attraction.



