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Jottings

N “A Certain Man” Mr, Oliver
Onions tells a good story, embracing
wany angles of interest and originality.
&rimarily the history of a period iu the
e of Christopher Darley, advertising
manager of the MP.G. Combine, and
Merger, reputable householder, father
of a tamily, and still alert and springy
enough, though with silvering temples.
There are alse Jill and Nickey and
Rennie, extremely modern young
things, Nicky a waiter and dancing
partner, Jill in a flower-shop en route
to matrimony, and her friend Omphale
graduating for the oldest profession in
the world. ) ’

On the bus that trumbles him daily
to his dry-as-dust office, Christopher
holds strange converse with an elusive
stranger, with soothing effect on doubix
and difficullies that beset the harassed
head of his spectacular family and its
entourage, But this strunge acquaint-
ance iy but a ship that passes in the

. ight on Christopher's hovizon, leaving,
however, a curious legacy in the shape
of a garment, of curious fashion and
texture, that palely glistens in the
night-time, and is possessed of certain
blood-curling eccentricities.

Donned by Christopher, the coat of
destiny proves power of allaying the
fret and fume of this world’s woos,
healing scarg of the spivit, and instill-
ing a high spirvitual nebility. Convey-
ed rather than described are its strange
qualities, and there are illusive and
slightly perplexing references to old-
time orgies and sinister heathen rites.

Sported in everyday surroundings of
ﬂ}ls yedr of grace, the coat proves en-
tirely incompatible with the material-
istie outlook and rampant individual-
ism of the protagonists of life’s poor
play; bat for a time the spell works,
and the moody and unsympathetic hus-

, band and father Lurgeons into a gay

7 genetosity and compiehendiug  con-

1 Danionship like a resge in Dloom. Thers
‘are bad lapses, however, for the coat
loses inspirvational power, and a re-
ypentant Christopher sets off for a Tar
country to study Hgyptology awd cow-
mune with sphynxian mysteries.

A strange {ale, with a dash of {he
supernatural, a snggestion of unknown
horrm',‘ set in juxtaposition with excel-
lent pictores of a modern household
and its yearly holiday at Le Touquet.
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A VERY interesting series  enlled
“The Shilling Library of a IIun-
dred Books” has Dbeen launched Dby

Burng, Oates and Washbourne. It

consists of standard Roman Caltholie
works of fletion, spiritual reading, theo-
logy and lives of {he Saints, covering

a very wide range of aulhors Lfrom all

vver Europe,
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By “ John O’Dreams”

Prize Poem Competition
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THE prize of half a guinen in the cmrrenf competition is awarded {o “M.ILY,

for “Autumn,” a skiltul and beautiful treatment of the difficulf sonnet
form wlhich will command admiration, Some delighiful work was received
during the pust fovinight, though, curionsly enough, ouly one poem found
ingpiration in the great commemorative anuiversary of Clhristendon.  Thix
poem, entitled “Noel,” is publishied on the opposite page.  Alsg selecied for
special commendation is “Ginger’s” very lovely “Cabbage Tree Ialm.”
“To a Stranger”: Intuitive and arresting. Sorry there i 1o room

triolet.
“Toti” sends an unusual, ¢leverly etched cameo of verse,
“Novice” couples loving aund acenrate obscrvation of nature’s miracles wilh

certain fucility of expression, and is on the right road.
“Smilax”: We like your Iast small sheaf, especially the cadence and appeal

of “Rexignation”: :

They are not loug, Youll's dream<. Ambition’s urges,
The things for which we pray and plan and scheme;
Oui of the mist our pafli awhile energes,
To lose itself again as in a dream.

“Ferdinand” i intelligent, Jrank, naive, and very, very young.
“Nitouche” : Too much wagon and too little star
“Florodoro” : Your pretiy rhymes ave so true, aud alas, so commonplace,

for

“Early Vietorian®™ ix all for the simple life in the modern manuer. 1he verses
submitted entirely Delying demmreness of selected nom de plume,

“Commmnixtie Clara”: No, indeed!

“Scottish Chief”: Shudes of Robert fhe Bruce!

“Devout Tover”: Why =0 pale and wan? We al

“Ilanewmr™: Try something ximple

go through it?

AUTUMN

One cvening late I sawe vou passing by

A park of gilded trees, wehile soft Hie air,

Lot breathing, scatiered scarlet liere and there;

The mellow sun scemed lingering in the sky

s though he wept fo part—was loth to dic

Refore he'd once again caressed your hair,

And made it langh o life, the fair more Jair—

Then wanly smiled and faded, with « sigh,

Ahush oo and ol the dav's last light seemed fled

Behind the hills, the sky drained grey, the whole

Larth dim.  But still I saze about vaur head,

Fainl gleaming there, the suin-god's aurcole!

Vou passed. Then truly all the world <cas dead.

But symphonies were stirring in my soul.
: ) —“MLITY
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R, J. 8, FPLETCHER hag many ad-

mirers, who will welcome the news
fhat he has collected a number of his
short «lories unider the title of “The
Man in No. 8 These tales of crime
aud mystery have appeared in sundry
English and American magazines, and
are indicative of his excecdingly skil-

ful manipulation of bis ingenioux plots,
hix flair for characterisation, and his
breezy and enguaging literary style.
Most of them thrillers, with a =ustained
interext that enchains. there are others
of a4 more snbfle attractimn notably a
London idyiie {rifle conveyed with a
wistful and graceful char,
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Bﬂlss MARGERY ALLUINGHAM'S

sthriller,” “Police at the Funeral,”
is to be recommended, It has a2 quality
wsually wanting in detective works,
and iz a very ingenious tale of mur-
ders in the Trumpingten house, Our
sympathies ave intriguned, we read on
hresgtthlessly, and feel certain that con-
viction shall Le sheeted home to one
af two people, In either case we shail
regret it. Then comes the authentic
surprixe, without which the best-writ-
ten “thriller” fally fAat. Even the
most inveterate ‘“‘guesser” will find it
hard to elucidate this cleverly com-
trived fietional farrago, and when the
mystery is solved and the story ends
wiill considerable eclat it is realised
that Mixs Allingham ig to be reckoned
within the fleld of the detective novel.
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E-_‘[RS, SARAH GRRTRUDE MIT~
LIN'S novels anent South Afri-

ey life have a large publie, which
will welcome with avidity Ber latest
story, “The Sons of Mrs. Aab”? And
there will Le no disappointment, for
it is in the author’s best vein, Tragic,
egvim and wordid in parts though it
i, the sfory enchains interest from
cover to cover. It treafs of the un-
Incky (Hdeon Aab, a plavthing of
malignant  fate. Everything goes
asainst him, his Iuck in the diamond
fields fluctuates, hix domestic relation-
ships are of unsympathetic nafure,
and the Drother who is “wanting” re-
Tuxes to shuffle off this mortal ceit
and is a confinuing millstone rouwnd
the neck of the unbhappy Gideon. There
are xeverni subsidiary stovies and . an
impressive denouement, the whole be-
ing related in Mrs. Millin’s most admir-
able literury manner.
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RIGINATITY is a rare attribufe,
hut it is exemplified in a volume

of =hort stories entitled “The Tother-
¢ill Ommibus.”  There are eighteea
{alos in the ook, and they are all writ-
ten around the same plot by well-knowi
authors, 'Fhe plot sot hy Mr. Fothergiil
Tor treatment by his notable contribu-
tors i the somewhat hackueyed one
of & man who writes letters to an un-
Luown, which has been a periodical
trick of {he writing trade for a godad
many years. Marriage finishes for the
nonce the romanticism thereby engen-
dered, After a time, however, when

*

“domesticity pallg, the correspondence

is agnin entered into, oniy to discover
that the intrigning unknown is the wife
who has (nrned out not altogether saf~
isfactovily. The distinguished ecoterie -
who elucidate this theme with wit -and
wisdom I8 comnosed of such Rterary
ilolg ax Alr. Chesterton, Mr. Rulleft
{wha gives a very unusual twist to his
narrative), Alr. Coppard, Mr. J. O
Qgnire, Mr. Thomas Burke, and Misg
Delatield. Truly & galaxy of stars.



