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PTARTING with “Tom Brown,” we
“¥ave gone on down the years,
readifiz innumerable school stories,
hopighy to discover another master-
_piece’, “Barly Closing,” by D. Wynne
Wilson, is perhaps not that master-
piece, but is a delightfully told tale of
the ways and works of the inhabitants
of a large English public school,

Once upon a time, the book tellg us,
there was a house-master called Wil-
liam, who feared God, mistrusted the
Government, ard moulded ofher men’s
sons to the best of hig ability. And this
house-master looms large iun the story.
foT he is coniprehending of spirit, witty
of tongue, and sometimes very wise.
The tale also conecerns Nigel and John-
ny Bentley, and fheir sister Tavender,
who rather wistfully was aware she
was no more to them than “a facetious
creature who met them and saw them
off', wrote exaggerated accounts of triv-
jal home doings, and took an annoying

““interest in their affairs”

Also skilfnlly portraved are diverse
interests and personalities of the miero-
cosm, and lesser fragedies and trinmphs
of masfers and -boys, with hovering
femininity encompassing them around
and abont. There ix the real authentie
note in thix vivaecions chronicle ot
schoolhoy life, with ity andacities, 'de-
ceptions, jealously preserved code, and
gimlet-eved percenfion of what iz done
and -what isn’t, From studvy to paniry
each gronp of characters is sketched
with the incisiveness of efched por-
traiture. including denizens of the cer-
vants® hall, ruled hy Mrs. Turvev, whe
was “a throw-back to pre-Renaissance
times, with a sackeloth-and-aghes
strain in her mufterings and vale-of-
tears outlook: her intelligence hag ne-
tered out, but her conking remained.”

hool ig a record of wild and
¥ and hapny daye. when plotx
% hatched. rough justice dispensed,
andan occasional dream cherished in
seetPt apiritual recess, Over all seems
to biow a strone wind. clean. invigorat-
ing and gav—"Shelley’« wind. deep an:
reverheratine”—and a senwe of spacioug-
nesg, the heanty beyvond. “TTe Iooked np
throngh the leaves, and his confidence
was not in himself, bot a ¢hining cer-
tainty of the renaiscance of life. Shed-
ding his personality, he was part of
Iife present and future. all lit with an
eternal Joveliness, . . . In that moment
there was no time, and =in and denth
were irrelevant.”
A very good gtory. with reenrring
‘-\mtches of quite heautiful “writing.
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IHE Arnold Bennet Ommnibus Boolk

will be scught after by those who
Iike to have their authors under one
cover, 80 to speak. It runs to over a
thousand pages, includes “Accident,”
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By “ John O?Dré:arﬁs”

Prize Poem petition

THE prize. of half a guinea in the current competition is awarded‘ to

K.M.N. for “Farewell, My Friend.” The winning contribution falls into
the category of love poetry, of which, for some obgcure reasonm, our New
Zealand writers appear somewhat shy. Two poewns, f:ommemm_‘atwe of the
Tioly season, are commended. Both of these unfortunately arrived too late
for congideration for the Christmas issue, as “copy” for that nwmber had
to be in earlier than usmal  “The Star of Peace,” by “Merrie,” is arresting
by reason of its devotional spirit and apt phraseology. “Noel,” by M.EP.,
is a very lovely poem, in which skiil in verse form and another-world beauty
are apparent,

REEB. (Ricearton) : Your work shows certain facility, and is pleasant verse
of the obvious variety. In reply to your query, we are afraid there is
1ittle reward, beyond honour and glory (and not much of that) for aspir-
ing and accomplished poets of this Dominion,

“To Qur Empire”: An ambitious effort, nnfortunately falling short of the
height possible to seale with so gallant an inspiration.

sAlarianne” sends a ditty about may and hay, dawnr and lawn, fair and
dare., Alas, those rhymes!

“wWhite Monkey” : Your work, with its touch of the macabre, hag a touch of
originality, but Jacks poetic vision,

“Trair Play” : We quite agree,

“Peace on Barlh”;: We think Fehnyson said something like it,

Farewell, my friend

Not wery far away is thal dark hour

When you will turn and go from me.

Seon, al very soon, my speeding fect,

Unthinkingly and swift, will run to meel

Your care~free call, and you <will slowely bend

And kiss my hands and say “Farewell, wmy [riend.”

And there will be an end of love for e,

Do you remember our first flecting day?

Why do I ask, who know you have forgot?

e watched the fairy flecks of blue that shone

Between the trees that gave their benison

OFf shade—the blue no deeper than your eyes.

A lark was singing in that Faradise.

Oh, I remember, though vou have forgot!

The parting hour will come; I cannot stay

Its course, nor would I, for it has to be.

It will be hdard, so bitter hard to bear.

And yet I will be brave, if God will bring

To me the answering of one little prayer;

That at the last, grave, sorrowing good-bye

Dark mists wnll Inde the blueness of the sky,

And let there be not any birds to sing.

O grant the gentle rain wmay veil your eves,-

My friend, lest as vou turn to'go, youlsee

The tears that would betray the heart of me.
~—K.}.N.
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“Iolgie and the Child,” “Riceyman
Steps,” and that great sludy of 2 mod-
ern politician, his domesticify and
great amonr, “Lord Raingo.”  All the

tales are in the brilliant author’s most
characteristic vein, and many will be
glad to renew acquzintance with his
Cinimitahle credtions,. | .

ANOTHER “thriller” and a good one.
“The Eye-of Nemesig”? is in Mrs,
Philip Champion de Crespigny’s best
manger:  Mr. Selwyn “is ‘mitrdered in
his office, and no -one knows who did
it, but strong suspicion falls upon his
private secretary, a nice young man,
who obstinately refuses to disclose his
doings on the fatal date. A nimble-
witted girl, the young mam’s Hancee,
takes a hand in the elucidation of the
mystery, and with the help of an in-
spector in whom one thoroughly be-
lieves, and the film of a national
pageunt, light is thrown on dark do-
ings and, as ever, all ends well,
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13/ R. GERALD GOULD'S very .de.

lightful and amusing style is ex« -
emplified in “All About Woinen,” a
somewhat misleading ftitle, “ds" there
is mueh diverse matfer in this enters
taining volume. Mr, Gould apparent-
ly knows all there is to be known
concerning the enigma which once was
known as the weaker sex, and sets
doswn the fruits of his observation and
intuition with a nice sense of the dig-
uity and charm of his perennially in-
teresting topic. But he also distourges
on how to write fiction, and there are
pen-and-ink portraits which are ar-
restingly true to type. His essays
are diseursive and catholic In scope,
and to those who know how fascinat-
ing a companion Mr. Gould can he,
the bonk (oes not need-g recommenda-
{ion,
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N “Puppets in Yorkshire,” Mr. Wal-
ter Wilkinson records a tour of the
broad country of the title with his
puppet show, His book covers a wide
«cope, ranging, inm humorous deserip-
tion and adventure, from Gainsborough
over the ILincolnshire border, and by
way of Marston Moor into the Pen-
nine country and Wharfedale. . With
his puppet show he did good business,
and sampled Yorkshire in the most
comprehensive and original way. The
atory of his wanderings is set down for
all and sundry fo enjoy, and a delight~
fnl chronicle it is
= * ]

«YIW  World Against Mary” has

been translated from the German
of J. AL ¥rank by Dr. Otto Frommer,
This novel caused .a great deal of im-
ferest in Germany and on the Con-
tinent generally, and repays transias
tion. 1t is the story, told with power
and pathos, of 2 girl, essentially noble~
nxtured, whom fate dedicates to sor-
row and suffering. The tale is told
with a dramatic inevitability, and it 18
felt that, given the circumstances, no
other ending is possible. The gods de-
creed that it should be so, and Mary

| is the victim of their grim Jest.



