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NEW BOOKS.

‘FERSEPHONE AND OTHER POEMS," BY K. MtCOSH CLARK."

T is with anticipatory feelings of pleasnre that we take
1p the volome of poems bearing the above title. For
the meémory of Mm McCosh Clark's ‘A Bonthern

Crosa Fairy Tale’ still lingere in New Zealand, and farther
tontributions to carrent literatore from the same pen com-
mand attention and excite intereat. No disappointment
nwaila the peruser of ¢Persephone and Other Posms |
rather, indeed, in this case does the realisation exesed
ihe anticipation. Mms MeCosh Clark has given to the
world & thoroughly readabla book of poetry. Thers
ia a pure, elear ring abont thesa poems, a healthy tone, &
light and graceflul touech which makes them specially ac-
esptable At & time whan women writers ara soiling their
handn with all kinds of qoestionabla prodnetions in the shape
of literary mattar, Take, for inatance, the title poem, Per-
sephone, and the description of the maiden ;—
Luxuriant treesea fpll

In clonds of golden splendour ta her feet,

And atanding close to me, in the pale light,

I saw the white gleam of the outstretched arma,

The rounded neck, the ginunous linos, the 8

Of perfeot womanhood : And what more fai

HBut in her eyes there lay the veiled light

That shinea when love is purified by pain.

Here in conveyed an excellent idea ot what a woman's
beanty might be in aptly and carefally chosen words which
cannot be condemned by the most fastidions reader, But
despite this avoidance of the madern method of introdneing
nopleasant topics into boaks intended for peneral pernsal,
tha volume is not in the least namby-pamby, On the con-
trary, sume of the poema are vigorons and manly in smyle,
braciog and elevating in tone,

1¥ ECHO AND NARCIBSUB.
youth,
Who in yonr dreama of happiness, or lova,
Or fame, ree but Fourselvey: ye wnahe‘ynnr strength,
If naupht but self reflpcts ln all yo see !
Strength ever grows through love, and when ‘tis merged
Intlo rome other life outzide your ow

n.
It atranight torgeta its selflsh aims, and secka
To work a wider good.

A great man's fame
‘With clarion sound is heralded from age
To age, and as the centuries roll on
And myriads of lessar lives pass by
And are forgat, his name yat lives on lipr
Of men, scunding through all herealters.

Quite in a different style, aud marked by a natoralness

and daintiness of tonch and fresh vountry scents which is
very atiractive, in the posm entjtled :

A FPARM IDVL,

She wis a maiden roay—bright as ARy POAY,
He was nothing but s ploughboy. rough and atrong—
Ttut h&llo‘;r%qdmhw-lk beside her, where the drooping boughs
uld hide

er,
And the datfodils kept nodding all day long?

Na queen he thonght was falrer-—no grace was aver mmrer,
B“A: u?'el lil."e’gdlgnr ?n’g&t mi,l lnk;i mglking atbnol H N
[ € eculd pot utter what be thought, but only stutter,
Apd the datfodile kept nodding ' He's s le " o o

Oua day na he waa sltting cloas ta Molly bugy knitting.
2he dropped & atitch judt in the nmklnur;{el i o
He blurtad out, * A lover shauld that lost stitch recover!

And the daffodlis kept noddiog * He ahouid kneel.

Hat In his clumsy Aogera the needla atiffy I
Tili Mally, all l,:'npnt-i.ent, of delay, 7 lingars,

Said, ‘It you really are my lover, why da you not discover
That I mean far more than any girl can aay T

Ha laid the knitting lightly on the asttle shl
As he loaked into the r:{tt‘y hazal eye.a.n ning brightly,
And he silghad. *If you da love me, don'tapeak, hut gently shove

mae,
And the daffedlla Kept nodding in aurprise,

8o red as any clover, she ggt +loser to her lover,
And looked into the em t9 burning low,
And her hlunr!es fald, ‘' I'd mies yo, Johnny dear, why don't you

k mo.
And tha datfodils they nodded * Ay, just sot*
Some of the love poems are very pratty, auch as the one

beginning,
' Dear. draw my lips 1o thine in awestest bliss,'
and ' Edelweism.'
There is not wanting, too, the pathos in M MeCosh
Clark’s poetry without which no trua poet ever siogs :
Yea, surely dear ones from the shadow land
Scothe with Ltheir myatic presence those who mouen,

And haver o'er us, as we longing atand
Ga#zing beyond life's bourn,

For often in the sllent hrooding hour,
Sotne sublile sweetness minglea with our pain,
nd, warm, in fancy. long-loat kisses shawor
Upon our lipa again,

And again in ¢ The Bells' : —

Ah! anow ! fall gently on the new-terned aod,
Where 1 have left my cherished one with God.

Of the more ambitions poems, * Niobe,'* Socrates,’ ete,, we
have no space to epeak, but they can be lett with confidence
to the warm approval of an appreciative pablic, who cannot
do better when they want to enrich their poatical libraries
or send an acceptable gift to a friend than porchase a copy
of * Persephone.’

The volome is prestily bound in green and white touched

with gold.  The paper is of the fashionable rongh style, and
the printing is sceeptably clear; ail of which eonduce to
the pisssure of addiog these poema to one's own or ooe's
friend’s eolleetion,

Tondon: Sanpeon Low. Marston and Compaby.

“FOLLOW ME 'OME.

THERE waa no one like 'im, 'Orse or Foot,
. Norany o’ the Gons [ kpaw ;
Ap' becanse it wan s0, why, 0' coursa ‘s went an' died,
Which is just what the best men do.

So it's knock oot your pipes an' follow me !
An’ it's Bnish ep your awipes an' follow me !
Uh, ’ark to the big drum eallin'—
Follow me--follow me 'ome |

*Ia mare ghe neighs the "sle day long,
She paws the 'ole night threongh,

An’ sha won’s take 'er fead ‘canse o' waitin' for 'ls atep,
‘Which ia joat what a beast would do.

’In girl she goes with & hombardier,
Before "er month is through ; (hoaked,
An' the banns are up in choreh, for she's got the beggar
Which is juat what a girl wonld do.

Ve fought "bont & dog—last week it were—
No more than a reend or two ;

Baot I strock 'im croel 'ard, an' I wish I’adn’t now,
Which is just what a man can't do.

'E wan all that 1'ad in the way of a friend,
An’ I've 'ad to find one new ;

Bat I'd give my pay an' atripe for to get the baggar back
Which it’s jast ton latae to do,

So it's knnck cut yonr pipes an’ follow me,
An’ it's finish off your awipes an’ follow me.
Ob, 'srk to the fifes s crawlin’!
Follow me—follow me ‘orne !

Take ’im awsy ! 'E'n gone where the beat men go,
Take 'im away ! An' the gun wheels turnin’ slow.
Toke 'im away! There's more from the place e come,
Take 'im away, with the lin:ber an’ the drom.

For it's * Three ronnds blank ' an’ follow me,
An'’ it's ‘ Thirteen rank * an' follow me ;
Oh, passin’ the love o' weman,
Follow me—foliow me 'ome |

Rrupvarp KirLiNa,
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Senior Suvgen

St Sokn's Ffespital for the Skin, London.

“From time 1o time I have
tried very many different soaps
and after five-and-twenty years
careful observation in many
thousands of cases, both in
hospital and private practice,
have no hesitation in stating
that none h.wwe answered so
well or proved sn beneficial o
the ¢kin as FEARS S0AD.
Time and more extended trials
ba e only serverd ts rutify this
opiniun which [ first expresscd
upwirrds of t n years 2¢0, and
tn increase iy emfi lence in
thi~ admralle preporation,”

By
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The Queen

. PROFESSOF
SirErasmusWilson

date resident
Kayal College of Swurgevns, Exgland,

“The use of a good soap
is certainly calculated to pre-
serve the skin in health, to
maintain its complexion and
tone, and prevent it falling
into wrinkles, PEARS is a
nnmeengm\'cd on the memeoery
of theoldest inhabitant ; and
PEARS' S50AP is an article
of the nicest and most careful
manuficture. and one of the
most refreshing and agreeable
of halns for the skin”
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HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE

- Prince -« Wales.




