i'#M%he same theme Ia treated, though
wery differently, by Miss Jessia Mac
kay, in “The Gray Company.” In
#The March of Te Ruuparaha™ Bracken
reached his highest level, and it is alse
wne of the best pieces of Anglo-Maor
pottry that we poasess, .

Afoan the waves as they wash Tainui,
Moan the wateras of dark Kawhia,
Aoan the winds as they aweep the
© gorges,
Wafting the sad laments and wailinga
{f the spirits that haunt the moun-
taine; -t
AWarrior souls, whose skeletons slumber
Pown in the eaverna Jonely and dreary,
Under the feet of the fierce woleano,
Under the slopes of the Awaroa.

The war chant has something of a
Maori ring, but, unfortunately, the Red
Indian, who got into literature before
the time of the Maori, is always being
thrust inte every representation of our
pative race.

New Zealand has given birth to one
singer, who is now taking ber rightful
place  throngheut  Australasia—Miss
Jessie  Mackay. Her verse may have
faults, may be unequal, but it has pure
3yrical inspiration, and very few posts
in or out 0f New Zealand have that.
Fon do not know where the fancy and
the music come from, nor where they
awill go, nor what they will touch on,
but they stir and penetrate like s pass-
ing wind or a perfume, like the song of
a bird, There is the same rare qual-
ity, not to be amalysed or grasped, that
there is ir Christina Rossetti’s lyrics,
theugh  Miss  Mackay is wmore
simple and less polished. It maxkes her
poetry quite apari from anything o he
found in Domett or Bracken.  Take the
poemn  which she calls “A Folk Song™
The name is auggesative, bocause her best
dyrica have the qualities of the truest
and loveliest folk songs of Scotfand and
of Germarny.

I came to your town, my love,
And you were away, away;

1 said she is with the pale white saints,
And they tarry lqng to pray.

Or take the childlike and antique sim-
plieity, blent with reflection, i the
*Heart of Mary”:—

. Mystery, mystery!
Love upon love!

When the rose of high Heaven
Came down from above.

BI¢ drew not the Levite
Nor lord by his grace;

»:And Mary, the sinner,
Was girven the place.

No kingdom, my Lord,
But the greatly forgiven,
Who begs but to serve
When the good ask for Hea¥en.

“For Love of Appin” is one ol the
most sincere and heartfelt poema of
exila in the language, and it comes
paturally from one of the “far-wandered”
Mackays, who, as another song of hers
tells us, were “reft sway” from Strath-
maver, It is as f some austere Covenan-
ter had told his heart out in these lines:

But it's O for hame and Appin;

The heather hills o" Appint :

The thousand yeama o' Appin, where the
leal men lie?! - -

The bairns will tak’ & root ’

By the mighty mountain foof;

But we, we canna sever;

It's no for us whatever;

e hear maa earthly singing,

Dut it sets Lochaber ringing,

An' we'll never smile again

1' the sunlight or the rain :

Till our feet are cn the lang east trall—

The siller road to Appin; :

Eagt awa' to Appin—

The slller Toad to Appin, ruanin’ a" the
way to God,

 But though Miss Mackay’s imagina-
tion goes to the land of her forefatlers,
Ele belongs also to the New World and
Bhares its energies, activities and ita hope
of the future.

3lisa Mary Colborne Veel is of all our
tolonia] poeta the mearest to England
in feeling and the most correct and
dlished in atyle. Though bon In the
?crmmnn, ahe is at heart an exile from
i'f}g'l_and, and one of her flnest poems is
‘Ewigrant,” with its refraini—

"An an English lane )
hm here the primrose patches blow,
nd the sweet epring rain
jillangs jewels high wnd low.

- Dora Wilcox atards between the Old
snd the New Worlds in divid:d moods,
lecking by turn each way. If you wane
the. nmew, ardent optimizm and the -uf-
fering apirit of the pioneers you. will find
it In Miss Mackay, but if you want the
feeling and eolour of our plains and bills,
and eapecially of Banks Peninsula, it is
truest in Miss Wilcox's verse, aa, for
example, in “The Last of the Foreat”™:—

Haat thou not heard, O white man,
through a troubled dreaming,
On some still night, when all th: world
lay atark, i
Sharp through the silence, moaning by
the gea, and ecreaming
Of night-birda in the dark?

Mr. Reeves, as a poet, combines Eng-
lish culture and a knowledge of Eaglish
modea with an appreciation of New Zea-
land and ita task., Of “New Zealand”
he singa:—

God girt her about with the surges,
And the winds of the masterlesa d-ep,

Whose tumult uprouses and urges
Quick billowa to sparkle and leap.

Mary Richmond belonga to the eame
clasy as Mary Vesl, and is as completely
English as if she had never been in the
colony, Arthur Adams, on the other
band, belongs wholly to New Zealand,
amd is in exile anywhere else. His domin-
ant note i patriotism. .

A npurober of New Zealand poets are
mentioned, but Mrs, Groasmann ¢on-
siders them so0 nearly equal that it would
be invidious te single out which should
rank highest. Rut she specially eulo-
gises Miss Baughan's “Shingle Short,”
Mra. Glenny Wilson, Johannes Andersen,
Professor Wall, and Herbert Church. The
Maori a9 a prese theme has found its
most realistic exponent in Judge Man-
ing's account of Hone Heke's war; in
Mr. Eladon Best's tales of the Urewera;
and in Sir George Grey’s “Polynesian
Myihology.” In poetry that deals with
the Maori, though the legends are often
truthfully reproduced, the Maori atmos-
phere is lacking.

“Those who could best preserve it are
tha graduates and scholara of the Young
Maori party, and it is & pity that they
bave pot yet felt imspired to interpret
their race to the world, with ita
savagery, its dignity, the fancy that even
in its grossness has the charm of pre-
Hemeric myths of Greece.”

A country that has so often led the
van in social, economic, and poclitical
reform is bound to have contributed its
quota to the literature of Utopia, Out
of a world-wide list, two can be claimed
for New Zealand, Butler’s “Erewhon™
and Swenven's unigue “Limanora.” The
scene of the former is laid in New Zea-
land, in the latier the scene i3 laid in
the mythical Island of Pregress.

Besides “ Erewhen” and ¢ Limanora ”
there are Mr, Watson’s “Decline and Fall
of the British Empire,” and Sir Julius

. Vogel's " Anno Domini 2000.7

New Zealand novelista worth consider-
ing are much fewer in number than the
poets, says Mrs. Grogsmann and “ G. B.
Lancaster” (Miss Edith Lyttleton)
heads the list. We ‘heartily endorse
this opinion, in spite of her Kiplingesa
tendency, and think her work wonld
rank high in any eountry. Mr. Sat-
chell’a work is favourably commented
upon, and richly deserves it, Iis “ Elixir
of Life published a year or two ago,
though startling, and imeginative to the
last degres, was a splendid piece of work,
which, had he been better known, muat
have brought him fame, if only for its
oripinality, Marriot Watson s a Now
Zealander, mentioned by Mra. Gross-
mann, that has only contributed one

_novel descriptive of New Zealand to

its literature. RBut Mr. Marriot Watson
eannot, with striet propriety, be included
in any list of New Zealand writers, as,
though he spert 13 years of hia ently
life, and received his education in New
Zoaland, he was born in Melhourne, and
lived there. until he was nine yeara old.
Mr A. Adam’s " Tn Tussock Tand” is re-
markable for its wealth of description,
while Alien's (Mrs. Baker] work shows
that true New Zealand feeling for na-
ture in its prander mnods that is for-
cign to twentieth century writers, Tn
the deseriptive and topographienl clasa,
Mr. Reeve's ¥ Long White Cloud ” s, in
its own line, & classic both by style and
informatlon.” -

Tn the hearts of Now Zealnnders Judmze
Maning comea firat: his bonka ave so fnll
of life—and auch Iife—pgrotesque, comic,
suvage, picturesque, There are two Tong

asanges which are quite nnrienlled—hia

sori version of the Treaty of Waitangl
and the war, which might have beem
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written by & Maori, and the weird,
ghastly, humerous and pathetic tohungs
seshee, which 1 commend to any futura
novelist of New Zealand. Lady Barker'a
“Btation Life in New Zealand” haa the
unaffected charm of all her writings.
There are some good histories, eg., Mr,

A. Baunders’ “lMistory of New Zea-
land.” Another speciuliy has been
books of natural science, each omnae

an authority on itsa own subjeet:—
Buller's “Bird of New Zealand,” Kirk's
“Forest Flora of New Zenland,” Laing
and Blackwell's “Plant Life of New Zea-
Iand,” a handsomely illustrated voluma
on New Zealand entemology by V. G.
Hudson; Drummond’s “Animal Life of
New Zealand,” and the recently published
anthropolegicnl researches on the Native
race by DProfessor Maemillian Browa,
“Maori and Polynesian,”

Though New Zealand journalists have
a high reputation., mngazines de not
flourish owing to the competition of Eng-
lish and American magazines and re-
views, But this, we are convinced, ia
largely due te the insufficient inducement
that is offered this class of writer to
contribute his or her hest, and also in a
measure to the limited outlook afforded
by an enforced inaular residemce, and not
to lack of ability on the part of this clasa.
For the names of successful contributors
to “Home’” and American magazines and
reviews we turn to Mrs. Grossmann's

list, and discover the familiar names of -

Jessie Weston {C. de Thierry), Miss Con-
atance Barnicoat, Hilda Keane Rollett,
and G. B. Lancaster, whe has lately
essayed the short story and article, “I
it interesting to note that in New Zea-
land, where the sexes are almost equally
free, women come first in poetry and fie-
tion, and apparently in review journal-
ism, while in history, praetical journal-
fam ang in all scientifiec work, natural or
sociological, men have almost & monopoly,
and this without any artificial restrie-
tions, This may be partly an aceident,
but it certainly suggeste a natural differ-

- ence.”

To continue Mra. Grossmann’s felicit-
ous figurative simile we are convinced
that the infant born in New Zealand to
the arts of peetry and prese literature,
though not full fledged, is within appreei.
able distance of flight. Though to some ex-
tent hampered by the traditions and the
Mede and Persian-like laws that have
governed the flight of its parents, it
aspires to contrel its own methods of
flight because the currents are different.
And though it may eventually ineor-
porate the beat traditions of the English
achool with its own, it must ever stand
out diatinet in the qualities of sociology,
cconomy, spontaneity and natural de-
scription. The best thanks of New Zea-
land writers are due to Mra. Grossmann
for her very pertinent and justly eulogis-
tie championship.

REVIEWS.

The Goose Girl: Harold McGrath.
With illustrations by Andre Cas-
taigne. Indianapolis: The Bobbs-
Merril Co.

The type of story exploited with such
distinction and success by Mr, ‘Anthony
Hope has been essayed by Mr. Harold
Mc(rath no less successfully. The secnes
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of the book are luid in ome of the
cutlying principaiitivs of the German
Fupire, and the plot 1evoives round the
tortunes of a goose gird, wlo is obriously
of aristveratic extruction if luoks and
bearing count for auything. The plot,
though fer from vriginal, hus some novel
features, and the pictures shown of
German  peasant life  churm  both
by their undoulted faithfulness to detail
and quaint hotely setting. Unmistak-
ably German ia tic pen purirait drawn
of the buxom Ilundlady of the Black
¥agle, who dcelined re-marriage on the
ground that she has once crossed the
frontier of marrinae and *“never again!"
yet who thinks po day wholly sucressful
that does net at least yield her one
proposal of marriage, The story opens
where the goose girl js driving her geese,
whose livers are so soon to be converted
into Strashourg pates, into the town
of Dreiberg,  like so many eld tewns,
the atreets were narrow, and sering a
party of horsemen approaching, the
goose girl (Gretchen) tries ta drive her
geese to the shelter of walls of the
houses. Rut the geese, territied at the
clatter, flew everywhere, one bolder than
the rest nalighting an the shoulder of
ithe Grand Duke, who headed the caval-
cade, Borry for the havoe wrought
amongat the flock, the Grand Duke offers
compensation, which is gratefully, if
timidly, accepted. Mr. Carmichael, the
American Consul at Dreiberg, who i3
riding with the Grand Dauke, is strue's
beth by the dranty and the mien of the
goose gzirl, and soon after reseues her
from some inzalting gallantry of one of
the Duke’s aides, Carmichnel is very
deeply, very honcstly, and very hope.
lessly in love with the Grand Duke's
only daughter and hoiress, Prineess Hil-
degarde, wha ia shortly to be betrothed
to the neighbouring King of Jugendheit
for State teasnna, The Princoss, how-
ever, reciprocates C'nrmichacl’s love, and
envies the gooae girl, who is free to
marry whom she will. As a baby, the
Pringess had heen abdocted, and the
Grand Duke had laid the blame om
several of hix suite, and had banished
them acrosa the frontier. Nor did he
find the child until she had grown to
be a woman. In the meantime, the King
of Jugendheit has been masquerading
as a vintner in Dreiberg, and has {allen
in leve with the goose mizl, and, like
the Princess, ia torn between love and
duty. How thia tangle is straightened
out that the two pairs of lovers may
marry and live happily ever after must
te discovered hyv readers themselves.
Rut we must confess that, though we
krew that Mr. Mclrath would fiad a
way out, we were not prepared for the
villaing of the chancellar, whom we
thought a malel of fidelity, though we
guessed the identity of the vintner, the
mountaineer, the watchmaker, tha
butcher, ete. Thut this is more than o
love remance: it contains shrewd, clever
characterizations, a wealth of descrip-
tion, nnd an unerring instinet for leeal
colonr, The iilustrations, which are both
profuse and superexeellent, add not »
little to the charm of a book whose
only fault, if fanlt it be. lies in the
faet that it s a little long drawn out.
We are indebted to George Roberiaom
and Co., booksellers and atationers, 107-
113 Elizabeth-street, Melbourne, for our
eopy of this book.

TIAT PILLAR OF SALT.
Perhaps it was somo olher woman’s bat which caused Mra, Lot to Jook baek



