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| LITERARY MATTERS,
NEW PUBLICATIONS.
| WILD ROSES OF CAPE ANN.*
| Ameng the countless books of
| that erowd restlessly upon one’s notice, with
their varied designs, prefaces and apologies—
books that aim to establish a theory, and
books that aim to establish a reputation—it
is a rest and a blessing to come now and then
upon a book which is simply, genuinely and
beantifully “its own excuse for being”; a
book whose first characteristic is spontaneity,
and whose final outcome is content and glad-
ness; which lures you with a qnngesmn of
lrazrance, and leaves with y th
sciousness of baving taken a fail AFalot
Iresh air; which gives you itself withont any
look of expectaucy to see how you will take
it; and which proves beyond a doubt that
one may be a born poet even though nota
great poet, and tha: it is worth whi ng
‘born for that.

With no assertion of equality, or of depend-
ence, in the sense of imization, bus by that
subtle discerning of spiritual kinship which
leads us sometimes to fix uponauthors the
dear and significant terms of human relation-
ship, one mightcall the writer of this book
\\hmm s daughter, She has grown up like
bim, and like him she has never been sev-
ered from her fast-rooted alliance with the
bealthy, honest realities of man’s toil and
Nature’s rest. To her, as she says—

“Good it s in the heginning
Toil for our true friend to know,
Place in God’s grand purpose winping,
Deep into his life to arow, 7
s by our work, a8 e
Unito ﬁgm and order, ‘Bep ™
Thus it is that she can say—
“Every sigh
ing songs 1 strive to smother.

To her also bas come a call, vo

of the loveliest of her songs—

“Call me by name, ‘Friend Brook,’
For that Laim to thee; come up to my rémotest

many kinds

bei

In w

oiced in one

Am]lvull zive thee freedom of the hospitable

Ana pum Juy treshness through thy life, from
uds an4 springs and ruis.

And zhus it is that she can verify her creed
that—

“Art nieeds nature more than nature art.”
Like Whittier, she ean tell a simple story

i o ; like him she loves
the legends of her own land; like him she
has a clondl deep-sight ed assurance of
present good and future joy. There are even,
now and then, lines which are similar in ex-
pression.

“1know not what awaits, of bliss or bale,
know.
That of Gods ;: aardianship no soul oan fail;
But whe 1 dusk oceans drifted slow,
e ikt taremenl pariaia; Stesrelsuaeds we e 2o,
Welcome will be loved v alling ‘Hail!
reminds us of Whittier's—
w not where His mamu Jifs
"Chieix tronded pabn T
Tonly know I caunot drifs
Beyond His 1ov are.”
And when weread in the “Wild Roses”—
“The greon earth scemed an emerald fioor,
& tky Was sweet with prayer;
THo Sumset HeavonS wide -open, oo,
ay, heaven was ever:
we recall from the ‘‘Tent on the Beach”
“The creen earth sends her incense up
From many a mountain shrine,
¥rom folded leat aug dowy oup
She pours her L

Her songs are the songs of a life which has
more than fulfilled the daring of its early
dreams; the songs of 2 heart thas finds in the
rich now its proof of a richer hereafter, and
10, as 50 wany must, despite the birds and
the poets, in the hope of the wealthy fnture
the only sustenance of the hungry today.
She makes us believe that there may be a
school of poets who learn in joy what they
teach in sovg.

The blank-vesse deseription of the Cana
Ann-coast; With its interindes of song and
ballad, gives its b to the book, and
though not the tinest, is certainly not the leass
interesting part of it. Itsets us querying

wander over the whole earth with only
Ppoetio guidebooks and find the dead legends
of all its coasts embalmed in the perfumes of
their own wild-flowers.  Throughout the
book one finds scattered, too, the “‘white ev-
erlasting flowers” of verse with which the
writer bas heen pleased to mark her foot~
prints wherever she has strayed, from the
crest of Mt. Washington to the Falls of Min-
nehaba and the cottage of the prairies.
Poems of times as well as places are heve.
For her, day unto day uttereth not merely
speech, but song, from the month of the
golden-rod’s Dlossoming through the open-
| ing door of the “New Year” unto tie pro-
| claiming of “‘spring’s fair new gospel.” Com-
mon life is for her sown thick with plentiful
sweet parables, which she draws with the
ready instinct of the true teacher. The lily
| holding by the earth to elimb to the sky, the
| Jog-rift about the mountain height, the fern
with its unfuifilled hint of a flower, are her
object lessons. - But of them all we find nons
in which a deeper truth finds more artistic
expression than in this:

n the s ¢
One went by e, wing and win,
Fiitting joyous

Ocean sy she Sobmed to 11

I'she was out of sig)

Behind hier one was a,m\y

Pencilied on tho mis
1t nose l'-t al,

Yetwas udg ‘0 Liian bark,
On her voyage of years;

And that, 1pwu\- yleasuro yao
An idling school-boy

No argosy or frigat
Courtesies in umm Tight

Ships that cary world-sappiics
Diare mid-opean’s mi

rifle; haply freighted fives,

mir

Gramdes e than Gy small gess,
‘And farther out at sea.

For the touches nlm: make pictures we
wight quote A Pr Nest” and “One
Butterfly.”

A purple streteh of mountains,
‘And them and m

Sails toward the grand horl
Sole voyager of the sky.”

Though loving all nature, Lucy Larcom is
as surely a poet of the hills as our other Cape
Ann singer, to whom she fittingly 2lludes, is
of the sea. “The Mountaineer’s Prayer,”
and the sommet, “From the Hills,” chant
their praises truly. To thiose for whom
the sea is ‘“the ome thing that
never stops,” the one thing which is granted
full expression of itsell, it seems that she
hardly does it justics; she hears in it too
much of moaning and too little music.. Hap-
py, hardy and satisfied natures oftentinios do.

1t would Dbe easy to pluck quotatio
rounded as rosebuds from many a stem of
blossom here. These are meaningful:

“How all great action reveals at length

Unguessed resources of louc.y menm\
“Death’s dreaded path—only a eurtained st:
And heaven bug earth la)!an mw purer air.’

“Errors are almost trespasses; rafely indeed we
Xkno

How our rmsmxe: hurs other hearts until some
rand
Hath welinig Ph booken ont own.”

“Qur creed must have its break of doubt,
Where thought may sometimes futer ou ut,
And all the vast Beyond flo
“Loss is it from one trusted heart to fall
Though shipwrecked among splendors man
Tola.”
Of the purely reflective

poems, the ones we
most w “In

I to quote are, “Sweet Bri

*Wild Roses of Cape Ann.
Boston; Houghton, Mifiiin & o,

By Lucy Larcom.

the Air,” “They S
Of them we choose th
“Rose, with a fragr
of rr\\ﬂ\e(i gams and
petal and ste;

‘Thou art as the presenck of one
‘Through deep giens of l'nrml\w’ gone,
Far beyond reach of n £, %

ffused

oy eoft lamp ilumines tho dol
e gray granite smilos in thy shen;
ik toreh of the pmuw S brown gl
Thyithe houghe, that iy swag
Thy delicato odhy
Testore me her womanyy bloom,

Wild buds awoke

efully

under her hand;
nd expand
In the beaven or hor eyos® bls 3
Tt and ber beinis wers flowash
t o desolate howes,
And, storm-beaten, lovelier grew.
Spirit that madest earth sweet,
Across barren hillsides my foet
Go secking thee, wissin,
Yet thy 1ove in m¥ Jife doth
Ppain,—

A meniory that picrees to
A periume, a pathos, a thrill,
Iz & blessom from heaven could lean,
se-flush, @ glory of green
Trating Over tho Bhank et of do
1 think it vum!d Dring Dack 10 6
Awaft of Tresh woodiands and Thes,
WoRt brices B st thy breat)

That she has a vein of playfainess s shown
in the “Gambrel Roof,” and the tribute to
Dr. Holmes. Bu’ ber prevailing quality is a
cheerfulness 8o steady that it has no need of
wit and mirth, The volume comes with the
brook’s mission—

“Healing sick fancies with a clea

life's o'erflow-

ing cup,
And winning flagging foot and heart forever up
ape

Itis as symmetrical as
dai

@ rose, from the
ty cover inward to the well-ordered con-
tents,which begin with the telling of the lowly
ights, sounds and stories of earth, and rise,
through the blossomed meanings won from
these, to distil iato the incense odors of
the faith songs as the eiose,
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Mr. Hall Caine.

(Photographed by E
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LOUIS KOSSUTH.
< —_——
MANY HAPPY RETURNS OF THE DAY.

In a broad and handsome street at Turin,
consecrated by its name to the memory of the
Thousand of Marsala, stands the house in which
Louis Kossuth, one of the few truly heroic figures of
our prosaic century, is living the declining years of
hig life.  Thither to-day the whole Hungarian
nation, irrespective of party, will send its good
wishes, for to-day the venerable Tribune is ninety
years old. Forty odd years have passed away since
Kossuth wrote his name in the great hook of European
history, and the generation -which witnessed the
colossal struggle of which he was the central figure has
almost disappeared. But the memory of thatstruggle
still lives. In no part of the world did Kossuth evoke
more sympathy than in England, and many British
greetings will reach him to-day in his Italian exile.
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WILLTAM EWART GLADSTONE.

| From the Portrait by the late Gzorge Rickmond, R.A, //
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[HE LATE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM EWART Sn——

From a Photograph by S. A. Walker, Regent Strect.
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RT. HON. GEORGE N. CURZON, M.P.

UNDER-SECRETARY FOR FOREIGN £

¢ A superior Ashmead-Bartlett.”—See p. 315.

rotograph by Russell and Sons. Caricatures by
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THE EARL OF SHAFTESBURY.
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