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PainfulIy conlscious of the hopes he had wrecked, he yet, witbl a finle instinct
of pride and reticence, asked none to share bis reilorse.

Kendall is the fi rst poet; of Australiant birth whose poemsi hiave taken a per.
inanent place in Australian literature. Rlis boyhood, passed iii the Ulladula
and Clarence River districts of New South Wales, amidst the wild sccnery
of the coast ranges, by blli and streamn, and qurf-friticeri Pacific shore, wvas
of that semi-civilised chiracter xvhich seeîne-d to lîis -4nsitive, impression-
able nature, a mental vision saturated with forest sights and sou nds,' and
memories of stories of the early days of the settiers in the oldest Australian
colonies. More than any others, his work is redolent of the soil ; it is
pervaded by that intimité not always found in his contemporaries. In bis
verse there is an echo of the dripping gorges, a perfume of the odorous
gum forest, a distinct impress of native influences wbich'have neyer been
crossed by actual contact with the aspects of nature in the Old World.

is reed was of no great compass, but bad a few sweet notes that linger
in the ear, and bring back visions of the lonely bush in a manner whîch
no other writer bas acconîplislied. His most sustained effort is the poein
republished under the title of Orara, but better known in Australia as llie
Glen of Arrawatta. It serves as the corner-stone of the somiewliat slight
temple of Kendall's poetic reputation. It is the story of one of th'ose
adventurous spirits wlho, seeking to open up new country for pasturage,
and tbereby new fortune for those who stayed with narrow means at-home,
penetrates farther into the unexplored interior, and is murdered by the
blacks wbile sleeping at nighit by his camp tire. The sequel is sonl told,
and the pioneer, transtixed with many spears, is left alone:

XVith nlighit and silence, iii the sobbiiig railîs,
There he lies and eleeim

]"roin year te) year : in soft Australian niihts.
Aiid throughi the furnaccd noons'i and lu the ti nies
of winds and wvet! \et isever iliohrner cese
To drop upon tliat grave the Christiaii's tear,
Or p!uck tire foi daukl weeds of deatisaway.

j3ut xvhile tire Engiish Autuli 11usd lier lai)
With faded gold, and whiie the reapers cooied
Their flaîîie-rell faces iu the clover gras.4,
'[bey iooked for huin at-hiome ; aîsd wiien the frost
Ilad made a silenîce iii tire norning laîses,
'i'iey iooked for iîiii at-hoine ansd tiiroughi the iays
wblicii broughit about the nuilii-coiouied sirîug,
WVitii 11osu)Ilike spiendo urs in lier garden pliots,
They iookefl for hiin at-hoiiie. From sunto siiu
'l'hoy waitell. Season after seasozi weîît,
Amui Meiiiory svep)t ilOithe ioiieiy mioos,
Anti I-Ile grewv visiceless, and thre waLcliers Pa.4scd,
Like shadowsî, one by one away."

ln this poei Kuý.ndal touches the highest point wlîicî ]lis inîasure of
poetic force admitted.

A Government appointmient of considerable value, as Inspector of State
Forests, came too late to restore a constitution underminied by irregularities
and bitter confliets with poverty ; and after holding it scarcely a year, the
irst native-born singer with any coissiderable claini to the poet's l)ays
died in August, 1882.

Among prose writers Marcus Clarke leads tîte field. 17is novel, For
thje pelrm oj hjis zXratural.Life, reprinted by Bentley in bis Standard .Series,
gave its author a permanent position in the ranks of men of letters. Much of
bis superior work appeared in tUic pages of the Australasian, the weekly of
the Melbsourne Argus. Sorne of bis best stories, reprinted from these jour-
nais, will live at any rate in Australian literature ; thougli there isq besides
a good deal of purely ephemeral interest which mnust inevitahly soon be
forgotten. Born at Kensington in 1847-the son of a barrister-Marcus
Clarke arrived at Victoria at the agge of seventeen, and after soine- attempts
at following the career of a banik clerk, passed two or three years in an up-
country station in the Winneniara district. Later lie beld an appointaient
at the Public Library and Museum at Melbourne, until lus death at thîe
early ae of thirty-foUr. Station life furnished hiua witb that close contact
witb the materials of somle of his sub.îects, and those opportunities of
painting direct from Nature invaluable to the literary artist. It lias
been said that no one has yet succeeded in describing the Australian bush,'
that vast interminablc sea of uncbanging, gum trees and illimitable dis-
tances. In Kendals verse and certain passages of Marcus Clarke we
coule nearer to that achievemnent than in the writings of others,

lu another department of literature the works of Dr. Hearn dla"im a
niche to tbemselves, as by far the greatest productions in philosophie writ.ing
whîch the colonies have brougbt forth. T'he Aryan Jlousehold is a pernla-
lient contribution to literature. Thte Goveroment of Enýqland and J>lutology
are books of which the Colony Of Victoria is justly proud. After twenty
years in Australia, Mr. J. Brunton Stephens is perhaps not unfairîy, seeing
that bis works bave been produced under the Soutiemu Cross, claimed as
an Australian poet. The fi rst place among living men of letters he indis-
putably bolds. A. graduate of Edinbumgh University, on bis arrivaI in
Q uecnsland he became tutor in the family of a squatter, in that semni-tro-
pical portion of Australia, and thus acquired familiarity with the scenes
and scenery reproduced witb so mtuchb power in bis verse. His fine poem,
Convict Once, filling an octavo volume, is far and away the inost sustained

effrt be oloiesbav ye sen.it is written in bexameters, scbolarly
well conceived, unflagging in interest, perfect iii execution ; it bias not,
however, caugît the popular ear, as was perhaps to be expected.

A tale of love and passion and darkest tmeacbery, its pages are illumi-
inated tbroughout Witb the intense palpitatiiig ligbt of a glowing Australian
sun. Tiiere are passages whiclî seen, flooded with the fervid heat and
tropical life of Northern Queenslanld:

'Linger, O sun! for a littie, iior close this day of a milîlion;

Is there not glory enough in the rose-coloured halls of the west ?
Hast thou no joy in the pasosior.i.ued folds of thy kingly pavillon-

\Vhy shouldst thou only pass through it? Oh, rest thee a littie wîîîîe-rest!
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Why slsouid the niglît coulie and talle it, tire wan night tiîat cannot emîjoy it,
WBrnging pale argent for goldemn, and clianging vermoilion to gray
Why should tire iiight corne amîd siiasow it, entwiîîing but to destroy it ?
Bide 'nlici tiîy rnby-trailedl spieniours, oh stay tiîee a littie wvhile stay!

Brumîton Stepliens lias publislied a volume of minor productions in
theo style of Bret Ilarte, but the greatest portion of themn are suitable only
to Australia. A fexv, bowever, take an altogether bigler ritandpoitut. 0f
tiiese, Tte Star y of a ,Soule Mute Disconrse, alid .Spirit and Star are the
nsost remarkable.E.S

A 1?EVEIIE.

1 WANDLeR alone at sunset
By the marge of tbe purpie sea,

As the twiligbt's dmeamy shadows
Steal slowly o'em upland and lea.

Like rhythmn of sweetest; music
la tlîe murmuring wave to ny car,

And the golden light o! beaven
Sheds a glory around nie here.

1 souglit the 4cenc iii the morninig,
But the peaceful beauty lad fled;

The sea ]asbed the cliffs in fuiry,
Ami dark scowled the heavens o'er bead

As fair as an infant sleeping
XVas the eve as it sank to rest

The morne like niad passions leaping
To wîld comîfliet ini manhood's breast.

ZELL.
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SîIloîTLY after the coronation bail bad taken place and we were wondering
"çwliat next," we received invitations to a large Il Luau " or feast, to be
lield at Iolani. Palace. The cards were quite as elaborate as those for the
coronation itself, and we were asked to preserit ourselves at twelve o'clock
in the day ; most; fortunately it was a brilliantly beautiful day, tbe sun
shining brîgbtly, but always tempered iii its heat by the cool trade winds.
At the appointed hour we walked down towards the gate wlîicb lad
admiitted us on the former occasions, and found throngs of natives of every
cla8s on their way to the saine destination, a Luau having înucb the sanie
attraction for the Hla'aiians that; an immense feast would lave for a lot of
school children. AIl were dressed iii their smlartest armay, the women in tbe
briglîtest-coloured holokus with in nearly every case large bats with feathers
and wreaths of flowers ; the men in gorgeous shirts of every hue, and the
inovitable straw sailor-like bat, witb leis of roses, lioneysuckle, and wild
ginger, flowers of every kind ; they almnost always wear snowy-wbite trou-
sers on gala days, and the result; is a very picturesque costume. They laugb-
ing and chattering, no (loubt chaffing ecdi other, for the natives are very
sarcastic, and always see the bumorous side of a tbing first, no unatter at
wlîose expense, we passed tbrough the fast collecting crowd, and gained
the entrance to the palace grounds, which werec n tlîis day thrown open to
the public. Rushes strewed the patlîway to the samne large enclosure
which, with its temît roof and tiers of seats, presented mucb the saine
appearance as on the comonation dav, excepL that instead of the small
pavilion the centre space in front of the palace was taken up hy two enor-
mous tables running their fuit lengtb betwveen tbe seats. These tables were
dmaped witli whîite, but the entire tops were covered witl femus and leaves
massed together s0 as alinost to forin a tableclotb o! themselves ; quantities
of flowers were placed about mingling witb the ferns. Ahl mauner of
native dainties were offemeul to the guests, wbo took their places, ate as muol
as tlîey wisbed, and tIen witldrew to the seats to look on at their bungry
successors. At evemy second or third place was a great calabash. of the
inevitable poi, without whicb no llawaiian mneal is complote. At each
plate was a small bundle o! tlîe ti leaves endlusing vamious fisI wbich, heing
cooked in tIe beaves and also served in them, preserves tbe delicate flavour
immeusely. Sweet l)otatoes of enornious size, boiled and baked taro (from.
tIc root of wlîicl the poi is made), sea weeds of different kinds masled
and boiled and eaten lot, kukui nuts gratcd up as a kind o! saît relish,
native onions, bananas, and native fruits in quantities,-all these go to
make up a native Luau, and above all the noble pig baked in a hole made
in the ground for tlat purpose, whiclî is filled with hot stones and leaves,
covered up for a certain lengtl of time, and flnally emerges in a state of
perfection unknown to those who have not been fortunate enough to taste
Mr. Piggy in sudh a condition. No N ortherner can imagine the diflerence
between the ordinary roasted pork and a pig baked in the ground-tle
flavour is totally different. Raw fisî plays a conspicuous part at Luaus
too. TIc method of eating thiese various delicacies is certainly not appetis.
ing, the rapidity witb wbicl tley disappear bing something mnarvellous.
Tle fisI is dexterously tomn to pieces and passed to the next neighbour and
so on, tIe last person wlo receives it probably being the loser. Everything is
eaten in that çya;y, so that at the end of the feast tIe untidinesa of the
remains is genemally something appalling. The only liquid served on the
day 1 tspeak off was soda water, a bottle of which lay at cacl place.

We sat down at a little distance, and watcbed the curious secoue, The
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