&
3

314

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

Mavy 19, 1883.

HER LETTER.

{A correspondent of the Kansas City Times
revives a striking poem, of which this is the
history. A Southern prisoner of war, at Camp
Chase, in Ohie, after pining of sickness in the
hospital at that station for some time, and con-
fiding to his friend and frllow-captive, Colonel
V. 8. Hankins, ot Tennesses, that he was heavy
of heart because his affinnced bride in Nashville
did not write to him, died just before a letter
arrived, in which the iady curtly broke the en.
gagement. Colonel Huwkins had been requested
by his dving comrade to open any epistle which
should come for him thereafter, and upon read-
ing the letter in question penned the following
lines J:

Yuur letter eame, but came too late,
For Heaven bhad eclaimed its own g

Ah, sudden chauge, from prison bars

U ntathe tereat White Throne.

And yet, T think, he would have staved
For one more day of pain,

Coulid he have read those tardy words
Which you have sent in vain,

Whr did you wait, fuir Jady,
Through o many a weary hour ?
Had youother lovers with you
Inthat silken, dainty bower?

Did others kneel before yonr feet,
And twing bright garlands there ?
And vet. T ween, in alt that throng
His spirit had nopeer.

T wish that you were by me now,
As Vdraw the sheet aside,

Aund see ow pure the lovk be wore
Awhite hefure he o died.

The zorrow that you gave him

1ins teftits weary truce,

A Ctwere, the stindow o the eross
Upon bis pallidd fuce.

© Her love.” he satd, © woubd chanzge furme
The winter’s eold to spring
Ah?trust to thoughiless maiden's love.
Thow art & bitter thing !

Yor when these valleys
Unee more in blossoms w

r.in May

ave,
Tie Northern violets shall blow,
Ahove his humble grave

Your dole of seanty word«< had been
Pt oue mere pang to bear:

Thouch to the hast he kissed with jove
Tois iress of yoursoit hair.

T did not put it where be said,

For. when the augels come,

I would uot have them find the <o
Of fadsehond tn the tonb,

[ve read the etter and T know

The wiles that you have wrought

Te owin that peble heart of his

eartul thousht b

it favish wenlth men sometimmes give
For o tritle, bricht and small

What manly furms are often heid

In fedin s dinesy thratl,

You shall not pity him, for now

He's past vour hope and fear:
Alttouch I wish thut you could stansd
With e beside his bier,

Sl forgive you : Heaven knows,
For merey you'l} have need. )
Siuve Gl s awful judgment sends
On each unwerthy deed.

iche, the cold wind whistles by,
Az 1wy vigils keep

Within the prison dead-housze
Where few mourners come to weep.
A rade plank endlin holds him now,
Yet death zivesuhways grace,

And Dwonid rather “ce him thus
Then clasped in your embrace,

Tao-night, yeur rmoms are very gay

With wit,and wine and song,

And you are swiling just as if

Yon never did u wrong. .
Yourhawl so fair that none would think
It peuned the<e swords of pain ;

Your skin 1= white—would Gl your soul
Vas half so free of stain.

1'd rather he thiz dear, dear friend,
Thun you in all yeur glec:
Faryou are hell in grievous bonds,
While he'z furever tree.
Whem gerve we in this life, we serve
In thar which is tocome:

¢ chnse his way, vou, yours: let tiad
Prenousnce the ithing doom.

—ExcHiNoE.

ARARIC VERS DE SOCIETE.

EL BEHA ZOHELR,

Although the poems of El Beli Zoheir have
possessed 8 great reputation in the East, they
were absolutely unknown in Europe until Pro-
fessor I'almer laid the world of letters ander a
debt of obligation by publishing a complete text,
accompanied with a metrical translation. Until
thex, with the exception of a few verses qnoted
by Thn Khallikan, the Arabic biographer, and
cne or two poems cited anonymously in the
¢ Arabian Nights,” not a single verse of his
poetry had ever been printed or translated.

El Beha Zoheir lived and wrote at a time when
the intercourse between East and West had al.
ready made itself felt—during the crusades of
St. Louvis of France—and his poems are remark-
able as showing the eflect of western civilization
and refinement upon the language of the desert.
Thus we find in bis pages proverbs, sentiments
and metaphors which we are accustomed to re-

gard as peculiarly our own, and although this is
by no means a characteristic of his poetry only,
for instances of it abound in the works of many
enstern authors, it is still remarkable how often
we here come upon the exact parallel for an
Euglish rroverb. Thus, to take a single ex-
ample, the poet says to his mistress :
“ Dut oh! beware lest we betray
The recret of cur hopesz and fears,

}'.:[ I have heard some peoylc Ray
That * walls have cars.’’

There are, too, many points of contact be.
tween the great poet of Fgypt and the produc-

tions of the Furopern muse other than sush de-
tails as these. * The whole tone of thou&ht and
style of expression,” says Professor Palmer,
“ much more resemble those of an Xoglish cour-
tier of the sevent:enth century than s Moham-
medan of the middle ages. There is an entire
absence of that artificial construction, exagger-
ated wetaphor, and profuse ornateness of style
which render eastern poetry so distasteful to a
western critic ; aud in place of theso defects we
have patural simplicity and epigrammatie terse-
ness, combined with a genial wit that remind us
of the very socitté of the poet Herrick.”’

It is proverbially a want in Oriental poetry
that although it abounds in glowing imagery,
aud in metaphors drawn from natural ohjects, it
rarely displays any real appreciation of natural
beauty. In the same way eastern love sougs,
while they are remaikable for power and iwm-
agination, but seldom exhibit deep feeling and
true teuderness. Bela ed din Zoheir must,
however, be regarded as a distioguished excep-
tion to these general rules.  The beautiful gar.
dens on the bunks of the Nile have eften called
forth the wlmiration of travellers, and are, by
deseription at any rate, mere or less familiar to
most people.  Orange trees, with deep green
foliv e, the spreading banana leaves, varied by
the bright Llooms of the flowering cactus and
the Iuxuriant roses, combine to make up a pie-
ture of almest perfect loveliness. Let Zoheir
describe it for us:

** There minedrops trickle through the warm, still
air,

The child-bern firsnlings of the snmmer skies:

Full oft 1 sircil in eirly morning there,

When like o pearl upon a bosom tair,

The gitsteniug dew-drap vn the sapling Ges,

There the young tlowerets with sweet perfume blow g
Their fesxthers pals their pendent clusters hold,
Like fixes” brushes waving oo and tros

There every evening cones the nfier-glow,

Tipping the leatlets with its liguid gold.”

The evident appreciation of nature which
marks these verses stamps their author at once
as in the first rank of her admirers. The lmagery
too is exquisite, and it is as cxguisitely repre-
duced in the English version.  The comparison
of the dewdropson the Lrauches tu the pearls on
a maiden’s neck could not Le surpassed, and
while we must admite the original we are com-
pelled to pause in appreciation ¢f the beauty of
the rendering. .Agairn, the vivid picture of the
after-glow comies home with peculiar toree to
those who Lave seen or sre in any way familiar
with the fabled glories ¢f'a sunset ou the Nile.

Ei B ha Zoheir i< emivently the poct of senti-
ment, and many of his love-songs are possessed
of a rare beauty aud tenderness.  What, for in-
stance vould be more touching than those lines
on his blind love :

** They called iy love a poor blind maid:
I tove her more tor that, Laaid ;

I love her, for she cannot see

These eray bairs that disfigure e,

We wonder nat that weunds are maele
Ly an uushesthed and nake d blade;
The marvel is that swords should alay
While yer within their sheaths they stay,
She 1= a garden {alr, where §

Need fear no gnapldian’s prying eyve.
Where, thoush in beauty blooms the rese,
Narcixsures their eyelids close”

Again, it would be difficult to find a prettier
conceit than the following |

“* Nor, though her voige be pass
Tuke heed of i1

For lutes are often a deceit
Tomortal wit!

Nor iet bertace, so tnirand bright,
Thy heart betruy @

Full ot the stars that shine by night
Lead nien astray.”

There is no more hackneyed Lyperbole in the
whole category of love song thau that of dying
for love, and the metaphor scarcely srems to lend
itself to anything more than a pretty warn, such
asthe following :

*Oh, tortare not my Jife in vain,

But take itonee forall away !

Nor ¢auze me thus, with constant pain,
To die and come to life azuin

A thousand times o day "

But Zoheir elsewhere expresses the same idea in
a pew and very beautiful form, which has some
claim to be styled truly poetical :

* Thou art my gwul, and all my sounl is thine;
Thou art my life, though stenling life away !
J die of love, then let thy breath divine
Call me tolife again, that so | may
Reveal to men the secrets of the tomb.
Full well thou knowest that no joys endure ;
Catoe, therefore, ere there come on us our doom,
That union may our present joy secure.”

It maust, however, be admitted that Zoheir
frankly confesses himself to be an inconsistent
lover :

“I'in fickle, u6 at least they say,
And blame me for it most severely ;
Because I eourt one maid to-day,
To-morrow love anvther dearly.”

His ready wit, however, enables him to account
satisfactorily for his faithlessness.”

¥ *Tis trae that though I vow and awear,
They find my love is tulse und hollow,
Deceiving when it Feoms most fair,
_Like lightning when no rain-drops follow.
You'dlike to know, I much suspect,
The vecret which iny conduct eovers;
Well, then, I'mm founder of o scet,
Grand Master of Peculiar Lovers.”

Tuarning to the poet's more serious verses we
find them imbued with the spirit of much sound
{)hi]osophy. Thus in some lines to a friend who
iad lost his ship at ses, with everything on
board, hesays in conelusion :

“ To taste mirfortune thou wort not the first:

. &o goes the world, nor {:lnya new-fangled tricka;
Things often mend when they nre at the worst

As Inmps burn brighter when we cut the wicks."”

Agnin, tho lines on * Life," a qua'rain in in)ita-
tation of the Persian, show wus the peet in a
serious mood :

“How oft does this life in sad trouble go by,

Yet of it how careloss, how thoughtivss, am !
Ah,lite ! ifto-day bring not pleasuro to me, oer
Whun thou'rt gone is there any fresh lito atter thee?

El Beha Znoheir was the author of numerous i
panegyrics which are of the greatest value in
elucidating the history of his time. They are
not, however, by any means happy exnm{»lcs of
his style, and do not readily lund themseives to
elegant translation.  They are at the same time
full of allusions and references to current events,
which are of little interest to the general reader.
He is much more at home in satire and invective,
From his numerons verses on ** bores *’ he seems
to have been as much pestered by them as are
our modera literary lions.  Thus he says:

“ I'd as lef have the Angel of Death for a guest
As that dalt, Not s friend has he ever poxsexsed ;
It you breathed but his name vver water, 1 think
Tt would wake it unfit for a persen to drink,”

Again he says e

** That fellow puts all joy to tilht
His tadkis ke s winter's nicht,
Lomg, cold, and vaid of all delight.’

Soms of Zoheir's epigrams too are very good,
avd fullil all the conditious of these diflicult
compositions.  Thus he says of the wewther :

Y The summer, with uotimely heat,
Has comre upan us far ton svon.

Oh, April ! this unwonted fess
Witl leave so work at all for June ™

A governor had been dismissed from his pro-
vinee, and the poet takes the opportunity to
write an epigram containing oue of those jeu de
wots, of which he was a perfect master :

** They turned him out for roguery,
And very aamd he scemed to be,
Sayshe,* Wheo things Hike that befall
Nu grief e7er entnes to me st alll’

Sayx we, ' You lie, grief comes toyon.
And you have cone to griet, siv, too !’

There are numerovs instances of Zsheir's
facility iu the compesition of satirical verse,
but we must coutent ourselves with a single ex-
ample :

Wit is for ornnment designed,
Praise Him who to you zave it not !

When wits were ipeted to mankind,
You were not then upon the apotl’

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

Paris, April 24,

11 is reported in Paris {we cannot say with
what foundation) that the Duke of Argyle has
taken a large house near Fontainblean.

TuE nomination of the Due de la Rochefou-
canld Bisaccia assaccessor to the much-regretted
Marquis de Biron as president of the Jockey Club
cives unqualified satisfaction.

A Frexcd lady of title, of wealth, married,
and happy to all wppearances, has just shot her.
self at Nice. She went into ber room, put on a
white satin dress, and blew out her brains.

Tue latest continental idea is to slip a fox :

out of a bag, huat it, and, when * caught ™ by
the houn'ls, rebag it. Some brushes ars kept in
stock, and on cach gccasion a brush is presented
to the lady who i3 in at the death, or rather at
the ““bag.”

Tur black coat evening dress has never Ueen
loved, except for those who are init. There are,
consequently, frequent etforts mude to get eman-
cipated. The last atterpt has been by the Duc
de Morny. He has figured in a plum-coloured
velvet instead, adorned by sapphire buttons.
Perhaps the idea may have been picked up in
New York, but it wiil not do for civilization.

Trosg English players who are troubled at
Monte Carlo T)y having to make a meutal caleu.
lation as to the relative value of the louis they
are winning () to English sovereigns may have
their labor lightened by following the rule of
wmultiplying the louis by cight and cutting off
one cypher. For instance, forty louis multi-
plied by eight give 320 louis ; cut off the cypher
and the product is thirty-two sovereigns.

Trxxis fever hag set in strongly amoung the
Americans, and has attracted the attention of
aristocratic male Paris. The French ladies do
not admire the exercise. It is rude and rough,
they say, and may pass for a boarding-school
girl. Fe that as it may, the greatest pleasurc
was shown in witnessing the match between the
various American young ladics, who showed
great skill.

Tug five o'clock tea is liked as a custom in
Paris, but the tea itself is not quite to the taste
of French society, which never will take to tea
as o beverage. We hear that this summer nor-
bets are, consequenﬂ{, to be substituted, as they
are usually delightfully perfumed with essence
of rose, lily.of-the.valley, jnsmine, and berga.
motie. Consequently, they have a valuable al-
terative quality when administered to gontle.
men who smoke potent ** bacen.’’

Soxe of the French mad doctors are of opin.
ion that the bloedthirsty proclivities of Feninns,
Nihilists and Communists are due to a species of
mania. It is said that the objeet of tho recent
arrest of Lounise Michel is to institute an inquiry
into her meutal condition. According to Paris.

_ian scientists women are most liable to the epi.

demic of phrexzy of this species, and they

‘account on this ground for the extraordinary

ferocity of the female ferocity during the Com-
mune., Louise was originally a servant girl,
and the currently.-received story of her political
aberrations i3 that she conceived a  violent
attachment for a son of the house in which she
served, was irritated beyoud contre! by the
social considerations which forbade a union,
and hence wildly adopted the principles of So-
cialism.

A sraTrr of Lamartine is about to be erected
by subscription, and each subscriber is to receive
as a premium a lock of the poet’s hair. This
much was known, but it was lft to a contem.
porary to explain in what way the desired locks
of hair were to be oltained.  Tue explanation is
as follows: ** M. Ysopy, nephew of the Cardinal
of that name, iuherited the latter's lurge for.
tune, sbout thirty vear's ago, and got rid of it
all in a bad speculation, the establistiment of a
kind of Cremorne, called the Salle Ste. Céeile,
which entirely collapsed at the Revolution of
1843, Ysopy resolved to turn harber, obtained
Lamartine's custom, and coutinued to attend
him in a professional capacity till the end of the
poet’s life,  During this period of twenty years,
the barber carefully collected every hair that was
cut from the poet’s head, and it is this goodly
crop which is to be shared amidst the subseribers
te the statue”

FOoOT NOTES.

Mavaxr Morveska will spend her summer
vacation on the Dacitic Coast, and instead of
*‘doing” the fashionalile watering places she
will camp out with ber husband aud a few
friends in the National Park.

Pave H. Havse, ‘the poer, is living near
Angusta, Ga., in a cosy little white cottage set
in fifty acres of ground. Tt was presented to the
Kloet by cx-Govertor Colguitt, of Georgia, after
Mr. Hayne's residence was bursed down.

Carxt Diriva, son of ex-President Dalea of
Hayti, who arrived fram Havana recently, is as
black as a conl, bat Le is very intelligent and
his maunners are pleasing.  His sister, known as
the *' Black Countess,” created a sensation in
Paris a year ago by attempting to poiscn her-
self. Her melancholy was caused by disappoiut.
ment iu love, but she has since fully revovered,
and is again a prominent figure in Parisian life,

As English literary man makes a sweeping
acensation against women. He declares that
Le would never, if he could help it, trust a wo-
woman with s beok, Yirst, he says, that if she
leaves it on a talde, she invarinbly puts it open
face downward and breaks the back, and next
that she never cuts it well into the corners, so
that as soon as it {s really opeucd the leaves are
torn.  Are these iniguities confined to the
weaker sex 1

Joux QuiNey ApAvs, during his long term of
service in Congress, was never known to be lute
at his seat.  On one oceasion, just as the clock
struck the hour for the commencement of the
session, 8 member inquired of the Speaker if it
was not tirme to call the Jlouse to on&er. *No,
sir,”” was the reply © ** Mr. Adams is not yet in
hig seat.”  Just then Mr. Adaws appeared and
it was shown that the clock was three minutes
faat.

Astoxa the persons recently presented to the
Emperor of Russia at Cratsehing was an old ve.
teran of ninety-eight, from Tavastehus, in Fin.
land, who received a gold coin from the bands
of the Empress Catherine ., at vleven years of
age, and wears the medal of Alexander 1. for
the war of 1812, Ile was taken prisoner by the
French at Moscow, and waa personally interro-
gated by the great Napoleon. The Czar took

reat interest in the old man's account of tlie
urning of Moscow, and afterward introdured
him to the Fmpress and her ¢hildren.

T ancient gate of the Scheldt at Antwerp,
which was erected, in 1624, in honor of Phillip
1V., from plana by Kubens, has Jately been 1e-
moved to make room for the new dock. Aflter
being thoroughly repaired, it is to be re-erccted
as mear to its original site as possible, The
ate is adorned with sculptures by Artus Quel.
in, and on the riverside of it is u Latin juscrip-
tion :——"The Scheldt delights to roll its obedient
waves for him who rules over the Tugus and the
Ganges, the Rhine and the Indus; under thy
auspicer, great Phillip, it will bear the same
vesscls it bore formerly under the emperor, thy
grandmother.”

AenoviTes,—The Jargest in any museum in
United States try is in the National museum.
It was found in Northern Mexico, the region
where most of the ncrolites have been found.
Its weight is 3,000, The second largest isthe
Gibbs aerolite, in the musemin of Yale College,
weighing 1,600 pouunds ; and the third in size is
also in the National Museum, its weight being
1,400 pounds. This last is called the * Tucson
acrolite.” The governmeut alyn owns a heavy
mass of iron found in the interior of Greenland,
which for a time was belicved to be a monster
nerolite. Several smaller aerolites are to be
found in the Smithsenian Iustitution and other
muscums of the ceuntry,
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