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FROM HEINE.

At morning, when I rise, I cry:
¢ Comes my loved one to-day.”
At evening, sinking down, T sigh :

“She stayed away.”

At night T lie alone with grief,
Tossing unceasingly.
At length sleep brings me some relict,

Sweet dreams I sce.
ifeNit,

WHITHER ?

The winter snows are adrift once more
The bright soft way that we loved of old,

The pines and the willows from hill to shore
Are 8wayed in the boisterous play of their fold,
But where is my spirit that joyed to hold

High revel with them as they revel now ?

With clear notes fading from bough to bough,
With thrushes slipping from mere to mere,

Out of the northland where art thou
' Gong

with the summer of yesteryear ?
Gambridge’ y y

Masgs,

Biigs (annax.

EAST AND WLEST.*

Wig, —

llttle rchayracteristic modesty the author of tlns powerfu

giage B-V 0 verse has put his initials only upon the title
0

i n, therut the secret has leaked out and there is no occa
®%0r (poi0re, to keep the matter dark, or to deprive Pro-
ﬁleegl 0 ip.n‘lan of the public acknowledgment of that

4 Tt eXtalse which his pocm deserves.  \We have read
tilzld charmercf'me bleasure, intgrested in the story it tells
Doe 10 the by the manner in which it is told. The sub-

D Sed, N Poem is: 4 Sunumer's Lileness, and it was com-

Pissed at aa“thor tells us, « entirely daring a brief holiday

Qf?}feSSOr C}SIummer hotel.”  The busy, active life which

ag oF Map bf‘Pr_nar_l leads is well-known and characteristic

butthose of alt ifhis leisure moments are so well employed
3e1dregret thaft Summer appear to have been, we cannot

to t}? sang such periods should have come to him 50

€ auth, an but hope that many such will come again
Th orof “East and West.”

&y 0le isls divided into what we may call two cantos.

Uotg t,, tl Prefaced Ly a Prologue which, as it gives a

auty, ¢ action of the piece, and in view ofits force

» We venture to quote here :

&«
A
t ;ﬁ;";\the old dream dreaming ?
eath m:ar;, of the morrow beware—- ‘
In the th'urk in the brown eyey vell"d glaaming,
¢ tone, t1llte thfoat so wondrously fair.
& she at wild heart-throbs awaken—
The 1:()11(;},etr}’1 of the gold-shower'd hair—
3y lure tl?t thy soul hath so shaken—
Tust i not ;‘-‘, an leave thee-—ah, where ?
o twin’ht € wild, treacherous gladness—
re g ounds of Passion and Pain
hey reo arise—in their madness
The dav. nd, and they rest not again |
¥-dream is sweet in the dreaming,

But ¢
: When tl:ia:,rgliess the night's dull despair,

Hay, €€, and the touch, and the gleaming
. e 1 ’
R\‘ “red thee, and left thee—ah, where ?

Y Professor K. J. Chapman. Toronto:
Street, 1887,

14 Poem
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THE VARSITY.
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The first part opeus withia vived description ol a mining
camp and 1ts surroundings in one of the far Western
States, where an accident has just taken place, and
Geoflrey Vernon, a youvrg Lnglishman, has just been
wounded and 1s dying.  The second part describes Deer-
cliffe Hall 10 the ¢ idash of june,” wiece the noble owner
and his wife are cutertwining a party of guests. The in-
cidents of the story are, perlinps, not new, and may be
briefly described,  Gueotivey Vernon loves a beautiful
young English girl who returns his affection.  But he 1s
penniless, and shie, under constraint, consents to a mariage
de convenance.  Geoflvey then buries himself in the far wilds
of America and mects with the accident which ends his
life.  The manner in which these two parts of the poem
are connected together is, as ¢ Laclede,” in the Montreal
(fazette, points out, ¢ strikingly weird, and of remarkable
ingenuity,”  We cannot "do better than reproduce it in

the author’s own words :—

‘“A passing group has paus'd before

A strange weird painting— done by whom
None knew-—its legend only brre
The picture’s name : ‘A Lonely Tomb.

A sunken cross—the sea—the shore—
A lfevelled land-heap—nothing more
To tell the lonely sleeper’s tale—

A grave besids a stormi-blown sea.”

Onc of the guests, attracted by the picture, and seeing
in it a striking resemblance to the scene of Geoffrey Ver-
non’s burial—which he had witnessed—tells them of his
death, and of his lonely resting-place. He asks the
Countess —little suspecting the facts of the case—if she
does not remember Geoftrey, and she, suppressing

*“ The wild fierce throb that torejher breast,
Turned and slowly answered—No |”

But after the guests have all departed, and in the
seclusion of her own chamber her fortitude gives way in
looking over some of the last letters of her dead lover,
filled with * passionate words of power and pain,” and
though she tries to drive all remembrance of him from her
heart by burning these love tokens, stitl—

’

“All the yearning past is there,
And so remaineth evermore.”

The story is intensely sad and tragic, but has a counter-
partmiany a romance of real life, and the author has told
it, with strong, nerveus diction, in a graceful but powerful
Wiy,

F.W. P,

e ety

THE PORIRATD OF A LADY,

A face us white as a pearl
And as rare,

Hazel eyes that deepen and change
With joy or care;

A shapely, proud, little heud,
With a crown

Of wavy, brow-enshadowing haur,
Dusky brown;

A mouth in smiling or sighs
Strangely sweet;

Lissome body and smull white hands ;
Dancing fect;

A voice forevor iu tune,
Music clear;

Thus, to outward view my maiden love
Doth wppeur,

Bongixn,



