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01 a moitu as it w-rthes in a morld of the aeak trodiden down by the strong, n
of a dyung orami in a1 arid ail] massaiure, murder, and %ang.

VI.
Oe poor orphatts of nothing-alone on that lonely shore -iBor of the brainless Nature m'ho knea flot thait ahich shte boreTrobtutug no longer that earthly flouer mould be heav'enly fruit-tComc front the brute, poor soills- no souls and to die aith the brute-

Nao, but 1 a n fot clauuning )-our pity i know ,ou of old- 1Souall pity for those that havse ranged from the narrow, warnith of your fold,WVhere you lîawl'd the dark side of >-our faith and a (,od of eternai rage,Till >oa flung us back on ourselv'es, and the humain heart and the Age.

Blot luty-the Pagan held it a vtce- mas in ber and in me,lielplrss, takung the place of the putyuing Cod that should be 
yl, for ail] that aches in the gras1) of an idiot power,A4nd pity for our nuwn selves on an rarth that bore not a flower:Put>, for aIl] that suifers oui land or in aur or the deep,Andl pity for our ou n selves ttll ar longed for eternal sleep

lx.
Lughtly step over the sands the waters-you hear theni caillLife. with uts anguish, and hor-ors, and errors-aa'ay with tl ailAnd shne laid her hand mn my own-she %vas always loyal and sweet-

Till the points of the foan in the dusk came playing about oui feet.Thero, was a strong sea-current would sweep us out to the main."Ah, God -though 1 feît, au 1 spoke, 1 was taking the camre in vain-"Ah, Gud "-and we turn'd ta each other, we kissed, we embraced, shne and 1,q~ yKnoa'ing the Love we used t0 belueve es'erlasîing would die: 
'Wr had read their know.nothing books, and we iean'd ta the darker side-Ah, God, should we find him ?P Ierhaps, perhaps-if we died, if we diedWhe neyer had found hum on earth :this earth is a fatherleus Hel] -Drar Love, for ever and ever, for ever and erer farewell "'Nrî'er a cry so desolate, flot since the wo-rld beganNeser a kiss sa sad-no, flot sunce the coming of man

X.Buat the blund wave caut me ashore, and you saved me,' a valueless life.Nat a grain osf gratitude mine ! You have parted the man fromt the wifle.I arn lrft alone on the land, shte is ail alone in the sea,If a carse meani aught, 1 would curse you for not having Jet tie he.
Xi.Visions of youîh -for my braun a-as drunk with the waîer, il seemu:lI had passed into perfect quiet at iength out of pleanant dreamu.And the transient trouble of drowning'.'what was it when matched with the pains0f the heliish heat of a wretched life ruahing back throuqh the veins ?
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