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The. Nerffl.

I saw oue night a Nereid white
Aris. trorn her coral caves.

Her ea-green curla were pale with

AndI>hVA1limbe were veilecl with the
waves.

Through the moonlit foamn I aaw her
corne

Up the bilIow-haunted shore.
And faint a.nd aWeet I heard her tet.

Foamn-like, through the aurf' a long
roar;

While ever the wind anid the rollng
wavea

Kept Urne te her song cf ocoan caves.
That she sang to her harp cf must and

moon,
0f moonbearn ahell, thia ocean tune-

"ýCorne fellew, corne follow. te taverne
hoiiow,

That sound wlth the ighlng cesai
Corne follow me o'er the waters hoar-

Corne away, corne away wlth me!
Corne foil , 0follow. te grrottoes

And caves that are ocean-whist,
Where the aea-weeds twlne and the

atar-flah chIne,
And the. roaycorai, twist.

'orne follow me home on the wander-
Ing foain.

That rolemry werld above!
My boaorn chall bear thee safely wbere

The cea-nymphe dream cof love.
They Wlfl lie et thy teet. and thy heart

shall beat
To the munie of their cighs;

They will lean te thy face. and. like
stars, tbou ch:t trace

Their radiant, love-lit eyea.

*'Corne away, corne awayi wiiere. under
the spray,

The hallotîs glowc.
The nautilus gleamcs and thie eponge-

grave drearna,
And the crimason dulce liii. cuncet

atreame,
And the corm-foreat ogrown.

Corne away te my caves, m31 emerald
caves,

From the meon and the s'en deep bil
Forget the wcrid, down under the

The world of the. man that cigrbe aud
laves-

Forget the world. there under the.
wavec,

in the arme of a Nereld!»

By Maisoii Cawein, ln the Smnart Set.

Nebody to fMa»uaBut ITonnat.

Tou marrled a rnaiden you thought te
b. rich,

And found that ah. hadu't a dime.
And. yoked te a fighty, extravagant

shrew,Tou bewail your cad lot ail théetlrne;
Tou dream of a girl who was pure as

a pearl,
And roguish and chy au an elf,

And thnk of the bilas that you man-
agea te mis-

But nobody'c te blaine but-yourself.

Tou went Into Wall Street, that mael-
strem of trade,

To tilt wlth Ite captains of farne;
Tou dipped Intc wheat withcut waiting

awhile
Till you ma.tered the points of the

gaine.
And you woke up one mcrningr to fIni

te your woe
Tou had neatiy been ahorn of ycur

peif,
Liii. al cf the larnbkins that ulbble at

shares,
But nobody'a Io blame but yourself.

Tou try te get Into soclety'a whirl,
And so ilve ln excesof your menus,

And kel1 n yeur stable a carrnage and

And exiat on a diet of beans.
Âfraid to remnember the haIf of yeur

debta.
And wIth nothing p ut by on the sheif,

With the worry each day you are tast
turnlng gi'y-

But nobodre te biaine but ycuruelf.

Yeu started ln 1f. on the road te suc-
ces.

A yeuth well equipped for the ride;
But the sparkle and froth of the bottie

and glass
Too often enticed you aside.

And now with your prospects ail bllght-
ed and dead

Tou flnd yourself laid on the sheif
With the broken and useleas old junk

of the world-
But nohedy's te blarne but yourself.

At at when your gilded and aiddy
career

Has corne te an end, and. beholdi
A trernbling and suppliant spirit yen

stand 9
And knock at the portais of ood.

LookIflz out of a heaven as brIlllantly
blue

As your grandrnother'S dishee of deif.
St. Peter wll answer- 'Yen cannnt

corne ln,
But ncbody'. te blarne but yourself.'

-Minna Irving,.In Leslie's WeeklY.

lie. Mooda

The Moode have laid their banda aerons
rny hair;

The Meode have drawn tbelr angera
through rny heart.

My hair shall nevermore lie amooth and
bri gt,

But etir like tide-woru eeawoed, aud rny
heart

Shall nevormiore b. glad eofernall, cweet
thing,-

A wiid rose, or a cremeet moon,-. book
0f little verses, or a dancing chld.
My heart turne crylug frein the roe

and book,ý
My heart turne crying froui the thin

brIght meen,
And weepu wlth uceleus uorrow for the.

child.
-The Moode have loosee a wlnd te vos.

rny hair,
And made rny heart tee wine tbutwaa chili.

Now I shafl blow 1k. umitten cani.-
lame'

I chall aeeîre mli thinga that amaynet

The years. the. stara, the seuls of on-
oient men,

Ail teara that muet, ndsud cles that
may net bo.-

Tes gllmrnerIug lights acros a wiudy
Ïord,

Tee, vagrant veicea on a darkenei plain,
And hoIy thîngu. and outcaat tig

and tninga
Par toc remete, frail-boie& te be plain.

-My pity and my loy are grown sie;
I cannai ewe.p the etrangenai fei

ny heart.
The Mode have laid swit bande acres.

The. Lood.' bave drawna«Wtt flna.wa
through my iieart.
-Panay S. Davis, la The. Atintie.

x Irfflgo 00Seaub

1 want to go home.
1 vant te go home
Te the Beut lu thi e o4&
1 wi.nt the olh-tIana
Thé trapu la theé iUS
Tho.ope« myaa.

The pianes ud th&bruub8
1 wsst t"c01
The ten7m1'lê130

I1 ve t Uto I~Tp n S

I vat theO mgt
Aud I vut e.Mouu
1, I aut h0
Athe b om' eare lth;

Andv111 ht toik

-Tour lhp. aMeroue.," sai the youth,
And ho waa fairiy nemi th&. trutb

Thon ehe vioc. Up. bshua wiu.bad
won

In the roce-guarded bover of bila
Yielded tiheuendon of a iea

Ànd-hc.if luarnemt. bala inafon-
Whiepered botveeu har luger-ti».:
"I'm glad the roc.s are$fDot ilpO."
"Tour oes zare etara" he cM ite ber.
And, truti te tell, they &IMÔ*t vOte.

l'eben @iiwose eyeé hie probce hed
blest

In the ctar-acattered cummer nigbt
Gave hlm their tokena et de1111i,

And-half ln earnet haitn afia-
Llspei te hlm eotty,loverwi»: 1"Dearet, rn g a am rBot oyez!"

"Neup teteine eve te maee,
Save -Lovesm ou lips und 0700" Wald

she.
Tiien heoviio praiced ber freinahee

Leoked teXiderly et star mand rose,
And eaid: "Why. everyb0iy knowc

Mine were but metaphers ot love:.
Dumb la the. noce. and blini the. utai"';
Wbereat aie gasped. "How mean yen

Fel" Plix Carmen la Muumy.

The. foleving linos vere vnltteu by
Mr. J. I. Fraser, editor et The
Canadien Sceteman., on readiug the
account of the deatm of Leonard Luas,
the Crirnean vetersu. whc va aved
frorn burial ln a pauperes grave by the
Intervention cf The Canadian Club,
Winnipeg:-
What shall they eay ln Britain
Shculd he mik to a pauper's grave,
Who dared war'. flerceut terrera.
That the fiag right o'er uli wave?
Wiat saaI they eay ln BrItain
Should he Pans frorn mortal ken,
With ne aaluting volley,
Nor the meaeured trarnp of ment
What ahall they say ln Britalu
F1,ouid a British here die,
Tnwp-rt unuung. unhonored,
&rd iinder a Bntiah eky?
W-at shall they say Ini BrItaln
Q,,Duld a veteran's aacrpd dust,
Pansate the grave unneticed
As only a pauper muet?
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