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214 JPA.GIKIC PHAROS 

it, than the quoting of some live editorial of 
interest to ihe college world. 

It has been the policy of this paper as often 
as a good editorial is found in an exchange, in­
stead of utilizing it as the basis of some future 
editorial, to publish it in full under the head of 
"College Spirit." This plan has proved to be 
wise and beneficial. In this way a journal not 
only can give its readers the benefit of its own 
wisdom and opinions, but also the best con­
temporaneous student thought, with comments 
upon it. This column in the future will re­
ceive much attention, while at the same time 
the exchange column will not be entirely dis­
carded. 

LITERARY. 

cffiimaihea. 

And black Janira and Janessa fair, 
And Amathea with her amber hair.—Iliad. 

O, I long to go down to the Nereid's home, 
Millions of fathoms far under the foam; 
Where the sky is the surge folding heavy and blue, 
And never the sun nor the starlight comes through! 

Where the sands of red gold 
Shed a warm, living gleam, 

Like the bed of the old 
Pactolian stream. 

Yet the day-time dawns fair and full life flows free 
In the purple pavilions down under the sea. 

But richer and fairer than mine of the waves 
Are Ihe Naiads that thread the great amethyst caves. 
Were the beam of each jewel low-lidded in sleep, 
The eyes of these houries would light up the deep. 

Galatea, star-rayed; 
And Thalia, most rare; 

Amathea, the maid 
Of the bright amber hair! 

To swim with that red-headed nymph, Amathe, 
My heart like a turtle dives down in the sea. 

Like Pluto's jet throne is Janira's wild tress; 
Janessa's white fingers her soft ringlets dress; 
On the head of Alia the sweet azurine 
Is the tinge of a sunset she never has seen. 

In one shell cradled, lie 
Tho and Glauce, twin pearls— 

Shyest things in the shy 
School of Neptune's fish-girls. 

In that gem-glinting circle the fairest to me 
Is Ama, the strawberry-blonde of the sea. 

Amid the red blooms of some green alga mead, 
We'll dance to the tunes of the big Triton's reed; 
In the swift argonauta we'll coast the low sounds, 
Or dash dolphin-wise o'er the hyaline mounds; 

Weary brows we will lave 
In the dream-bringing dew, 

As Aurora awave 
Drifts down through the blue! 

Like clams at high water we fay-folks will be, 
In that azure aquarium known as the sea. 

In and out past the gates of Nep's starred portico, 
We sprites of the ocean forever will go! 
When the wind-wraith wars wildly and wrathy above, 
Below there'll be murmurs of calm and of love; 

Far echoing away 
Through the crystalline sphere, 

Where the purple grows gray 
In the distance, we'll hear 

The treble-tone trident twang codas of glee, 
To the subthunder base of the silver-piped sea. 

We'll gear the tierce griff to the tortoise-shell car 
And sink where the plummetless abysses are; 
Where heavily sleep 'neath the black ray less years, 
Dead men in their tombs which the small coral rears; 

Who, uplifts the white hills 
Where the lost sailor lies— 

Who, e'en dies as he builds, 
And e'en builds as he dies! 

In death as in life rearing up ceaselessly— 
Wee submarine mason far under the sea. 

But I fear that the climate, Miss Scylla, is cold, 
Down there in your bowers of red, green, and gold; 
Where you comb out your ringlets, rich, regal and rare, 
(Sometimes your lodge-lingering mer-hubby's hair!) 

I fear you are too deep— 
Sub-aqueous!—in fine, 

We—I, never could "keep" 
Even down in the brine! 

I am so fresh, Peri, I'd spoil tho' I be 
Packed miles and miles down in the salty old sea! 

L'ENVOI. 

Farewell to the fay with the saphire-brimmed eyes, 
Like the tintings of dawn in some far Paradise; 
To the girl whose dark locks the glad waters caress; 
To the mermaid with tangles of sun in her tress; 

And to Ama—(like lead 
My big tear-drops drip down!) 

Amathea whose head 
Wears the bright golden crown! 

Like a gold-fish you swim through my fond memory, 
Sweet "auburn-haired" nymph of the nethermost sea. 

TOM GREGORY. 


