
THE OWL.

Sa we, relinquishing this martal strife,
Like ail that dies

May hope, by dying, ta a higher life
From this ta rise.

The coming summer, with its birds, its sun,
Its trees and flowers,

WVi1l be na langer than the passirigane,
As shart its haurs.

But aur new summer life will have no end,
Na death, na night .

Its jay, its brightness ever will extend
In Gad's awn light.

Eye hath flot seen, nar can the heart conceive
The bliss designed

For those who, for Gad's love, would gladly leave
Ail else behind.

Then, like the seed, which, hy its seeming death,
More fruitful graws,

Let us in resignatian yield aur breath,
Our eyelids close,

Knawing this is the entrance ta the life ta came,
The blest ahode,

Where we shall see, in aur eternal Home,
The Face of God,
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