
THE OWL

A fèw days before bis exit, this maxi
who took such a healtby view of death,
struck off another bit of sublimity request-
ing it to be inscrsbed on his slab :

', IIifé is colmpa.redl ta a1 feast,
Near four-scorc yenrs I've heen ri gues,

I've beun regaied with the best
And feel quihe s-.iisfiedl.
'Tis tine 1 retire ta resi,

L-nndiord, I ihnk you,
Friends, good nighit."

Isn't this a graceful and hopeful "shuf-
fling off the mortal coul? Amnong other
grim things that are flot beautilul are the

Jac sim;iles of Marie Stuart's death warrant,
ber freckled couisin's peninanship is sug-
gestive of creeping things, a squirni.
ing litte coil-like appendage hangas
froin each letter, giving the document a
niost unpleasant look irrespective ofè the
cruel meaning of the hideous words.
The wvarrant for the execution of Chaf!4'sý

the First is also a monument of wanton
fierceness, it tells of hard hearts and hard
hands. TIhe sight of this ducumnrt
might have gone far towardi restoring the
mental equilibrium of poor "«Mr. Dick»
so painfully realistic is its tenon.

To do 2aaytliing like justice to this
interesting collection, one rmust sit
down and leisurely examine eacb treasure.
This rapid survey tmust be considered as
mnr'ly an attempt at a condensed though
hearty acknowledgment to the owner who
kindly permitted us a peel m ib tis
portable British Museum. Not the least
interesting part of the collection are the
copies of old newspapers many o
them bearing on topics that 110w fur-
nish bistory %vith it most îhrilling pages.
Some of these 1 will endleavor te describe
in the next number of TIIE OW.

il.P.

FORGJVE TII

W/zozi I sheih lie if/led zip I shahl dra7c a/i lkings into m.

ATlHER forgive theni, they know flot what they do,"

These men for whom my life*blood ebbed a-way,
Remieiber flot the rage, the taunts, the bate

Poured oui in torrents on thait woful duy.
Appeased îhy justice, calmed thine ire

Aroused by foui transgressions miulîiplied

Faîlier, forgive, and froni a.bysii.al depthis
I)raw those for whrin 1 fain nagain had died.

My plighît-word ibis: Ail hearts to draw

Utîto mine, now, when froni thxe heights
This ea-rtii-world lov'd and lost, 1 saw.
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