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THE OWL.

fHERE rests the Nazarene, the Teacher wis,,
Who hath ir mortal form a look divine;

M~ le Ji I hose n-ild gaze love, hope and mer,-, shi ne,
And wvounding tears for sinners in His eyes?"

-- Thus wildly asks with great heart-bursting sigbs
Une falten from the maidens' noble uine ;
And sorne deride bier as one drunk with wine;

And some with silent scorn bier tears despise.
But He, the Man-God, sitting at the feast,
Showed to bier soul of life the gain and loss;

She sank a Ioathsome sinner at bis feet;
But loving much, fromn mucb she wvas released,
And in the end, ane-ath the saving Cross,

The spotless Mary and the cleansed one nieet.

-t C. O'BRiEN, Abp. of H-alifax.


