
THE OWL.

Is't the cicada's drone,-
'l'le inseet music leader,-

Iin tensive monotone,
Or bumible bee's soft mioan,
Or Zephyrus aJone

In harp-stringrs of the cedar.

'Fli birds, our felIowv guiests,
Loqua,.ciOUS alni erry,

Feast wvith us on the best,
On prunus, nector-drest,
W'ild honey adcls its zest,

\Vith mnany a lusejous berry.

Nor is the palace void
0f an imperial presence;

For Io! Goci wvaks beside,-
Adlam s.,uch bliss enjoyed
I n Paradise, allied

To a celestial. essence.

P.ar fromn the world's clisquiet,
Its passions and self seeking,

Those halls of peace invite,
As ancient eremite,
'lO infinite clelighIt

0f spirit to spirit s1)ealing.
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