THE OWL.

Compare the above with the tollowing
extract also taken from Hyperion. 'Tis
true it 15 one of the characters who uses
these words but since the work is a
romance and the characters never really
existed they may be taken for the authors
real sentiments. ‘L his man is a priest and
a Franciscan friar by the name of Brother
Bernardus. He is a professor in Klagen-
furt in Germany. *One day” hesays“ 1
heard that Maurus Cappelari ; a monk of

Camaldoli had been elected Pope under.

the name of Gregory Sixteenth. At this
time I was a firm believer in the Pope’s
infallibility ; and when I heard of the
hooks be had written, there aruse n me
an irresistible longing to read them. T in-
quired for them but they were nowhere to
be found. At length I heard that this
most important work, *The Triumph of
the Holy Sce and of the Church’ had
been translated into German and pub-
lished in Augsburg.” He procures a copy
of this book and readsit. Then he con-
tinues, *“now at length my cyes were
opened. I saw before me a monk who
had been educated in an Italian cloister ;
who indeed had read much, and yet only
was calculated to strengthen him in the
prejudices of his childhood, and who had-
entirely neglected those studies upon
which a bishop should most rely in order
to work out the salvation of man.”

- * - - -

“] knew not whether to be most astonished

at my own blindness, that, in all wy
previous studies I had not perceived what
the rcading of this single book had made
manifest to me ; or at the blindness of the
Pope, who had undertaken to justify such
follies, without perceiving that at the same
time he was himseif lying in fatal error.”
He now leaves the Church and prepares to
sct out for America. *“’T'he chamber I
had occupied had once been the library
of a Franciscan convent. Only a thick wall
separated it from the church. in this
wall was a niche, with heavy folding doars
which had scrved the Franciscans as a
repository for prohibited books. The
inside of the door was covered with hor-
rible caricatures of Luther, Mclancthon,
Calvin and other great men. [ used often
10 logk at them with the deepest melan:
choly when I thought that these great
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men likewise had labored upon earth, and
fought with Satan in the church But
they were persecuted, denounced, con-
demned to dle.” The author of the fore-
going extracts is the same man yet they
show a wide difference in tone and senti-
ment. In his poetry Longfellow holds
prowinently up to the view of his readers
the beautiec of the Catholic Church. In
his prose he attempts to throw ridicule on
that same Church whose noble qualities
and heroic acts he was too narrow-minded
to fully appreciate. Longfellow’s * Evan-
geline ” and ** Song of Hiawatha” will live

“and be read, and admwired when his prose

works shall have long since passed into
oblivion.

John Greenleaf Whittier claims our
attention as being not the least of that
quartette of modern poets who by their
genius have shed a lustre on the closing
days of our century. In 1§39 the Quaker
poet of New England became an active
abolitionist, and suffered much because of
his exertions in behalf of the anti-slavery
crusade.  Yet Whittier himself was the
slave of bigotry and prejudice. His own
nind was bound by the bonds of religious
intolerance.  In ¢ Mogg Megone ? he de-
liberately disfigures the saintly Father
Ralle, Jesuit and martyr, and attributes to
him motives which the life and character
of that nussionary prove to be entirely
false. Ruih the daughter of John Bony-
thou has killed through revenge the
Indian Chief Mogg Megone while in a
drunken sleep at her father’s house.  She
is tortured with remorse and goes to
Father Ralle and confesses her crime.
The priest asks ber who was the victim
when she replies that be was Mogg
Megone ; Whittier says:

¢ Three backward steps the Jesuit takes,—
His long, thin frame as aguc shakes 3
And loathing hate is in his eye,
As from his lips these words of fear
Fall hoarsely on the maiden’s car,~
The soni that sinneth shail surely i !°

** Ier hands are clasping the Jesuit’s knee,
Aud her cye looks fiereely into his own —
Off, woman of sin = nay touch not mie
With those fingers of blood j~begone !
With a gesture of horror, he spurns the forn
That writhes at his © 3t iike aa trodden worm.*

The Poet begins Part 111 of the poem by
the folluwing address to the priest, who he




