
THE OWL.

For 1dmii who by unbeaten roacis
WTouIld honieward bear life's heavy loacis,
The way is wvi1c, the his are stecp,
The far-off, liýrhted windows keep
\Vithin their stores of heat andi cheer;
The icy frost-grems sparkling near,
The Northi-iighits buildingy radiant stairs
For those who clirnb ; in upper airs
The crown'd stars on their thrones of gold
Are beautiful, but oh, so cold!
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