
THE OWL 1

"Blanche," lie whîspered, 'I listen.
Tliere is only onîe way. 1 Let the clebt
gYo, but claimi the debtor."

Blanche insists to this day that slie
lias noever p.aid lier debt, for Mrs.
D'Alton lost not a penny by lier clhoi,'e.

D'Alton hiad the Irish niisfortunc of
ha-ving been bornr iii E-ngland, and the
English law, îvhich is proverbially
good to its own, insisted on claiimg
him as an Englishmnan, Home Ruler
tligli lie ho ten tinies ov-er.

SA L VIrEGLî

Hail, Mary, liail ! wvitli every grace replete,
We hunîbly lay our bornage at tby feet,
Our life, ourjoy, aur sweetest hope, ai hail!
0 guide us safe in this dark eartbiy vale.

Sweet Mother, bail! To thee thy children dry,
To thee in hope from foes and sorrowv fly;
Swveet Advacate accept our filial love,
As once on earth, sa pleading now above.

Thy Cbild divine, who died to set us free,
Who spent for us the life He took frorn [hee,
Who in His sorrows feit a Mother's care,
Will soothe aur sorrows at a Motber's prayer.

Qucen of thec virgin choir, for us aobtain
Meek, humble, pure, ta join thy lîoly train,
To bear aur lot and God's sweet wvill adore,
Live in bis feair, and, dyiig, fear no more.

So [hou iii us may'st thine own virtues trace,
Briglît, saintly, fair, by God's supernal -race;
Till heaven uiifolci its portais and display
Thy Son and thee in evcrlastingy day.
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