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THE OWL.

"711E APTER GLOW"

This heaid biath its coronal,
The filness of bis bliss lie sliows."

OOK at bîmi, the
I dear old soul:' Suxue

veteran, garret-dwel-;/-7~ <~4~ ling, favorite of the
;y~/~ ~ ~ "Sisters Nine." Gen-

l: us, ay! and even
talent too, in these

~~ latter aaes, continue
1.1 ~ to live on the

heights, but not the Golden Summi-its
of classic realmis and timies, our at-
tics and our 9tbli fatb are beights, thougli,
aIl the saine. ''is lover Of the beautiful
looks like a Germian, as wve conceive tbe
grand old Sebastian Baclb does hie flot?
'l'le skull.ca> ; the anmple waist coat, but-
tons and al the ample upper-garinent,
to say nothing,ç of the knee b)reechies under
the table and tbe buckled shoes to match.
The nose witli a healthy glow at the
puint (?). 13y this sign wve know lie is flot
an extremist, lie is a brotherly mnan, in
fact, lie bears tie family reseniblance,
unimistakable proof, tha'. grand-pa Noah
wvas the father of ail anti-dilluvians, who,
naturally. are averse to water without "la
stick iii it." T'otal abstinence is one

thing and nioderate habituai sustaining of
tbe inner glow by the essence of hops or
of grapes is another. VWe wvon't caîl our
genial artist to an accounit for the radi-
ance of his central feature. The smile
on tbat good face could not be SQ fascin-
ating, SQ guileless, w'ere ail his enjoymients
drawn fromn a mug. Hie r-nay love and
need his laý,wr but lie loves bis music
more and that is well.

Play on old nman 1w'ould that those symi-
p)honi es you cvolke froni that charmed in-
strument could keep the smile forever on
your face ; would its sound could go out to
every one, and niake ail brooding faces
serene, ai hearts lighter. Cheer your soul,
sweet player, witlh those ff-r reachin-g mel-
odies, live over the good old times (ail
aid tinies look so good in the afterglowv).
Forget in the playing, that life bas not
kept ail its promises, forget '"the glory and
the dreani that lured thee on." Live only
in the :sw'eet possibility of forgetting that

"Shadows of the prison houise
Beganl 10 close uiponl yoiu
Wbicn yoiu were yeî a b)oy."

" TUEý hearts of meni throb faster than of yore
Wqe nîcasure limie by centuries no more:

Life, that but loitered, in ages gone,
Now winged w'itl haste, and eager-eyed, speeds oni."
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