
THE OWL.

"lOnce I've been living in the clouds of
late'that is, saaring with the sage of
Concord through hitherto unexplored
ether'. When 1 take up bis essays,
1 Wish to be of the clittds-c!ouady, and be-
cause My feet are so securely giued ta the
5Ohid earth, 1 find careering among cloieds,
evea ln company with a "sage," flot the
easiest thing in the world. Just as I
grOw ecstatjc at having brushed the rob-
zvebs from my mental vsoand suc
Ceeded in grasping a tIwuglzt, it flits from
r'e, and is a provoking example of"L Now
you've got it," and "Now, yau 'aint."
]'Qwever, every now and then I manage ta

'Wb the transcendental coat-tajis of an
dea, and begin ta flatter myseif that the

elltire coat, buttons and ail, wiil soon be ia
'Y Possession, when the garment executes

a COa11plicated series of bewidering whiris
arl 1 arn left ia my common-piace easy
Chalir-an anirnated, or rather an ex-

4ý11drefutation of Emersoa's statement,
l"': "That there is one mind common ta
0,1 iadividuais. " However, I stumbled
"Port something that made me long ta
Shake the band of the sage. it is where

hesPeaks of the Ilscarcity of truth la
80ciety," and the artificial smile we are
ex'Pected ta assume at appropriate crisises,
O*fld which neyer arrives at a smiie, but
Stops short at an idiotie exparsion of
I11u8ces he calis an ILasinine expression."
W/bat aqueer,honest,disagreeable oldworld

th8Would be if Society-fibbers never said
they had passed deighfl vnig,

,hea la reality they had heen la meta-
Phrica1 hot water, neyer smiled except

"'ura/ly and neyer said sugary nothings
'while thinking of vinegar and spikes-I

thlnk l'Il think the sugar and say the vin-
e.gar, but I wvon't begin noui, because
Carlyle looms up just now and says:
IlWhat you going ta do with me? I'm a
sage taa "-Ves I know you are, aid man,
and I love you with ail yaur faults, but 1
wauid have ta pull you ta pieces " ail the
same," sa, you'ii get your due same time
la the seasan of the "Lsere and yellow
leaf. Then there's John Boyle O'Reilly
and bis "IMoondyne " wouid like ta
parade hlm but that's too great a venture
for this kind of a Revéze'. The golden
autuma days are coming and my lost wits
may have been recovered by that time.
Au revoir "Moondyne" anil ToIstoi. What!
That uncouth fellow ? Yes, strange ta
say, be must needs wait taa. l'il told
by those that know, that Toistoi's noveis
go off-like (a-hem!1) bot cakes at the
libraries, la Boston and elsewbere. The
Dickens' land ! 1 rnust keep out of that
to-day for fear of nat getting back in tîme
ta suit the OWL. XVhat a Il Happy Val-
ley" it is though, mid-way betweea the real
and the unreai ; and how infl niteiy superior
ta C" Utopia " or ILA rcadia. " I'm tbinking
of IlPeg,ýot/y"1 just na w, with his big heart,
big enough ta drown the wails of that ex-
asperating LIGummidge " relict of the
"aid un "-more anon.

During the scribbling of these notes
"inspiration " bas snapped ber fingers

dangcrousiy near my eyes and flounced
off with a withering ILwilI you have it now
or xvait tili you get it "? I said I'd wait

Sa I'm yaurs expectantiy,

MERRY MACK.
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