
THE OWL
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[E river's face gi'ew liard last nighit.

Vie hlst leaif froin its swaying throne

lias fluttered, brown and smafl, and lies

Upon the ice-alone.

Vie sun, wVraîpped ini his xnisty skcirts,

The West wvith purpie glory dyes;

And, clearly ais a cameo cut,

The inallard Southwvard flics.

The crescent mon gleains on her bed

0f argent cloud ; by slow degrees

IDroopîig on unseen wings beyond

The lattice-work of trees.

,Northwvard gleams onie brigflit star, that says:

1 guard the sens that lie below!

And frorn the East the wind runs out,

.And cons-and brings the snowv.
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