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THE OLD OWL.

HEN T was living
in my native vil-
lage, about twenty
years ago, I made
the acquaintance
of an owl, who was
a personage of ma-
ture years, and first attracted me by the
singular similarity of his tastes and opin-
ions with mine. Qur first mecting took
place under rather peculiar circumstances.
One evening I had sat by an ancient
round tower near a forest to rest, but had
hardly drawn one long breath when there
came a flapping of wings about my head,
and, raising my eyes, 1 beheld—monstrum
horrendum—an owl.  Superstitious as an
ancient, I turned instinctively that he
might be on my right hand, so dreadful
secmed the omen ; but he replied to the
insult only with a disdainful laugh, and,
perching himself on the top of the tower,
glared al me out of his red eyes with an
expression of profound pity.  So I said to
the owl:

*Pray pardon wmy silly rudeness; I
merely obeyed an instinctive feeling with-
out the least intention of annoying you.”

“Where’s the good of excuses,” said
he, shaking his head ; “if you really wish
to serve we. take yourself off and leave
me in peace.”

“1 camnot go,” said I, *‘until you par-
don my offence.”

“ Begone ! you are a miscreant like the
rest of your kind.”

“You are a miscreant yourself,” retort-
ed I, “and very unjust and distrustful to
hoot. I never injured the smallest crea-
ture. I have been the unfailing defender
of birds’ nests against children and fowl-
ers. At least 1 ought to be treated with
common civility by those whom I have
loved and protected.”

“QOh, well! well! well}” said he,
“don’t say any more about it. You are
young and well meaning enough. I will
trust you and rue the indiscretion at my
leisure.”

And from that hour the anchorite and
[ were bound together by the strongest

fiiendship. He told me that from ihe
first he had fel: drawn to me by a singu-
lar sympathy, but had vigorously resisted
the attraction for fear of tresh disuppaint-
ment. His words shocked me by their
harshness, but our disputes were always
friecndly ond his rebukes were adminis
tered with a fatherly tenderness which
touched me extremely.

“But,” said 1 one evening, “what
would become of society if we adopted
your maxims? The noblest friendship,
the most heroic devotion would be but
deceitful snares.  And at this moment
you are not in harmony with your thco-
ries, for you are confiding in me without
dreaming that while I am speaking to you
I may be planning your ruin and destruc-
tion.”

He smiled, and I believed him con-
vinced, but a moment after the doleful
theme was resumed, and he was preach-
ing lamentable doctrines as if 1 had not
interrupted him.

“You are sincere and peihaps even
virtuous now,” he said.  “ But that is no
more than your duty, so you duserve no
credit.  This is the frait of my experience
which I will give you, and you can digest
it at your leisure, Have no friends—live
by vourself—never marry --live in a vil-
lage rather than a city, and in a forest
rather than in cither.”

So spake the wmisanthrope, and I re-
plied: *We must take men as they are
and life as we find it; God wade us to
live with our fellow creatures, and if each
person Tollowed out your dismal precepts
the world would become a vast solitude—
a living tomb to engulf humaniy.”

*Alas! young man!” was his mourn-
ful reply.

One beautiful evening he told me his
mournful story. :

“1 was born,” said he, “in the very
place where 1 live to-day. My two bro-
thers came into the world with me.

“We were the pride of our parents’
hearts, and as we grew from day to day
our mother gloried in our size and heauty
—our father in the fancied promise we




