
THE OWL

0f lovely promise, man's sere hope,

And bade to new-born gladness ope

Our winter-%vorn hum-aiîity,

Piercing with, life sin's frosty sod,

When heaven first lightened forth in thee,

Tlhou very spring-tide mnile of God.

Hark 1 over earth I hear theni nove,-

Trhe rnusic-saridalled feet of Love,

Stili treading timie to every beat

0f God's wide heart, with echo Fweet.

'l'lie grass that growvs,
TIhe bird that sings,

The breeze that blows,
The woods, the springs,

The deep-toned rivers, opening flowers,-

Those rhythm-beats of the Sun and shiowers

At sweet accordance,-ail have catight

The key-note of the lovely time;

And every heart-string of my thought

Resounds it in sonie spjrit-rhynie.

O Mary Mother ! O Queen of May!

O Spring froni heaven 1 0 1)awn of Day!

O heart-outbreathing of God's own brgith!

O sweet Word-Echo of ail Love saithl

0 all-COnIDleteness
0f God's creation!1

O full of swceetness
O constellation

0f ail God's graces ! O beauteous Wonder,

Whom heavens on heavens veil faces under!i

To silence swooning before thy throne,

No more I hymin thee with lips defiled.

Yet, Mary Mother, thy nanie alone

Plead for me- ever-I ani thy child.
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