
THE OWL.

Sd,''lis w cil, l)eloved father,
That yo0u''ve corne in hcre to teach uis.'
And wve listened then iu silence
TG bis xvelcorne wor<ls epf wisdoin

As îey fell frorn lips sô holy,
Coniing froin his heart so golden.
Tls5u be tcld us of the Saviour,
0f the humblc cliild of Mary,
0f our Lord, he only utodel
We shoutî flW when hcreafter
ntY bard should caîl lis from hlmi,
O)r when he, the faithrul chicftain,

holibu clllCd t lands far brighter.
Ani WC listtened, yces, lu silence,'
Andl our hecarts within said to blet-

Sa, "jjs wciî holox cd faîlier,
Trhat youl've conte in herc te teach uis."
";(w no longer is bis voice heard
SPealing w ords of golden svisden.
One hright day he spl<c with lileasure
0f the great saint, cf bis patron,
T0 bis cbjîdren, whoin he loved s
1ýUt before tbe shades of evening
liad descended on tbe college

Wewcre lonely, for our father
Ilad lîcen called te wear le glory

rh1,aî I)rigFt crown wltich Christ bas preieised
To bls good and faithfitl servant.
én WC sadly laid an offerieg
in tbe hier of bila we loved se.

Laidi a w rcatb cf choicest fllwers,

Ami W w srote ie golden letters,
"To our 1,aîher," "'To our loved ene,"

Who bas gene froni ils for ever;
Anci 'it tears as thicliy fallin,
As the dreary show Crs in sprieg tite,
Said farewell te itei WC e lvel se.
And the xvintry breezes sighing
Threugb the lcafless trees semed saying:
Farewvell, fareweli te thce, lesed cite.
And svc laid bini 'eeath the altar,
Where for years bis sottl lîad feastd
Ont lthe Itreanl cf li fe eternal.
And we left hlmi Ihere wili so rets,
For our hearts with grief mc re heas y,
As WCu sail, Farewell fer cx cr.
Thus deparlerl onîr great lcacher,
Our duar father whent tee esc I se,
let the glory of bis mianheel,
Ere the miisty shades cf cen ting
hiad deseridul oit bis' ferullead.
Vet his spirit lives atnd gos ertxs
Tbat dear place be icved se feedly
And 'vu hope cne nlay te meet hlmi
In tbe land ofjoys eternal,
\Vhcre ne scrrcw, w bere ne pai ting
\Vill ferever tear asîttnler
These who in lthe day.q nee gene îy
Forged the golden link~s of fiiendsl
ln our weuli-leloveil cellege,
In our dear old Ulma Mater.

SI

SjL4LL TALK 4ZV--ENTB130KS, .

j I-i7 jERE 1 the Ilnoblest Ro-
Sman of theni ail," or a

~ ~ grim Spartan, or even a
liractical Yankee, with
no more sensibility than
a patent nut-rneg grater,
1would glancu askance
at my gossipy quili witb

111ching self denial, and listen to the
Iands of ail the great spirits who
lus fromi their urns," (is that it ?) and
the solemn readers of this solenn

nbal Sone solemn views, ail ini keeping,
thu solemin bird under whose wings SO
Y s0etnte shelter thumnselves :but
flation (dear, amiable cruaturu !)

,1ssoftly to herseif, II Scribble smnall
Nut-meg gratur grinds out, "Be

lî,~ but Of course inclination-beiflg

a bosom friend -vins the day, and Gr-atcr
wiggles off, with lemion lied sweetness,
unlike the buoyant " Mark Tapley," don't
vearn to bc 'smothered in inisery " for
the sake of "Cotfing out strong."

The afore-mentioned solemnities can be
duly avenged in an autumn nutrber of
TlHE, OwL, for 'IHE OWL is sure to
live 'tili then, and considerably afterward.
Besidus, there's no reader of this stuif but
can refute, as bu rends, the hetero-
dox opinions of the undersigned-who
does not pose as a critic. No !He leavus
that to George W. Curtis, in tbe rear pages
of Harpee's Mon/lily ; and as for the solid
Catholic views to bu cxpressed on the
popular writers of fiction-because fiction
it is-why, Maurice F. Egan is your man.
So hure go a few randomi iusings on


