
THE OWL.

Ani] iossorn'd în tlie zeith, or the swvecp
0f soine precipitous rivulet 10 the wave."-

No sail fromn <hy ho day, hut evvry day
The suinrise irok-en inio sczarlet shafts
.Anong the paiI1s ani férns -md prccipices
The bIaie ion the waters ho, the cash
The lîlaze ispon lus island over hcad ;
The blaze upion the waters to, the west
Then the great stars that globed theinselvcs in

lhcaven,
The holIower Ihelioing occan, and ngain
The scarlet shalis of suurise-Iut no sali."

Enoch Arden's long inîprisonient
came to an cnd at last, a shilp blown by
baffling winds, touched the island and
carmied back, 1'The long:haired, long-
beamdcd mariner," to, encounter worse
solitude than distance could give, deso-

lation s.-, tnerciless, that in its iron folds,
the brave stout heart was crushed and
broken and could only wait within sound
of the English sea, for that sail that tvas
coming to bear him to, eternal rest.

To us, Enoch Arden left his island, for
ours are the lands the îpoets give us, wvhere
our .tired spirits inay wander and fmnd

efreshment. Close to us they bring
snowy niountain peak and tropic sunshine,
new kingdoms they discover for us in the
deivy mîadow at our feet, and of aIl our
broad domains, foremost in our grasp wve
hold the varied glories of ]and and sky
and sea, shut up in twvo small volumes
known as "Tenniyson's Poemis."

H. M.L

TH£E iIIUfMY OR ZYZE MlUFIIN!

?S wbo sbould say, t'The from pursuing a course of under-ground
cAntique; the far Eastern study if one fiels inclined ? lsn't it one

S Antique, or the Modern, of the strong-minded who says: 17he
the practical, honme-made proper sphere for ail humian beings is the
Mfodemn ?" largest and highest they are able to attain'

%' Readin, or rather bazi- Anyway, whoeer said it I feel like saying
,f ]y prsnan elaborate Ann .Koar! in spite of niyself. Stir up

and very eniphat;c accjunt your Egypt, Aniclia, while your sufféring
of a lcarned lecturer's p)erformnance in a sisters stir their puddings, and your bro-
western American city, 1 fell to thinking thers attain Jf1'ortli or skilLin iiillincry.

and blinking (taking after iny parent) Alter ail, it's the old quîry in another
about men and thirigs and womien, sorte guise: Which is ighuiier, the ifmi
women in particular, concentrating, as or the Af1uftn ?-the sword or the scissors?
much as an owlet crin concentrate its Entre nous, home, fair rcaders, should
have never scen hiem, nor do I pine to see to "bIuild your stmongliold on cookety"ber, but she lias led mie to ponder niuch and J1iss Bzirloa, and let Miss Ainelia B3.and to query more; and, alas, to ansver go to - Egypt ! There is sonmething
less, the great question of respective vemy pleasant in the thioughit of onc -%onan

Amelia B. Edwards, that's ber name. public with a conitortable affirmation, even
She sîeems to have takîen the vaTious cen- though its no more than that nian lias di-
tres of high culture by storm. What next, gcstivè organs. %%e are ail tired of nega-
or who next? Think of awonan exhun1- tion. ÂAOt long ago I read abrut an
ing Egypt! < an AXrncia at that.) Shades "«eldemly miaiden lady," who having heard
of Richardson and Smollett rest in peace!1 Ingersol and Mms. jcnness M.iller, (?) feit
your day is forever gone; you lived too there could bc noihing füTther in the mat-
soon. This Arnelia, I fancy, inust have tir of negation. Bless ber! I should
reiched the bronze age when spiritual think as niuch. What is the world. coin-
Verde Antique, I suppose, nmakes interest ing to? A long-drawn out No.! evidently.
in things above ground out of the ques- If anybody wints to neg-ate this let hirn
tion ; and vet what is there to.prevent one corne. OWL.r


