
TrHE OWL 7

FAMILSFA OUIE.

Jiy the Very Rev. Ene"s XlcDonell Dawson, V.O., LL.D. etc

@IAT art thon Fane? LeUt them reply
*Who climb thy heighits, who court and win

Thy darling srnile. In gory oft
hou com'st thy chosen few to crown.

Yet cornes not peace-inspiring love.
No bain hast thou for bleeding, bearts.
No wrinkie, flatterer. canst th'ou shakce
From off the aching- brow of care.
'%Vhere vert thou whien that chiid of thine.
Aud Fortune's child, his native shore
ScornfulIy abandoning, thiere left
No thing that clairned a Patriot tear?7
Whien heaved with pain his tortured hreast.,
No anodyne thou deignedet to give.
Nor yet didst thou forsake thy chiId.
Round his triumphal car enchained
Thou. ever lieldst the adoringm world.
Mightst Pot have cheered in hour of need
WVrheu lay thy Son on foreign strand,
In agony of care unsoothed
More than disease's conquering power!
No word from thee of peace-no spell
The fated dart so early thrown te slay!1

II.-L. E. L

Where, IFame, thy power whén One thou lovedst,
Who loved thee weII, and at thy shline
Long worshipped, iaithful, sought thine aid
.And sought in vain? No care of thine
Tliat from lier lips ruthless was dashed
The brimful cupof joy. Plead'st thou
Bounteou-, thou rarest pleasures gavest,
No sorrow xningling with thy gift
Of bliss thou geni'rous poui-3dst the nieed.
Yet not so conld'st thon ffil that seul
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