
274 THE OWL.

were shining. When 1 had my
'horse hitched up 1 took a peep at
the moon; that siy, ?Id lady had
her face puckered un i. a rnost pro-
vokingr smile, anà ;,ee-med to be
winkingi ber other eye at me-poor,
lucless fool.

That unearthly groaning, wafted
on the night air frorn the grave-
yard, miade me feel creepy and ner-

vous. Alick innocently remarkecl:
.Doctor, 1 must put a new clasp oni

that church gate to-nmorrow; the aidl
one will flot holci *it shut, and the
creakingý of the rusty hînges make
an awful racket when there is a
wind blowing." So end all ghost
stories.

PAUL JONES, '98.

THE BALLOT BOX.

A wveapon that cornes down as stili
As showvflakes fail upon the sod

But executes a freemnan's wvill,
As lightning does the wvi1l of God

And from its force, nor doors nc-'r locks
Can shield you ; 'tis the ballot-box.
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