LEGEND OF THE NORTH OF {RELAND,

_(Written for the Ontario. Torkman.).,

Not far from Londonderry wally
Glen Eddra’s mountains rise, .
_ Grey rocks beneath the eye appals,
Blue summits reach the skies.

Glen Eddra’s bills own many a flock,
Glen Eddra’s banks are fair,

Bright waters dash from rock to rock
And lift their voices there.

- They aing the songs of liberty,
" . They ring the sounds about,
.- ‘The echoing hills in ecstasy,
. Give back s joyful shout.

I yet would see, Oh ! dear old glen,
Each sweet enchanting place,

Could I but climb thy hills agaim,
T'd worship-on my face.

1 yet would be ‘where beauty lLives,
‘With charms of changeless bue,

" For time as well as distance gives

_ Enchantment to the view.

- Oh ! dear old glen, I'd writs with tears,
The memeries of the past,
Thie glories of a thousand years
Have mingled with the blast,

Thy pastures fair & thousand years
" Are clothed with living green,
* Thy flocks and herds a thousand years
Have drank the running stream, -

Thy sons are brave, when duty ealls *
No second choice they make,

Yet peacefnl as the moonbeam falls *
Upon tho sleeping lake.

’I’hy tmgmg birds within thy brakes,
- Thy golden sunsets too,

Bqt lovelier still than sounds or shapes,
Thy maidens fair and trne.

.Plp.rawell, farswell, thou fairest spot
Upon green Erin's shore—
A thousapd world’s might be forgot,

Yet, still I'd love thee movre.
° - L 4 . t

The shepherd leans upon the rock, !
Just whero the waters meet,

He gazes on his quiet flock,
His dog is at his feet.

The heat is great, the hanter calls,
The hours are passing slow ;

Hast thon no story of the Falls,
Pray, shepherd, let me knovw,

X want to learn the reason why, *
. Upon the bushes round,
Bazido the foaming waters nigh
So many rage are found. .

A charm the waters do possess,
The sick of every kind

‘When plunged is healed of his distress,
The deaf, the dumb, the blind,

And if the faithful surely Lnows
That he is cured of all ;

A ragihe ties from off hxs clothcs
Beside the Waterfall.

Angd, sir, that you may understand,
The reasons why and when,

Tl tell'you now while here you stand,
A story of theglen.

In years gone by a serpent kept,
Pvoheard my father say,

His banefal watch, nor ever slept

By night nor yet by day.

Beneath that rock across the stream, -

- So very grey and old,

1t Jong has heard the jackdaw scream,.
-Long screened the sleeping fold.

Ono third of all the flesh he claimed,

Oho ‘third of all the fish ;
Uncooked he ate, nor ever blamcd
The dinnor or the dish. -

His bed I'necd not speak about,
I3ut s0 it camo to pass,

When full of flesh and fall of trout
He lay upon the grass,

-And gome there were who knew the snake,.
. And they were wont to tell .

That when he tried a speech to mako

. Hc spoke the I}mh'sh well.

. The maidens all both short and 'tall”
*" Were frightened ‘at bis look,
‘Wihile children listened to his call °

) ’.l‘hen to thenr heels they took ﬁ:

'.l‘hc men of Cawmore watched .‘mm sure,
Por when at night they slept .

Fu’ll well they fastoned too the door,
Their arms bedide them kept.

. _And all the country round about
Were frightenod for the enake, :
Lest he.should 6nd.their hen-roosts out,:

And all the chickens take. -

- So wﬂd and furious was his will,
" That all the people fled *
‘Into the church upoa the hill, |
) And Maues thore were amd

- But notlnng could-affriglit the pad, -

.- -Of notice nono he took ; - -~
o But in his aleeve o laugh ho had
A Cnndle, Bell and Book. '

) To thmk tllat not]nm could prevml

6 moved the people sore, - ‘
'I‘Q hedr thic anguish of their wml
A It gueved them.‘Bwhop move, ! . i
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Well m!‘bthu reverence grieve at length,
Well might his hoart be 5ad,

© .For while he only bad one tenth, .

_ Ono third thq serpont had.

 Saint Heney was a bishop stout,

A man of faith and prayer, -
For whon he brought his crook about
The devil was no whero,

' One day while they were taking stock,

Deep in the wooded glon,
The Saint a standing on the rock,
The snake within his der.

-+And to this day this rock is named

Because of this event,
And to this day this place is famed
To which Saint Honey went.

Then thus the Saint : Oh, mighty anake,
I wish you long to live,

With you a bargain I would make,
If you consent will give.

If you bave faith in what I aay,
A trick to you I'll show,

I thought of it the other day,
T'will please you well I know.

I'll bind you round with rushes three,
I'l1 1ift you on my crook,

Yl carry you-along with me,
Beside the ronning brook,

* And if I fail then you can try

Some other trick, you know
Some fun %o have, that you and ¥
Good frionds at length may grow.

All right, all right, you little saint,
I like the frolic well,

1f you can lift me and not faint,
You'll something have to tell, .

The saake he binds with rushes bright,
His mouth he makes fall sure,

He ties his tail and body tight,
That all may be secure.

Then lifting up his hands on high,
He gives a mighty shout ;

The rushes turn $o iron bande
They bind the snake abous.

And now the knave finds out, too late
. Thatall his streagth must fail,
He cannot bite, nor n.ove about,

Nor wriggle with his tail.

The holy Fsther aoon begins,

He beats him long and sore,
He whips him well for all his sins,
+ Till he can whip no more.

Hold on, hold on, the reptile ories,
No more lay en the birch,

And by the Virgin in the skies,
I'll serve the Mother Church.

Thy prayer is heard, the Saint rephes,
The Virgin is our boast;

Of all the angela in- the skies
I love the Virgin most.

Aud by the Candle; Bell ard Book,
And by the Saving Mass,
I will not spoil this holy crook

On such a sorry ass.

But, yet, thon crawling thing of sin,
I must not set thee free ;

Be sure the tithes of all this glen
Belong to only me,

T'H keep theo far from mischief’s call,
Away from herds and flocks ;

Beneath Glen Eddra’s waterfall,
Between the gaping rocks.

" Ard there, thou cursed of the past,

Thou shalt be lodged and fed -
Until the great Archangel’s blast,
Shall raise thee from thy bed.

In mercy Father, to my wees
Oh, grant my last request,

And Tl forgive thy cruel blows,
The crosses on my breast.

The fair fields of Magilligun,

- The pastures of Myroe,

Thy foes and mine have seized upon,
1 fain would lay them low.

Then place me with'my head just north
Across the foaming flood ;

That when from hence I issue forth,
I thcn may drink their bloed,

. 'J‘ho hlood of all'the Scotch, he cries,

I then may drink their blood
I like it well the Saint tcplxes,
And flings him in the flood.

~ Down, down, he sinks the foaming steeps

A dark and dismal den;
No eye can pierce the spot where slecps
The Serpent of the Glen.

* One third of all the fish he eats

That swim within the pool ;
One third of all the flesh he meets,
And yet is nover fall.

Since then no man has ever dared
Across the raging pool ;

His smg in mercy might be spared,
If e'er no great & fool. -

Until the remrrectxon mors
Shall fill the }u.lls with hight ;

_ "The soul has never yet been born .

?

. To gaze on such g sight,

When, buntmg from bis’ bands he spnnga '

Inio the woods agcun, o
' And dwhn tlieriver »P-»o ho swims,
_ God help ‘the ‘éotchmen then,. -
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Beneath the waters let him rost,
Who once disturbed the glen ;
The will of Heaven is always best

For angels, so for men. S. M. N,

Sl Fowe Gircle,

HOME POLITENESS,

Should an acquaintance trdad on your dress,
your best, your vory best, and by accident
tear it, how profuse you are with your ‘“‘never
minds—don't think of it—I don’t cave'at all.”
Ifa husbanud does it, bo gets afrown; ifa
child he is chastized.

Ah ! these are little things say you, Thoy
tell ou the heart, let us assuro you, littlo as
they aro.

A gentleman stops at a fncnd s house, and
finds it in confusion. ¢ He don’t see anything
to apologizo for—never thinks of such matters;
everything is all right,” cold supper, cold room
crying children, perfectably comfurtable. Goes
home ; his wife has been taking care of the
sick, and worked herself almost out; ‘¢ Don’t
see why thinge can't be kept in better order;
there never were such crosa children befora,”
No apologies, except away from Lome.

‘Why not be polite at home? Why not nse
freely the coin of courtesy ? How sweet they
sound, those little words, ** I thank you,” or
““You are very kind.” Doubly ; yes, thrics
sweet from the lips we love, when heart smiles
make the eye sparkle with the clear hght of
affection.

Be polite to your children, Do you expect
them to be mindful of your welfare ; to grow
glad at your approach ; to bound away to do
your pleasure bofore your request is half
epoken? Then with all your dignity and
authority, have politeness.  Give it a niche
in your household temple. Only then will
you have the true secret of sending out into
the world really finished gentlemen and lad-
ies,

Again we say unto all—bo polite,
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THE FLOATING GARDENS OF MEXICO.

When the city of Mexico waz taken by the |-

Spaniards under Cortez, in 1521, it occupied
several islet in Lake Tescuco. The watzr from
various influences, chicfly voleanic, has since
receded, and the city; although still retaining
ita ancient site, is now two and a half miles
distant from the lake, At the time of the
Spamish econquest, however, it represented
very much the appearance of Venice, a * city
in the sea,” ‘¢ throned on her hundred isles,”
the margins af whose broad and narrow canal.
streets were in many places lined with splen-
did mansiqps. According to the ancient Span-
ish historians, the native Mexicans had at-
tained a high degreo of perfectign in various
arts, for which they do mot appear to have
been in any way ' indebted to the - civilization
of the Old World, and which must have been
an ontgrowth of unaided indigenious talent.
Among the many noveltios and wonders which
met the eyes of the Spaniards were the chin-
ampas, or floating gardens, which abounded
on the lake, and supplied the city with vege-
tables, fruite, and flowers, the latter being in
great request among the Mexicans for decora-
ting tho altars of their gods. These gardens
were formed by conatrueting 2 large raft from
the reeds and other acquatic plants which
grew by the shores of tho lake, making it suf-
ficiently firm and buoyant to sustzin 2 quan-
tity of s0il which was spread over the surface
and kept in position by a low fence of wicker-
work, or intervwined reeds awd Dbranches
which ran round the edge of the raft. The
fertility of these littlo floating islands, owing
to the constant supply of moxsture, is very re-
markable, and the old chroniclers described as
being literally covered with flowers and fruit
and verdure. The city of Mexico it still %0 a
great extent supplied from these singular mar-
ket gardens twhich: form the sole support of

‘| some villages on tho shores of the lake, inbab-

ited by families of the descendants of the abor-
iginal race who fell heneath the treachery of
the sanguinary Cortez, Two of these villages,
Santa Anita and Ixtacaleo, \\'ﬁich arenot very
far from Mexico, are particularly noted for the
production of beantiful flowers, and at cortain
scasons, when their floating gardens are in full
bloom, they are a favorite resort of pleasure-
parties of tho citizens.

THE HABIT OF READING.

‘I have no.time to read,”is a common
complaint, especially of womeon, whose oc-
cupations are such as.to prevent continuous
book perusual. They scemn to think, because
they cannot devote as much attention to
books as they’are compelled to their avocations
that they canunot read anything.  But thisis a
great mistake. It isn’t the books we finish at
a sitting which alwa.ys do us the most good,
Those we devour in tho odd juoments, half a
dozen pages at a time, often give us more sat-

| isfaction, and are more thoroughly digested

than those we make a particular effort to read.
The men who have made their mark :in the
world have generally been the men who. have
in boyhood formed the habit of reading at

‘| every avaibable moment, whether five minu-

tes or five hours, ;

- 1t is the habit of reading rathor than the |
time at our command that helps us on to tho
| road of learning... . Many, of the most _cnitivat- |,
- ;| ed_persons, whose names have.heon innous as _?
| stadonts, have giveu only:two or three lLours.

-
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. a-day to their books. If we make uso of gpare
' minutes in the midst of our work, and rcad o
+ little. if but a page or a paragraph, we shall
find our brains quickened and our toil lighton
. od by Just as much increased satisfaction aathe
| book gives us. Nothiug helps along the mon-
otonous daily round so mauch as fresh and
striking thoughts, to bo considered whilo our
haude are busy. A new idea from a new vol.
ume is like oil which reduces the friction of
; the machinery of life. What we remomber
from bricf glimpses into boeks often serves as

most precious deposits in tho treasury of our
recolloction.  All knowledge is 1nade up of
small parts, which would scem insignificant in
themselves, but which, taken together, are
valuable weapons for the mind and substan-
tial armor for the soul. ‘‘Read anything con-
tinuously,”’ says Dr. Johnston, *and you will
be learned.” The odd minutes which we are
inclined to waste, if carefully availed of for
insiraction, will, in the long ran, make golden
hours and golden days, that we shall be ever
thankful for.—Scrilner’s
i G

SELF..CULTURE.

When we read the lives of such men as
Georgo Stephenson or Hugh Miller, or of that
gifted poet of the people who isnow on our
shores, Gerald Massey, we aro thrilled with a
sort of vicarious pride.  Their difficalties, by
that feeling of chawmpionship and sympathy
which the sight of brave and stubborn contest
against odds awakens in most winds, seem te
have been ours, and we triumph with them
when they wear the crown of success, ‘A
self-made man” awakens in most all » glew of
appreciation and regard which we do net feel
for tho man, equally distinguished for ability
and learning. he has got, whohas been reg-
ularly taught in the schools, The ome has
had the countersign, and has beem invited
into the fort, the other has acaled the ram-
parts aud conquered his place, Yet when we
come to look at it thoughtfully, and sift from
it the glamour of romance in which the mest
prosaic of us takes delight, it is not the . pro-
cess so much as the result which ought to
command our admiration. Itis man and not
the means with which we and society are
concerned. Whether or not a more symmot-
ricsl development of the whele man, physical-
ly and mentally, is usually attained when
favorable circumstances have surrounded him
from birth, is hardly the question. There
comes a compensative strength to those who
struggle; and among the men who have
achieved distinction there have been many
who have put their feet on the lowest round
of the ladder and climbed it almost unaided.
The fact is that no master how many helps.
snd helpers a man may have, they are all of
vory little useif he ‘do not help himself,
Wordsworth said very truly,—

‘“These two things, contradictory as they
may seem, must go together—manly depend-
ence and manly independence, manly relisnco
and manly sclf-reliance.” The most gifted
teacher cannot furnish intellect to his pupils,
and intellect will win its way whether the
teacher be gifted or not. The education
which we receive from others—in our homes,
thbugh our friendships, in schools, and ether
intercourse with the world—is only preface
and supplement to the other education which
wo are all the time giving ourselves. * It de-
pends largely npon our own estimate of what
in the cnd are the best things to be desired,
what we become. There are those who think
strong bodily health the™ thing to be most
wished for in life, and so they spend their
days in the consideration of hygienic theories,
raud bend every cnergy to tho formation of
muscle and brawn. There are others to whom
mental powor and acquisition seem tho only
good worth striving for, and so early and late
thoy task the brain, giving it little rest and
wearing it out by intense application. Both
seem t6 us to make a mistake. Wise self-cul-
ture implies the training and strengthening of
all the powers of mind, body, and spirit. He
who sacrifices one portion of himself on the
aliar of another, makes a fatal and foolish
error. A sound mind in a sound bodyis in-
dispensible to all signal success in any field
oflife. 'Will our readers pardon a quotation
here from the sturdy John Milton, who is
tolling his readers something about his daily
habits, ‘¢ Up and stirring, in winter often er
the sound of any bell wakes man to labor or
devotion ;in summer as oft with the first bird
that rouses or not much tardier, to read good
authors, or to cause them to be read till the
attention bo ready or memory have its full
fraught ; then with clear and generous labor
preeerving the body’s health and hardneas, to
render lightsome, clear, and not lumpish obed-
jence to the mind, tothe cause of religion and
our eountry’s liberty.”

THE MOTHER IN HEAVEN,

In turning over somerold papers in a country
lowing sentiments, whiclr, from some hints by

ed to put into verse. They atruck me, even in
prose, as expressing the cry from so many
hearts, that I havo ventured to copy them and
{ wend them to you, hoping you might think
' them 3 healthy relicf from the absorbing pol-
" itical topics of the day, and give them a cor-
, Ber in your v aluable: paper:

cares, when the world looks co_l(l_ aml_ -drear,

1 would have taken the money back,
attic some time since, I cawme across the fol.

the anthor accompanying, I think he intead-.

{ been ridiculed about . hisreligion. ;
When the heart is oppressed thh umnous'

— Sy—
when black disappointment, hargs - heavy:
round our necks, and we bunger.after s love
that seems ever to reccdo, . whither do. our
sonls turn for succonrr To tbat. mother in
heaven who sever failéd us while hero,
When our hearts acheto find ourselves 1o
longer needed t6 partake in the pleasures of:
our children—scarcely wdlcome eyon to : ghare.
in thoir sorrows,~—whon cold duty - takep the
place of the beart’ soﬂ'enngs in sxckness or suf-
fering;—to whom| do we cast our ‘eyes upwards
" thinking, oh, were she was' hero whom should

s stimulus action, and becomes one of the, we iind ever at our nde ? Our inother in heq-.

ven.

When those wo lovo lmve gone astray, and.
language fails to expross the bitter shame ;;
whon the little foet whose first tottering ateps
we have upheld, or watched through the firm-
er strides of youth and manhood, have turned
into devious paths, hcedless of entreaty or
prayer, whither do we turn, longing .to .rest
our weary heads on the bosom that ever' ang-
swored our cry for sympathy ? ’l‘he mother
in heaven,

When years have past, and weare left
alone, children gone, some soparated by socag’
or mountainy, others by the greator distance-
of coldness or forgetfulness, whose voice thew -
comes back to us with the loving fones we
vainly long to hear onco moro? The dear
mother in heaven, . ’

Is not the wish wrung trom us, that once’
again we wore children to be clasped in that'
-warm cmbrace? Do not the bittér tears come
a3 we remember how unmindful we were of
the rich motherly - Dlessings while we had
them ?

Ob, ye, who still have mothers to feel for
youin your joys or your sorrows, remcmbcr,
however “your hearts may chsnge, their's
never.do ; the mother’s heart is the one thing
that never grows old. Amid the trials that
must be our portion in this world, a good
Bemg has sent to all one blessing—one love
purer than all othera, Happy are those who,
with anguish and remorse, do n0¢ have to say,
It is our mothorin heaven.

THE LEGEND OF SANTA CLAUS.

‘The popular name of the saint whe presides
over Christmas and the toy gifts of that wel-
come geason, is derived from Saint Nicholas.
The legend of his first appearazcs is an Italian
one. According to this, a shoemaker named
Giraldi, wholived in Farara, was so miserably
poor, that his labor from day to day barely
kept his family from starvation, and he was
unable to give even asmall dowry to his
pretty dsughters. It was Dot thonght proper
to marry without a dowry, and thus the.
yonag girls, though each had an admirer, weére
compelled $o remain single. Their {father,
however, went every morning to the shrine to |
pray to his patron saint, St. Nicholas, that he
would work a miracle to relieve him from his
distress, )

One of his nearest neighbors, a rich mer-
chant, who chanced one day to overhear his
simple petition, ridiculed the idea of his'ex-
pecting the saint to take care of his daughters
and recommended him to choose a patron
gaint who would be able to do something for -
him. .

““Mine,” he said, is the Jew Buenajuto ;
he lends money at two per cent. a month ; and
if yon know how to mannge you can mske
four with it. Heis not so deaf as St. Nichol-
as.”

The poor man was shocked at this impioas
speech, and assured the merchant that his re.
ligious faith could never be shaken. - He went
every day to church, noiwithstanding the
other’s mockery.

It was now Christmas dny, when the mer-
chantand the jew sottled up their yearly ac-
counts. Buonajuto found he owed his friend
three huadred ducats, and, wishing to give
him an agreeable surprise, he erdered one of
the ducks he had carefully fattened, to be Liil.
ed and roasted, and then with his own hands
introduced tho three hundred gold picces
into the inside, and sewed them up. Fle then
sent the duck to the merchant as a Civistmag.
present. :

The werchant’s wife, who shared thc com-
mon prejudices against Jews, declared she
would not touch the duck, and the rich man
resolved to scll it.  When Giraldi passed on
his way from church, his neighbor, as usual,
bantered him on his devotion, showed him the
Christmas gift his patron saint had sent him,
and taunted him with the stolidity of Saint
Nicholas, who could not even send him a pieco.
of bread, Finally he offored to sell the duck
for a dollar ard to wait for . payment, as he
knew Giraldi to be stnctly honest. The shoe-
maker carried the duck home, and when he
carved it for his Christmas ~dinner, and the
three hundred ducats fell out, his first c¢x-
clamation was,— .

‘¢ Praise to St. Nxcholaa v r

When hie recovered from his- surprise, he.
but lis
wife persuaded him that, as he bought the
duelk, it was rightfully. his own.; He there. -
fore divided the gum botweon the two suitors
for his two oldest. daughters,. ..

The ngerchm:t after some days, dlsco\ er edx
his loas of the three hundred ducats, and weut
to the shoemaker to demand the money, which
waa refused. The caso camo before the..mag- .
istrate, who was a pious man, pnd hesrd: with
indignation how oruolly . the poor man haid.
His . gep-:
tence was that G iraldi should keep the money, .
and that the merchan€’ and  the Jew should,



