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iElegend runs that in olden day
In the limie of fairy niight,

When every biih liad its chosen fay,
JAnd every rath and ruin gray,

* Hlad i îs gobliii or ils sprite.

A i-ninstrel strolled hy the nioon-lit shore,
At the quiet even hour;

With the sound of bis harp wvould his spirit soar,
Whiile he chanted the lays of his country o'er,

'rhe lays of lier pride and power.

But rude were the songs w'bich the ininstrel sung,
Nor sweet ;vas their melody,

For though in baroniat halls thcy rung2,
And counted their hearers the kinrs among

.Music wvas iii its infancy.

One even the sun had sunk to rest
With a golden glory crowned -

The ripples but Iighitly stirred Lou,,h Neagh's breast,
Her rnirroring waters the leaves caressed,

And silence reigned arouind.

The bard as he walked by the flowing tide
Saw the silyer crescent rise,

And her pale, soft beams shoot far and wide,
O'er placid lake, 'o'er mouritain side,

Througbi the azure of the skies.

As lie swept the chords to sorne ancient lay,
Strange sounds struck on his ear;

They seerned to ascend from far away,
Deep down below wvhere the ripples play

On the pebbles bright and clear.

25ý


