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could bave thougit thait two of the littie
band wvere destincd, iii the mysterous
providence of Goct, to influence for good
countlceis myriads, and that tîjeir nlailes
shlould live longý as the suli and nioon
endure 1 Yet so it was. That vessl con-
tained Philip Embury, the flrst class-
leader and local preaclier of Methodisrn
oni the Aincrican continent, and B3arbara
Heck, 'a motîxer in Israul,' une of its
first nienbers, the gerîn fruni ivhich, in
the good providence of God, lias s(>ruiig
the Methodist Church of the United
-States and Canada, a Oliurclî wvlicli as
now under its influence about seveix
millions of the germinant îaîinid uf the
new and tterng lîcînisphere ! "

Ail along the wild north. coast the
sea lias cleft its way betiveen the
rocks, leaving deep fissures whichi
separate the cliifs. One of the most
singular of these is on the west of
Fair Head, known by the naine of
&The Gray Man's Path." It is a

deep, wvild chasin, which strikes one
witli a feeling of awe almost amount-
ingy to horror, dividing the headland
sheer down over two hiundred feet.
Down the side of this chasm is a
path, by -which, if adventurous
enoughi, you may descend to the base
of the cliff. One of those massive
b)asait pillars, in ages too remote
for memory or tradition, fell across
to the other side, and rests by a
lhold so siender that it enhances the
friglitiul character of the place,
secming almost ready to fali dowvn;
while, looking up from below, it
forms as it were the huge lintel of a
g,-iant door-case.

Five miles to the west of the city
of Cork, in a valley where two
siùreams nieet, is the littie village
of Blarney with its castie, whose
Lame is wvidespread. For highi in the
north-eastern side of that castie is a
stone, and hoe who is adventurous
E-nough to reacli it; and has faith
cnugli to kiss it, will be sure te
possess thencefortli a gift of marvel-
ious efficacy. Honeyed words will
flow from lis lips; persuasive poýwer
will hang on bis utterances; lie will
wvin bis way everywhere and with

everybody; and, Mien miankind, and
inuch more woiankind, are taken
captive by the witchiery of his tongue,
they say, "He lias kissed the Blar-
ney Stone."

There are two stones which E; li
dlaim to be the real talisman-oi.
,lui the norili side of the castie, being
about two feet square, with the date
of 1703; the other, that which
records the date of the buildtingr,
1,446. Any one may kciss the former.
To kçiss the latter the vot.ary must be
let down twenty feet by a pullcy
and tackle. Try the first. If it
workzs the charm, well; if not, let
no0 amount of CC blarney " induce you
to attempt the other.

What is the origin o 't this imputed
virtue is lost in tlie m-'t of antiquity.
There is a legend that a certain lord
of Blarney. wlio was required to show
lis loyalty by delivering up his castle
to the English, always expressed lis
readliness so to do, but contrived, to
amuse the Queen's representative hy
plausible excuses; and so the word
llarney came to mean something
verv like humbug. But Blarney Caq-
tle is itself an interesting objeet. Tt
is on the south of the village. and
rises precipitously froin a limestone
rock. A strongr castellatedl pile.
four-square and high. rising one
hundred and twenty feet, it7is die-
scribed as "1coinposed of four piles
joined together, having walls eighi-
teen feet in thickness."l Attached to
it is a mansion of more recent date.
The whole fornis a highly pictur-
esque feature in a district wlvhich
has many beauties. Tlie stronghold
was hauit in the fifteentli century, as
appears on the stone already meni-
tioned.

About midway between Cork and
«Dublin is the city of Kilkenny, iu
the heart of the fertile county of
that name. It is ricli in historie
associations. The glory of Kil-
kenny is its Cathedral of St. Ganice.
It stands on an eminence, and ceom-
mands a fine view. rihere is, a steep
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