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This Legend lias been justly called one
of the most pathetic pieces of poetry iii
our language. Again, if we look for
simplicity of description and real elegance
*of narrative, the piece entitled, The
Founding of Armagh Cathedral, stands
*unsurpassed. If, lîowever, %ve are seeking
the magnificent and the sublime, the Striv-
ings of Saint Patrick on Mount Cruachan
wvilI satisfy our desires. This poem is a
mysteriously tinted %vord-picture that can-
flot be surpassed, as to dramatic deline-
ation and force of expression, by anything
of the kind in the Eriglish tongue. Here
is an extract that speaks poetic power.

Again froiail sides l>tr.t
Tenfold the storn and as it %vaxed, the Saint
Waxcd in strong lieart ;anci, kneeling vithx

strctcb'd hands,
Made for biiself a parioly ofl prayer,
And wvound it round bis bosorn twice and ibirice,
And mande a sword of coininating pnn
And siote a«t ibieni that iockcd hini. Day 1lav

day,
Till now the second Sunday's vesper bell

the~e'c ilttle churches rouind the te
That contilict raged -then, înaddcning in 1 lier ire,
Suidden the Prinicedonis ofl tue dark, ibat rode
This way and that thruughi the i:ernpcst, brake
Their sceptres. and wviîi one great cry it fell
At once o'cr ail] was silence :sunstet lit
The worl.!, Oint sbione as though %vith face

lupturn'd
It gazed on henvcns by ar.gcl faces thirong'd
And ainsvcr'd lighit withi ligbht. A single bird
Carcill'd ;andj froni the forest skir. clown fMi,
Geinlike, the last dropis of the cxhaîîtsted storiii.

Sudl a charrn of description is but a
legitimate outconie of 1Mr. D)e Vere>s great
spirit of Faitb. He inakes ail nature a
inajestic miirror iu which the beauty of
Godas countenance is revealed to men.

The litnits allotted our essay forbid us
to enter into a more extende'i analysis of
The Legends of Saint Patrick. In order
to be duly appreciated they miust be care-
fully read froni beginning to end. The
short extracts wve have gîven rire very in-
adeq-iate io show their excellence. At
least every Irishman shotild possess a copy
of a work that. tells so eloquently and
with such charmiing sweeîr.ess how gerter-
ously our forefathers enîbraced the Faith.

Some crities have accused Mr. De 'Vere
of being a littie too diffuse in his Legends,
and of occasionally inanifesting a decided
incongruity in the use of nietaphors. 'l'ne
enough these fauîts are sometimes notice-
able in the writings of our poet ; stili they

are only minor spots that iimpede but
imperceptibly the brilliancy of bis suni-
shine. When: dealing with great and
good men wlio have done, and are stili
doing, so much to raise up and hold aloft
the lovely standard of Christian excellence,
%ve must not subroit their works to a
99microscopic exan'ination." Even the
immortal Shakespeare, under stuch a
searcbing scrtîtiny, could neyer stand
unscathed. Whatever the ininor faults in
Mr. De Vere's I .egeiidý, they are more
than amply macle up) for by the wealth of
moral thoughit and lofty aspiration which
pervades bis every lie. Eus dignity of
conception places lîini upon a nîiountain
summiiit where everlasting sunshine reigns
and wvhere tbe mlajority of modern poets,
wveighied doivn as they are with worldly
cares, and bereft of tbe climbing-staff
called Faitlî, can hardly hiope to ascend.

As we began our paper with a brief but
charming extract fromn The Confession of
Saint Patrick, so let us close wvith another
passage, no less heautiful, taken fiuin the
saille source. Otir venlerable poet con-
cludes bis Legends witb these words con-
taining the last advice of Patrick to bis
dearly cberisbed Irish cbildren.

" Vrongs if bhey endure
In after years, witb ire or pardoning love
Sin-slaying bici thern crown the hecau that err'd
For breaci denieci let ibero give Sacranientb,
For darkness lighit, and for the Flouse of

Bondage
The glorious frevdoni of thc Sons or God:
This is iny last Confession ere I die."

lEveryone is well atware how faithfully
the loyal sons of Brin have follo-wed the
parting advice herein contained. F-or
centuries they suffered under the ierciless
Iash of persecuition but' still, even in the
rnidst of torture inost cruel, the cry once
uttered un Ca.lva.y's-- Cross, 'lFather for-
give thein for [bey know not what they
do," proclaimed that nation's charity.
Strikingly indeeîi bas bier Apostle's pre-
diction been veriied:
«4This nation or my love, a priestly bouse,
Ileside that Cross shalh stand, fate riin, like hirn
That stoti bebide Christ.-s Mother."

Enierald Hibernia bias been deprived
of lier ri.ghts as a nation, but in return she
offers ber oppressor the right to an uin-
ending participation in Godas eternal
g1.)ry.
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