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PIR ROSE OF WARN

A GERUMAN LGN

Jli a beautifuli Swiss Valley
Si oelo a coister, Iong a o,

B t tha tfll musicaÍ

TIHE HARP.

N.

Wiiderel downtom Atpine snow
Round itus w'alls a gaîrde'n grew'
With i pasthi ws winding tihrongh
Holy brothers dl ut there, p'raying t

uîsinîg, giiding, hea'ts ip-siayin

.And theiiv tell les thiit whenever
The cold-iaided 'conîqueror Deati

Called a brothier's sfpirit never
Failed this tokei ot last breaîtl-

At the midniiht ciil to p) rayer,
On the fited 'bi'otier's ciair
Lave a snowv-wiiite Rose of Warning
He inust die at break ot' iorniing.

In his cell, then, uncompiflaining,
He awaited his Iast honr,

Gazing still, while li'e N'as waning,
Prayerful, on the warning flower

Hiung upon the sacred wood,
As once He whoiese gracious blood
Froin His pierced heart fitow' forever 1
Love*s divine, unfailing river.

Once, alas t the Roseof Wariuiing
Chose a youth 'Twasg hard to die

When uipon the w'orld lite's morning
Had just openîed her youîng eye.

Bastily and stealhily,
Ere the others enter, lie
Laid the fßower to warn another-
An old, weary, wvaiting brother.

But upon the earlîy morrew
0 er the iowiv cioister wvaill

Rose a long toli wail of sorrow
There were two for burial t

The old man, in happy rest,
With his hands upon his breast;
But the youth, all pale, distorted
Who could guess how he departed ?
And the Roseupon its bosom

Wore a fearful stain of blood t
Never more the snow-white blossom

Warned the sorrowing brotherhood.
'Vainly they, at inidnight bell,
Watcfied for that sad miracle;
For with blood was it polluted,
And for service pure unsuited

And the brothers, broken-hear ted,
Died in sorroiv, one by onei

And the cloister stood deserted
And decaying, till the sun

Could not find it.-Tliere, they say,
Grow white roses to thisday;
But sa tain of blood weaves tiîrough thern,
For the murder-curse clings to them.

NO PLACE LiKE.HOME,

iN the wste' o [Cimid, some foincy
years ago, the sp'ii-'it ot migri'tîioi In ade
rapid ltids nmong the bol oird Or of
the lower class, owin.ig to the (tIse pros-
pects hlîod out to themii by tho.se speou-
lating adventurers who had no Cnre how
many families they iivolved in inpro-
vidid tihei r i iseries paved tiho roed for
their own advancenment. Among the
iinmber who lent a1 willinig n'ar to thcir
machiiations was Denis CosteIIo. .Now
Denis was n partiuarly great man in
the pn·t of the cointry ho inhabited,
beinlig proprietor ot a sml i rm of
seventeon or cighteei noies, which aid
been hinded down, with a coisidoirable
profit-ieit, fronihthr to soin, befoie
the memo'y of the "oldost inhabitnt
Of' the villahge. le geneilly drove ha:lf
a score Of wfotihers, and, at tinei n tht
cow, to Ihe fiair' of a neighbouring town,
vhici was distant about fonir miiles, and

never sat down to a ivose dlinnoir than
bncon of his own saevi ng, and a silloking
dish Of thit-dîteh cabbages. Owing to
these and other prudent considerations,
the priest Of' the pa'ish generaly fveor-
ed the mansion 'of the luîîcky Denis by
]holding frquen t stations threin, and
mnde it n point to bi'eakfast with him
every Suindity afic aving hIeld mass
in the little chapel,.whiich, fortunately,
iny at but a short distance. Denis hid,
hewoevcr, a very considerable source Of
profit in, his trade, wihich was that of
car't; plow and harrow makiee' lirally
to the nobility and gentry of J3allyboo-
leghan ; se that, aitogether lie considri'cd
himsilf, and probaby was, as indepenî-
dont a man as the squire who whiipped
his fonî bays every Siinday to the pax'ish
chuich.

At the early age of seventeen, aecord-
ing te the usual custom of ii-ish
peasants, he had married a neighbor's
daughter stili youînger than hinself,
and the pride of the.village for beauty,
fortune and accomplishments; in fact,
no marriiage in high life was ever talked
over more than that et Denis Costeillo
with Nancy O'Neill. The elders of the
village met in solemn conclave, generally
two oi three times a week; at some ap-
peinted place, and, oting thecel-fol
master in the chair, ai'gued lthe peint


