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TIR l GIRA'T'EFU PENIT ENTi.

01h, h remi emI i bei .Iemil, the hated
sifui'l yearsï,

WhIen ai m'v acts, oh Christ--my Lor'd
Iret o'thy siile nie w spear's,

When otIer oli is were sorroliil l'or sins,
no t -o wvith mle,when oitIers belt a su pp liniit upraîiyer, Oh,

bord ! I bent no knliee.
Caun days like these brng pleasiog thoughts?

0) 1, il eiveii lzjid , Ilrhiid
1Wh r tien is ,ii recul i tiose yeais ? Oh ?

wyntleave themIl hkid .
"'Pis taw ith tose unhappy ays-days

eveir to be rued,
Fond ieimlory tresures upI One thouglit-

l elt of gratitude

Yes, Oh I 1iy soul, iuigrat'efl tLIoui, ifuiever
thioiu shI.oiuhîi't hVel i

Wilh love îîmîl tihnlils on that Iligh i iiiil
tliat wvrested tlIe froi hell,

'i'at broighiit tihee back to kinowe thy God, to
ble'ss im and to live

i n joy, iliecasing, holy jo', wiiii Ie alon C
cain give.

ris tiius, 1 thlen recill tiose days, whii Sillnk-
ini 'IeUth III cr nim,

I woildi t ave failenî, Lord, liadst 'ho inlot
rescun Ila e ii lie,

Aild saced Ie l'roii the ci'uisliiiig rail, aiud
iiisr'y of despair.

Anid waîtcliel ie wih a zealoius eye and
withi a parent care.

May imen'ry never fhil ie tien, buliit nay 1
eCr i e

Thy fatihtiful servant, Oh, iy Ood, wh o art
so kind to ic,

Maly 1, O h, Lord, IICi otîiers scofd', an 1it
miock anIl iiaigi lit i'hee,

Be ever zealons in 'liy cause, and thuns Thy
s;çeet face sec.

THE, LEIGEND OF THE LOUGL.

Here eglantine enbaliii'd the air,
ilHawthorn anl ia'zel minigled tiere
The prin rose pule and violet lower,
Fouind iii each clitT a iiarrowv boweu' r.

-Scott.

One hundred and fifty ycar's ago therc
was a pleasant, dcli a littleo h0 liec souti-
wN'est of the ol City of Cork uîpon the

lce. A pleasant stimny (ell, clothed
'witli sweet flowers, and studded with
statoly trecs; fuil of the melody of'
sinîging birds. ThîeCe was a weil in its
bosoil--a pure, crysItal, bubbling wcll-
of the !swectest water. Long ages bc-
fore the moilks of' St. Finni .Barr were
wvont to comle outý of' their nionastic
grotndis and teli their beads, .seated
artound thut sparklinîg well. The gato

of' h school-ground tein opened on the
iortlerni parit of the dell, and a shady

:ath w'outind fin it dowN' to thIe fouin-
ain; but now' Ite ionastery vas

destroyed, atnd the maoiks w'er no
loniger t be seun arouinld the w'ell ii
prayer, and darkl peial days frowned
upon the city. Still was the deil as

lbiigh tI as whein th vesper song was
sung. on the ineig ihoring cio' n cinince, and
tlie :iss was eclebtted in tlhe loly

uni iastery of' St. Piin iBu·r's monks.
'l'hie peasant woeni caine cyc ry day,

witi ticir brown jiigs, to get w'vater,
:pii oftei talkzed ovei the oppressions

sitting togethe u.o'ind the well; and
ofte pirycd theîre, too, for the spot wIas

conisidered ho10y, ind tlie spirits of the
mnonks weirc. suti 1>osed by the simiple
people to inger stili arotind tiat iplace,
wheri tih 10 sh tiiey ha id so liiy
Limes knolt in prayer.

At, last a bishop of' the nowie rolirion
selected (lie little vallcy for a maet spot
to bild a rcsidence, and English work-

mn ciiamtec aindimetsured the ground
and ihe lunîtdaition-stone was laid. Soon
the wîalls aros0e abov'e the surface. Quiick-
ly grew they in size and beauty; and
belore iaily weeks a stately edifice or'-

naimeited the souticrn part of the dell,
'Thein came paiinters and imen to eibel-
lish the interior of tIe naîsion, and
g1ar'dencr's to lay out and puît iii order
the ioglected beauity of' the griounds,
anid a carriagoe walk wias muade ; and
finlly, the bishop caime te reside tlere.

The bishtop had a daughteri a tall,
queenly, youing lady, very beautiful:
da'irc haired and dark eyed ; proud and

hiughty in huer muanner' t; highly talented,
unch admired; but not greatly loved,

except by one.
To this one site was all that was mild

and geitle; te all besides she was
alugh ty and prioud. Sie loved hin as
the iglit of the sun-as her own life-
more than father--more than heaven

itself.
As N'as their custom, the peasant

women still came every day to procureo
water from the weil. They we'e very
poor people, badly dressed, and tiey
had a habit of sitting together in little
knots at the brink. Their appearane
disploased the proud young lady anid
at her desire, her fatier comnanded
that nio mote persons should cone for


