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Killarney's Secret,

In tho abboy of St. Josoph,
By tho gently-flowing Lee,
‘Thoro a pricst of tried dovotion
This truo story told to mo.

“Oun tho bank of famed Killaruey,
Whero it trends towards tho wost,
Stands a mountain clad with vordure,

‘Towering high above tho rest.
In its bosom lios a grotto,
Which 1t guards with jealous care,
And God's augels watch tho treasuro
That is hid forever thoro.

Many years havo long passed over,
Sinco ono glorious Christinas night

By our Saviour's apocial favor,
I beheld that wondrous sight.

In my youth I read n legend,
Written by a mounk of yore,

That tho sacred crib of Bethlchen
Had boen borno to Erin's shore.

Prayed I then with faith unceasing
Ero my course below was run,
Ere the soul had lefi tho body,
Ero tho work of life was doae,
That I might beliold this treasure,
That J yet might kiss the wood,
Where was laid the new-born Saviour
Over whom Our Lady stood.

On that eve already vested,
Standing by tho altar tall,
Suddeniy a sound of music
On my listening ear did fall.
Nearer, nearer camo tho singing,
Swecter voices filled the air,
And before mny oycs of wonder
Pausod an angel bright and fair.

*Como 1wy child! your prayer is auswered,
You shall seo tho hallowed spot.

Tis your faith has gained this triumph.
You shall kiss tho sacred cot.

Come my child,’ and in a twinkling
Scarce an instant flattered by—

Gazced I on the grandest vision
Ever scen by haman eye.

Rank on rank of gleaming spirits,
Bowing low before that shrine,
Somo arrayed in golden lustre,
Never brought from depths of mine.
In their bands swung jowelled censens,
Heavenward roso the incense smoke,
Whilo the sound of harp and psalter
All the grotto’s echoes woke.

And the bymn was joyons sounding,
Breathing peaco to all on carth.
First "twas hoard in Bothl'hem's valley
Sigual of tho Saviour's birth.
Saw I thea those scenes repeated.
Saw I wandering shepherds stand.
Saw I kings in adoration
From the far off castern land.

Rat no tonguo may tell tho splondor.
Human eye cun neo'er conceivo
All tho love and joy that filled mo
On that blessed Christmes ove.
Enough my child! my hopo was granted
I havoe viewed tho hallowed spot,
I have soen tho Virgin Mother,
X havo kissed tho sacred cot.

Bat tho glory of that grotto
E’en tho mount may not contain,

Flows its beauty down the valley,
Lingerd it on hill and plain.

This tho sezrot of Killarnoy,
Heavenly beauty's carthly home,

Thero the crib rcm‘aius forever,
From it ne'er again will roam."

Such tho story that was told me
By tho sido of azure Lcee,

Where it wimples near tho abbey
On its journoy towards the aca.

W. E. Harr.
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The First Snowflakes.

Flutt'ring from the lap of Heaven
Down upon the dreary carth

By tho breath of angels driven
Shower buds of airy birth.

Seo them falling ! softly beating,
Sailing on theixr petals spread,

Rissing hill and dalo in greoting,
Paunsing, bird-like, overhoad.

When the summer-blossoms wither,
Loaving carth so drear and bold,

Como these winter flowers hither
TWhich with joy we now behold.

Uplands, valleys bloom in whitencss,
And 3o trees which lately mourned

For their garb of autumn brightness
Aro with fairer robes adorned.

Lovely snowflakes! yo a double
Aission scem to beroe fulfil,

And a blessoed balm in troudle
1s tholesson yo instill.

BISTINE MADONNA—RarnareL.

He, whose wisdon hath secu fitting
To inflict a gricf or pain

Nc'er His Providenceo omitting
Makes what sccmns our loss a gain.

—Rosk Ferausox.
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An Inyitation-

Come with e into the mystery
Of Nature'’s shadow and sound

Whero the heart of tho past and the dreams of to-dny
Make holy each rood of ground

Where tho spoils of tho years that havo fled
Aro hexp'd on altars of pain

And the tears that were shed on cach pillow of grief
Aro turned to glorics and gain.

Come with mo into the mystery

Of Nature's infinite plan

With its flower and fruit in heaven above
And its root in tho heart of man

Where tho latent powers of things that arc
Tako form and shape divine

And tho water of lifo at the wedding feast
Is turncd to red, red wine.

Como with mo into the mystery
Of infinite lovc and care

Whero the plancts wheel thro™ the grooves of time
And tho swallows fade in the air

There tho thonghts that wo utfer

Seck homo and rest

In tho bosom of God
With tho Infinito Blest,
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—Taoxas O'Hagax.



