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eity iunweariedily toiled to organizo,
strengthen and confiiri the f:itlfui
throughout the immense archdiocese,
which at lengtli haid to be subdivided,
and from 1847 ta 1864 Eishop McCloskey
filled the sec of Albany.

Ou the death of Archbishop Hughes
he was transferred ta New York. Witih
the wor'k vhich he luis accomplished
iere. all Catholics are alireadv farniliar.
Men of all creeds md classes hailedt with
plensure the tidings announcing that lie
had been raised to the dignity of Cardi-
nil Priest by the lamented lio Nono in
the consistory of Tuly 15. 1875.-ew
Yorl: Cathole Firesidc.

REFLEACTIONS ON NATURE!

From this cold eart let us %pring,
Fancy, on thy soaringewing,
And a novel antheme sine

l'h rougit the sky.
Leaving sin and strife below, '
Care and grief and earthly woe,
Pure as white tlake ofthe snow-

TeoIte ere.
Let Our 'hiymtn of praise resountd,
A I creation round and round,
'Till an echo it has iatud

There on1 higlh
WiLh Lhe eagle's stately flight,
Rising in his kingly nighLt
In te azure ont of sigtL-

beL isr vie

Far aliove tis dreary sod,
By frai) mortal ever trod,
Let our souls arise to God

And in praise,
Let us view the wonders grand,
Works of His Almighty Rand.
At whose sole and dread command

Worlds cati raiset
Sec yon sun in splendor brigit,
Source of never-failing light,
Liost the shades of distmal night

In its blaze;
Thus the clouds of sin inîist fly,
Wien through the eternal sky,
Justicls Sun appears on bigh,

ni Xis ray2

U1.
See yon stars that twinkie briglit,
In the aztre domieof night,
Shedditig forthL a mellow light

In eacli beai t
Sec yon orb tlaL slowly glides,
Wiere the evening clomTî divides-
All the planets now slle hides,

In her streami

Tihis of old did virtues shiiie,
Par tivay in Paiestinie,
'Till ani orb of rav Divine

Therc did Gleam;
And ils floods frot higli above,
Ligits of everlasting Love,
lit the son)is thnt epward siroe

As a diream

Wlit a drean for man to dreau
Ali ind changeil and all did seeir)
Neir, regenerate in tat ieam,-

On Lte East.
Orb that ligits our earthly ray,
li yûir grandest, purest ray,
You invite us then to pray-

As a priest t
Yon remind us of His might,
You remind us of lis light,
And the chains of darksomue niglit,

H e released
You are there to ever preach,
Yon are sent Io guide and teaci,
li your glowing, silent speech-

Gorgzeots Priest t

V.

W hen the evening<, shado ws roll,
As Lthe suint is iuight his goal,
Sec yon bow, fron pole to pole,

Beiiding there!
Seven hues are blending brigit,
Seven from each ray of light,
Seven imes tohumaetn stiht,

Is il fuir?
Thus the ray that cotes froin high-
Froi the mansions ofthe sky,
Fails upon the clouds btat lie

Oi our air;
In the prisom of the heart,
Decomtposed, Lthat ray vill part,
And in Se'en Gifts will start

tainbow there !

VI.

Sec yon streamn Lthat Ieaps alotig,
Singing to the woods its song,
BIetding now in curretit strone

'o the Sea,
Thus the tide of lire now flows-
NoLone inomen tof repose.
Rîashing Oniward to its close-

''o be free
First the streatm is liipid bright,
Fairly silvery Lo the sight,
Then iL blends into theight

0f te sn,
Thus eaci life day to day
Seets Lo ever roll away
Towards thy portais dim and gray

Eterilty 1

~Josst K. Fon.

Green Park, Aylmer, 1st Nov., 1880.


