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Deep waon her sorrow for her naughty son, and many were
her counsels to bring his footstep buck, butall in vain. e
not only scandalized the world by Lis fulse nisrepresenta—
tions of her sncred character, Lut be even entered into her
hohest tanctuary, sud durkencd with dishonour its virgin
bri shtness.  Religion, for years uniold, hud myriads of snow-
clad veswnls who followed consiantly in her train, aad who
‘istened loviugly fo hier cauverse sweet. Onc of these did
tha teaitor woo from her urbiour of peace—one of these did he
perjure in her first vows—one of these did he wed withe
heurt, not of love, but of passion datk and withering ns the
red Simoom. O whou wise ad white=haired tlans! hadst
thou a vision of thy shield's sin, not 1o be revealed, on that
eveaing of glee when sining nwmidst thy son’s congratulaions,
thou wert an ominous form that would not joia the cheer,

VI
Ruin was the faiso boy's dower. lle doffed his suit, and
formed o fell army sguinst his watress, piercing her, all heart-
less, in every part, and rejoicing av every groan which their
iissiles caused. He was lauded by the world's wicke:d ones,
and raised to eminence, uneniiable eminence like Lucifer's
by the wild, reckless passions of revolutionary lovers. He
Lecame, full soon, a shameless Blasphewer, taughty and
ovorbearing, and at last, like all who love niot the true path,
died, nged and unrepsnting—a curse to his land and to the
world, Ye who would lesrn his name! I have given it you
—loo’x and discover.
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ALL SAINTS.

¢ These are ihey which came out of great tritulation.”

What more befits the church’s name
Thau to uphold the saintly fame

Of thoso_who, in the Saviour's might,
Fougit for his sake the Christian fight 2

Through perils they, and toi! ard strife,
Held {ast the way, the truth, the e,
Weigh'd heavenly gnin with carthly loss,
and chose and bose their Saviour's cross

Taught by thy cbureh, be ours, O God,
To tread the path thy servams nod;
Oursglves wich thine elece acquainr,
Aud love thu master in the saict.

ANl blesaing, hooor,-plory. poer,

'I:o thee, whoi al! thy smnes adore,
‘Thy church ou carth, thy heaveuly host,
Thee, Father, Son, ond tioly Ghost.

* Bisuor Mast.
———aes
HYMN OF THE HOLY CROsS.
BY TNE ATTHOR OF
“ Following Jesur; and other Porma.”

—

Hely sign of our ealvation,
Bicstin Jesus sacred ngme;

Take no more ignotde s'ation.
Rizo, with glory und with fume ;

Tell tho eurti’s remotest na'ion,
By the Cross redewmnystion cun:e.

Holy cross ? the drend emotinu
Of the stuner’s heart alluy.
As the mornyg star of ocean
Guides the senmen when ts'rav,
Lev thy light, nnd hife’s eommouvn,
Show the safe, celestial way.

Holy Croes ? thy worth confessiag,
We the Lamb of God adore ?
Be to us the geal of Llessing,
As toall tho saints of yore .
Next our soul, when fors are pressing,
Aid us that we sin no more.
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THE MEMOIRS OF MISS NANO NAGLE.
BY TIIE REV. DOMINICK MURPHY. ’

We have read, with much pleasure, this inte-
resting memoir. To those acquainted with the
attainments of the Rev. author, more particularly
with the admirable articles which, from time to
time, have appeared from his pen in the Dublin
Review, it is unnecessary to point out the literary
merits of the work to which we now direet atten-
tion. In criticising the writings of a respected
fellow-citizen, we feel ourselves, s it were, speak-
ing in his presence, and, thereflore, ordinary deli-
cacy will prevent us dwelling on the excellencies
of crrangement and siyle which struck us in the
perusal of these memoirs. Associations and fami-
ly traditions of the dearest and tenderest nature,
would throw an inteiest over the biography of Miss
Nagle, no matter how poorly wrilien, or how un-
varied the details. How many are there in this
city, nay, in Ireland, that bless the memory of that
noble and saintly lady ; for to her are they in-
debted for the first introduction into this eountry,
of that system of religious education, which has
spread amongst the Catholic community so much
of domestic happiness. How many families are
there who preserve and cherish the tradition of the
services rendered them by Nano Nagle. To these,
and they are numerous, the present memoirs, how-
ever executed, would be interesting. But the life
of a religious lady, who endecavours to work out
her high, yet toilsome vocation in retirement and
almost secrecy, would seem to present nothing
attractive to the general reader.

ln the present day, when literary novelty and
excitement are necessary to still the almost palled
appetite for reading, the success with the pblic of
a work like this, depends wholly on the manner
in which it is executed, and the dexterity and
judgment with which matters of general interest
are interwoven with the main subject. In this the
1 Rev. author has admirably succeeded. Nothing
rcould be more ably executed than his account of




