
THE HARP.

Shedding a.glow olsucli mnild hue,
So warm, an)d yet so shadowy too,
As Miikces the very darkncess there
More beuitiful thaiin lighit elsewiere."

Teli labirs of Nano gle to-day ex-
cite our su-prise and admiration. li
work in the cause of education wiill
scarcely ba approciated unless wre re-
eall the peculiar circunistances in which
the Irish people woro placed. Catholic
cnancipation was not granted uitil the
i3th af April, 1S29. Prior to that great
reit, edication coulid only b par-

clsed by apostasy. The Irisli raca,
lovinig their Eiith beforc ail things, re-
jeeted this vile conditioin. The resuilt
wvas that the people grew up ignorant
of lopuuliir learning. Nano Naglo de-
livered thin out.of this houise of bond-
age by lier educational systein. What
was the aducation she taiglt ? It ivas
tie developmlent of all the faciilties of
tie nind-intallectual, effective and
imioral. The intellect recaived know-
ledge, the heart and will religion and
grace. Each faculty was polislied to
tie brilliancy of a gem. No moral
Friankenstein throw a dark shadow on
lier schools. For thirty years alid sle
devoted laorself to lier great task. At
length, wearied by lier burthen, she
laid down by the wayside of life, and
lier puro spirit winged its way to
heaven. Her cloak fell on worthy suc-
cessors; lier daughters have made lier
name co-extensive withi the world.

It may ha asked why was such a re-
volution created by ber teaching ? Why
did the Irish people grasp so easily the
truîthls she indicated? 'Tis true the
Irish nation nas plinged in the depths
of cnforced misery and ignorance, but
it still possessed, as its redening
virtue, a civilization that is repudiated
to-day-the civilization of priniple, of
unibcnding honor, aind inflexible in-
tegr'ity. Immortal civilization I How r
often hast thou been spat upon ; tly
noble brow crowncl with thorns; thy
gloriotis foirn scourged at the pillair,
crucified on Calvary, and finally laid in
flic tomb of ignominy; but, thank
GociI thou type of the Al niighty
Po-wer i aiiid the trembling of tyrants,
again and again lias thou cast off the
Cerements of the grave and flashed
forth in all the splendors of a magni
ficent resurrection 1

ler labors ware not exclisively con-
fined to education. She ministered to
the wants of old age ; the sick and the
hunger-strickon were soothed in their
distross. Noither the inclemen,y of
the veather, nor the lateness of the
hour, deterred lier from the path of
duty. Profanity and impurity fled at
her approach. Hoe fallen sister, how-
evar, roccived from lier sweet words of
consolation. Tho last hours of the
dying weîre clecred by lier tender and
liopeful expessions. No frightful
iialady, noa danger checked this Christ-
ian beroine in lier hiroi uertaking.

er rgligious life was, in belief, one
continuous act of' carity. Perchance
to mnany "n mute, inglorious " Dante
she was a Beatrica, whose vision lifted
his soul from the abyss of hell, along
the terraces of purgatory, aven unto the
jasper paneman ta of Paradise.

Finally, when we reflect on the time
in which she lived, the obstacles she en-
countarcd, and the greant results of lier
labors, it must be concaded that her
praises will forever be sounded in the
itany of Christian heroines.

Thus lived a Christian Ileroine. Oh I
may ber spirit inspire us ta follow in
the sane noble path of philanthropy;
may the undimmed glory of hier career
shine brigltly from aga to age, until
time shall b no more.

AROHBISIIOP VAUGHAN ON THE
IRISH FAMINE.

AT a meeting held iii Australia ta raise
money for the relief of the suffering in
Ireland, the Most Rev. Dr. Vauglian,
Archbislhop of Sydney, said:

We are aIll niade of the same paste--
human nature is much the sane all the
wold ovar. Sui being the case, it
crosses my mind that those thougits
which had the effect of urging me ta
double my subscription, miglit not be
without their influence with others, act
that, possibly, I might speak effectually
ta my resolution by simply, and with
all simplicity, bringing oit before you
as briefly as I can, what those thougits
were. The first image that prasented
itself before my mind in thinking of
Ireland was that of the great Daniel
O'Connall. Those two thoughts are in-


