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And false the light on glory's ilunme
As fading hues of even ;
And love and hope and beauty's blooni,
Are blossoms gaithcred froim (lie iomb,
There's iotliiing bright but lHeaven I
Poor wanderers of a storiv day 1
Fron wave to wave we're driven;
And fancy's flush, and reason's ray,
Serve but to ligit the troubled way,
There's nothing calin but Heaven 1

Hlaving chosen ber mode of life, she
entered zealously into all its duties.
The education of the poor was lier
dearest wish. To gatiier their little
children together, to instict them, and
to watch the budding of their intel-
lectual growth, became hcer daily avoca-
tion. The anger and interference of
friends, and the threats of a hosGle gov-
errnent, did not deter ber fron this
great work. To the accomplishment
of her Christian uidertaking she de-
voted her brilliant intellect, lier physical
energy, and her great vealth.

Let us pause again to admire this
Jieroine's niflinching Yeal for the educa-
tion of the poor and lowly. She first
establisbed and endowed the .Ursuline
Order ii Ireland. Finding that the
crying wnit of ber country still re-
3nained, she, in the year 1776, in honor
of the Presentation of the Saviour in
the Temple, founded the Presentation
Order, the objectof which is to educate
the poor. She consecrated herself and
her disciples to the noblest of all the
works cf charity. Nobly have ber
daughters perforined their task, Start-
ing in the obscurity of a siall city of
îeland, the Presentation Nun lias be-

cone known wherever the language of
inan is heard. Her very naime is
synonynious with charity. Oh, charity I
friend of the fatherless, conforter of
the afflicted 1 On thy starry brow is
stamp'ed the sigi-manual of the Onai-
potent; on thy cheek is the smile of
leaveiin ; in thy hand is the balsam of
life. Child of Christianityl in the
quivering light that gleams in thy
glowing features are seen the eniblens
of Peace, Joy and Hope i Thy soften-
ing and refining influence is divinely
sweeter on the great ocean of life, as it
cbbs and flows and beats upon the
shores of time, than the silvery notés of
music whieh, rippling o'er the moan-
liglit waves, ravish the doliglted soul

of man. Angolic Chîarity 1 What plea.
sant imcimories dost thou not bring w'ith
thec i Wlat delicato flowers dost thou
not plant in our hearts ! Wiiat poiems,
filled with jeweled thoughts, dosL thou
not whisper ii ou ears! Alas I hiow
cmi I do thee justice? To speak of thee
I should possess the toigue of a serapi !
To paint thy beauties, m1iy pencils
slouid b tipped w'ith the ulnfading
h ues of Heaven i

The character of Nano Nagie ex-
plains the wonderfiil success that at-
tended lier effoits. Aiong bei noble
quialities she 1 0$sessel a 1perseveianee
uinexamiiple(i, and an eitluîsiasmn uincoi-
querable, a humility and self-denial
equalled by flew. The lighit of wisdoi
dawnied upon lier path and every oi-
stacle vas overcone. The pen of the
poet, aloie cau truly depict lier traits
of charnctar. lI ier ve behoid-

A colintenlance in wh ich iid mîîeet
Sweet records, promnises ais sweet;
The reason firii, the temperate vill
End urance, foresight, strength ani skill;
A perfect, wonian, nobly planned
Te varin, te coinfort, and command;
And yet a spirit, still and brigit,
Witi somilethinig of an gel hight."

Hor eharacter seeis to have been ini-
herited: by lier daughters. Who lias
nîot observed the unspeakable charmn of
their nanin'r ? -Who lias not contrast-
ed the cares and anxieties of the people
of the world with the caimnioss and
sweetnîess of the îînun ? fer preseice
is suilight; lier absence gloomn1; wvhenl
she speaks the buds of refinîed sentiment
sprinîg foitli and blossoni in our hemiart;
as she ideparts fromt our sight, a twiliglit
of noble aspirations ligeis round, and
kcisses, witih its golden lips, the hills
anid valleys of our souîls. Deilited
with the good, the truc, and the beaulti-
fulI, wC ecelaimu:

Oh, what a pure and sicred thinIg
Is beaitv curtainîed froin the sight
Of tie gross world, illumiiining
One only miansion with lier igiht
Unseen by man's disturbing ve,
The flower that bloons beneath tue sea,
Too deep for sunbeais, doth not lie
lid in more chaste obscurity.

A soul, too, iore than lialf divine,
Whlere, throighi semie shades of eartihly

Religion a softened glances hine,
Likeê figlit tirouglh suinmuer foliage steal-

ni..


