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42 ATTERDIX K. .

Borrow and darkness from the grioved one Crme tieg “"Walecme tothy Bavior's home!™
Who ne'er recalled the hesrt ghe pave the Son. My strengih n contest with man' } ing foa
Eecaped from hauntawhere phantom donbis 4id "o Him who them on Colvary met Towe;

WCATE L On that T saw their machinations foiled,
Thy penitential apirit with the glagg ‘And his nome them of all theit armor spoiled
Of favier's flams or guilt's remembered fira Bad I in gitthood learned Its wand to wield,
Thmi than the favored votary of Dasira Hooner had phanton foes betm mude to Fisid
Art, happier far—and, glanelng o'er the past, ¢ Thé Lord Iskind, but his judgments e severa,”

Thowseest why sorrovw’s dtream Aow'd deep and fast I testlfivd when mede pa long to hear

Along t!aympnthgmy. 4l it swrallen surga Their €lfin toants with Paln’a mere Proteanfangs ;
From clinging friendsnnd life's new blosining verge And nov I see those Lony pretrocted pongs
Wreated thy feeblo feet, and bove from me era but the sirakes of ‘gls chrstising rod,

Thy lovely form to Death's dark-heavlng ses ! at lavo's lnst work svhich brotght me to oy Gedl
Q golemn hour ! whon we thy strmggles watched, Honr blessed ebove all childhoods goyest cheer | 2
And zaw theo rise—t6 be again o'ermatehed Though than thamigoight storm to thes more drear

By the yet blackeniog deep, that wave on wave VWhan venished tha Iast glimmering of earth,
Cf augnish ponred across the yawning grave, - And my wrecked body, for ila second birth,
Dashing thy bosem with Pain'a Litter dregs, Woa lard o willing frophy of the tomb !

™ thrice for thy release a brother begs Secure In psered tremnry of Earth's womb(
rAnd thy Lps quiver in the Hngering strifo When broke lifa “silver cord” with fluttering throa,
For patience to endnre slow-cbhing Life | Tha “golden bewl" poored out ite holy Auw,

Till telcathion callest for the numbered houra,  And Deatl, with 8 end Heil, gazing appalled,
And twiee tho weary frlend retiring cowers, Baw their frail prey forever disenthrallad)

Awed or affrighted at the dread sagpente . I ross with gmile smd rapiure’s sllent gaze

‘While thy half perished form dfes sense by sense¢ Throogh parting darknesa to the rmehing blaze
—What, igter, wuu thy etrength, thak oné po frall OFf holiners and glory, which the Conqueror shed
Conld bear the proseure of Death’s booy mafl  E'en on the relics of the trusting dead )

Till the ast figment of thy helpless form FErs of Being ! when from guarded path

I.n]a{y & crushed rose beneath s frozen storm 7 I sarw ut cnee the poodiness and the wrath ~
¥ love to those who watehed wy clogged;breath Of Him, the Crucitied, whose distunt nod

Forbore to yigld the victory to Death, Drove back, from wheve my guardion wnpels trod,

Aud the effalgence of my mother's eye, FPursuing demons, leghonz of hard-hearted pround,

Sleaplesn and foar-dewed, bade me ealmly dinl  Whao fafthlens wera e’an by his cross and voennt

Thelr meeting the grave's terror I forceaw, shrond!

" And eanght to plack some vermon from ife jaw: But thou these romgs nar I¥res censtever hear

When r:::g guilt rose a high and hideous Shiade,  'Tili Enrtbk has ceased her chant in thy dull ear ;

T drew the Spirit’s sward, and ite white blade Till, like thy sister, fhou thy prison break

Drove the block spactrs, with the leagted crew  As'neath Doath'astrokes ite Irail foundutions quake

Of recollected deeds, whose crimeon hue -~ Of my uternal years one hour ontweighs

Gleamed on Death’s helmet and his srrows' pomts The Eoppiness of time's delusive yoars,

Tillmy prayer ptrack them from hikelanking joints, And fhou, fond brother, in tby happluge irenes

When ess subatantinl forms, in dim erray, Neter felt the ewelllng joy my epirit's glance

From farthest bell came screnming on the spray  Along light's ontmost veige confer on me,

Of whelming waterg, huling doubts aid fears,  When bid fta rays to guard-—or shed on thee |

‘Phreatening doo woes irom Justics's barbod spears Gro, then, to gerve and to joy that One

X grasped the * ghicld of faith" and quenched their Who wills that yon throngh lifo shall walk aloze,
dartg, Bearing and doing all in hope of heaven,

As horne thrangh wavea beyond $nformel artal  Till purity srd peaca 1o thes be given,—

While on my bosem like a roonntain I:aiy Till friends and wretched foes need thee no more,
Camg;iou's hand, making a night of day, Theq wants sad wayn o pray for of deplore |
And Frigndship's every voice tg me was gtilled, Lot parant, brother, ail the living be .

Atrested by deaf ears that d had chilled : Happler sud Detter for thy Joss of me!

‘While my tongue faliered (i familiargames, ‘Thy Heaven sné love derlved be Hcher far
Strogpling to whispEr yet lave's quenchlesafismes; Then when on lifa 1 shone, & clouded starl

‘While feeling 3rie?'n Iast prepanre on my echeek, 'Pis bots mament ond thy grief is past,—

And my wrung heart rocld find no tesrs foweep; Unconnted agea through thy joy shall last ;

Hope roshed along the night In Promise's car,  To-day, Inmannel, apgels, God, and beaven are

»Borna on the winged light of Bethlehem's star, mine! *
Parting the dark on Separation’s auean To-morrow,—ponit andlove obeyed.~theus ell
And marked my path along its huphied commotion ! ura thine ! T, E. 8.
Then pasting angels from mny Father's dome Amherat, Mareh, T84,

Tee subject of the above poem had » feeble childhood. Being an only
daughter snd her parents having removed from Cambridge to the seclysion of
‘the country while she was yet young, she becamre very fond of mingling in the
ganmbols of her brothers; this sustained her health until the age of ten, after
which she was afflicted with morbid illness much of the time uatil scvere watch-
ing, exposure, and toil by the bed of a sick friend, indneed the acate disense
which terminated her Iife at. the age of twenty-five, March 27, 1839. She was
ever fond of her books, but feeblepess and, during two or three of life’s best
years, & partial blindness prevented systematic study. BSo ardenily did she
desire the privileges of oar improved gcademies, that she jeopardized her life
in procuring means after her father’s were exhamsted, and in prosecuting her
studtes at Shelbinne Falls. She was ever fond of historie and religious works,
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