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Sorrow and darkness from the grieved one Came whispering "Welcome tothy Savior's home!"Who ne er recalled the heart she gave the Son. Mystrength hi contest withman's haunting foe
'

Escaped from haunts where phantom doubts didToHim who them onCalvary met! owe:
Scare On that Tsaw f.hnirmflr-Timatin-no foiledOn thatIsaw their machinations foiled,Thy penitential spirit withthe glaqe Andhis name them of alltheir armor spoiled!

Offevers flame or guilt'sremembered fire HadIin girlhoodlearned its wand to wield,Thou than the favore dvotary of Desire Sooner had phantom foes been made to yield.
ArtHappier far,—and, glancing o'er the past,

•
The Lordiskind,but his judgments are severe,"Thotfseest whysorrow's stream flow'ddeep and fastItestified when made soling to bear4Jong thypathway, tillitsBwollen surge Then- elfintaunts withPain's more Proteanf angs ;

From clingingfriendsand life's new bloomingverge AndnowIsee those'long protracted pangsWrested thy feeble feet, and bore fromme Were but the strokes of his chastising rod,
Thy lovelyform toDeath's dark-heaving sea ! That love's last work whichbroughtme tomyGodl
Osolemn hour Iwhen we thystruggles watched, Hour blessed above all childhood's gayest cheer I/
And saw thee rise— tobe again o'ennatched Though than the midnightstorm to thee more drearBy the yet blackening deep, that wave on wave When vanished thelast glimmering of earth,
Of anguish poured across the yawning grave, ' And my wrecked body, forits second birth,
Dashmg thybosom withPain's bitter dregs, Was laid a willingtrophy of the tomb !
Tulthrice for thyrelease abrother begs Secure inBacred treasury of Earth's wombIiAnd thy lipsquiver inthe lingering Btrife When broke life "silver cord" withflutteringthroe,
For patience to endure slow-ebbing life 1 The "goldenbowl"poured out itsholy flow,
Tilltwice thou callest forthe numbered hours, AndDeath, with Sinand Hell, gazing appalled,
Andtwice the weary friend retiring cowers, Saw their frailprey forever disenthralled!

Secure inBacred treasury of Earth's womb t
When broke life "silver cord" withflutteringthroe,
The "goldenbowl'" poured out its holy flow,
AndDeath, with Sinand Hell, gazing appalled,
Saw their frailprey forever disenthralled 1

——- ..,..„„
i£D •"»>; .menu ißuimg uuwtjrn, oaw uaeir iraiiprey iorever aisentnraueaiAwed or affrighted at the dread suspense . Irose withsmile and rapture's silent gazeWhile thyhalf perished form dies sense by sense? Through parting darkness to the rushing blaze—What, sister, was thystrength, that one so frail Ofholiness and glory,which the Conqueror shed

Could bear the pressure of Death's bony mail E'en on the relics of the trusting dead !
Tillthe last figment of thyhelpless form Era of being!when from guarded path
Lay a crushed rose beneath afrozen storm ? Isaw at once the goodness and the wrath \Mylove tothose whowatched mycloggedjbreath Of Him, the Crucified, whose distant nod
Forbore to yield the victory to Death,
Andthe effulgence of mymother's eye,
Sleepless and tear-dewed, bade me calmly dieI_ Their meeting the grave's terrorIforesaw,
Andsought to pluck some vermon fromits jaw;
When myguiltroße a highand hideous Shade,
Idrew the Spirit's sword, and its white blade
Drove the black spectre, with the leagued crew
Of recollected deeds, whose crimson hue

Droveback, from where myguardian angels trod,
Pursuing demons, legions of hard-hearted proud,
Who faithless were c'en by his cross and vacant

shroud I
But thou these songs nor lyreß canstever hear
TillEarth has ceased her chant inthy dullear;
Till,like thy sister, thou thyprison break
As'neath Death's strokes its frailfoundations quake
Of myeternal years one hour outweighs

Gleamed on Death's helmet and his arrows' points The happiness of time's delusive years,Tillmyprayer struck them fromhis clankingjoints.And thou, fondbrother, inthy happiesc trance
When less substantial forms, in dim array, Ne'er felt the swelling joymy spirit'sglance
From farthest hell came screaming on the spray Alonglight'soutmost verge confers on me,
Of whelming waters, hurlingdoubts afid fears, When bid itsrays to guard—or shed on thee I
Threatening due woes tromJustice's barbed spears Go, then, to serve and to enjoy that One
Igraiped the

"
shield of faith" andquenched their Who wills that you throughlife shall walk alone,

darts, Bearing and doing allin hope of heaven,
Asborne through waves beyond infernalarts 1 Tillpurity and peace to thee be given,

—
While on mybosom like amountain lay Tillfriends and wretched foes need thee no more,
Corruption's hand, making a nightof day, Then* wants and ways topray foror deplore I
AndFriendship's every voice to me was stilled, Let parent, brother, allthe livingbe
Arrested by deaf ears that hand had chilled: Happier and better for thyloss of meI
While my tongue faltered flphfamiliarnames, Thy Heaven and love derived be richer far
Struggling to whisper yetlove's quenchlessfiames; Then when on lifeIshone, a clouded BtarI
While feelingGrief's last pressure onmy cheek, 'Tisbut a moment and thygrief is past,

—
Andmy wrung heart could findno tears toweep; Uncounted ages through thy joyshalllast ;
Hope rushed along the nightin Promise's car, To-day, Immanuel, angels, God, and heaven are

on the winged lightof Bethlehem's star, mine 1
*

Parting the dark on Separation's ocean To-morrow,
—

penitence andlove obeyed,
—

these all
Andmarked mypath alongitshushed commotion! are thine 1 T.E. S.
Then pasting angels frommyFather's dome Amherst, March, 1840.

The subject of the above poem had a feeble childhood. Being an only-
daughter and her parents having removed from Cambridge to the seclusion of
'the country while she was yet young, she became very fond ofmingling inthe
gambols of her brothers ; this sustained her health until the age of ten, after
which she was afflicted withmorbidillness much of the time until severe watch-
ing, exposure, and toilby the bed of a sick friend, induced the acute disease
which terminated her life at the age of twenty-five,March 27, 1839. She was
ever fond of her books, but feebleness' and, during two or three of life's best
years, a partial blindness prevented systematic study. So ardently did she
desire the privileges of our improved academies, that she jeopardized her life
inprocuring means after her father's were exhausted, and inprosecuting her
studies at Shelburne Falls. She was ever fond ofhistoric and religious works,


