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SURGESTED ON READING " LNES BY PEASOLU5,ý" IN NOV1EMBER
NUDER 0F TIuE " DAPLE LEF.

Oh1, yes ! believe it brother,
TIhy sister speaks to thee-

l'le grave dlaims but the casket,
fler seul is with the frec ;-

I"reed from al] carthly passions,
Freed fromn ail grief and care,

An angel rloW in heaven,
Site breathes untaintcd air.

Yet, dreain not site forgets thee,
Ae, with the sinlese throng,

She chants to heoavltily nmusic,
The new imnhortal Eang.

Duu'n frorn thejewel'd bulwarks,
0f t.hat blest world on higb,

She looks on ai thy actions,
With an angcl.sister's eyc.

And, oh! if, froni thoso mansions,
Swcct niessengers of love,

Arc sent to guide our footstept;,
And point our schils abuve,-

How gladly her pure spirit
Flics from; tho portais bright,

'lo huver o'er thy pathway,
In sorrow's gloorny night.

Tread softly, brother-softly,
An ange], near thee noiv,

Watches each wvav'ring purpose,
Bach shadow on thy brow ;

Notcs well each noble struggie,
Bach battle for the ri9 kt,

Stirs up thy soul to duty,
And girds thea for the fighit.

Ah! well may'sat thou luok upward,
Froni the fading hopes of earth,

To that bright resur abovo thee,
Whero eridless joys bave birth ;

There, with that aligel-sister,
'Tis tîiine to dwell for aye,

And join with. her in praising
1The Light, the Truth, the Way."1
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