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Oh, yes! believe it brother,

Thy sister speaks to thee—
‘I'he grave claims but the casket,
Hor soul is with the free j-—
Freed from all carthly passions,

Freed from all grief and care,
An angel now in heaven,
Sho breathes untainted air.

Yet, dream not she forgets thee,
As, with the sinless throng,

She chants to heav'aly music,
The new immortal cong.

Down from the jewel’d bulwarks,
Of that blest world on high,

She looks on all thy actions,
With an angel-sister’s eye.

And, oh! if, from those mansions,
Sweet messengers of love,
Are sent to guide our footsteps,
And point our sduls above,—
How gladly her pure spirit
Flios from the portals bright,
To hover o'er thy pathway,
In sorrow’s gloomy night.

Tread softly, brother—softly,
An angel, near thee now,
Watches each wav’ring purpose,
Each shadew on thy brow ;
Notes well each noble struggle,
Each battle for the right,
Stirs up thy soul to duty,
And girds thee for the fight.

Ah! well may’st thou luok upward,
From the fading hopes of earth,
To that bright realm above thee,
‘Where endless joys have birth ;—
There, with that angel-sister,
"Tis thine to dwell for aye,
And join with her in praising
¢ The Light, the Truth, the Way.”
Montreal, November, 1853. Ebpra,



