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TfIE SURRENDER.

DY PHRCRF~ CARY.

Ho, to, whom 1 gave affection,
Must have princo!v mien and guise;

If devotion lay below nie"
1 would stoop not for the prize.

Bend doivn to xne very kindly,
But bond alvays fromn above;

1 would scorn wvhere I could pity,
I must honor wlhic I love.

Had you corne as other loyers,
WVith your praisos low and sweot;

Had you wooed in the old phrases,
Sitting huxnbly at my foot;

How xmy hocart, hac beon iinféttered,
And its thoughit soarod frce an(l high

As tflic bird that boats at morning
On the gateway of tle sky.

But you wore your perfect manhood,
.Ani you kopt your place of pride;

You liad soft words ns a lover,
And truc words as friend and guide.

So in you my fate bas met me,
I have yielded, as I must;

I have given up aIl the troasuros
0f a lifotimo to your trust.

For my heart is i your ko-eping-
Holploss but for you I stand!1

Wo, for mie!l if you could hold it
WVith a light or careless hand 1

But I have no room for doubting,-
Life's surrender is complote!1

Fearlessly I take niy future,
And lay it at your feet 1

FUNERAL C.

Tr local customs obscrved at fun'r-
ais, like those of niarriage, of wliiclh.wte
have already spoken, are also greatly
rnodified by climate, race, rcligious
opinions, and civilivation; and wilI ever
be deeomcd an intercsting siu1ject of in-
vestigation, since in ail countries thecir
observance affords to survivors a last
opportunity of tcstifying thecir affection
and respect for the belovecl friends of
whom the band of death bas deprivc.d
t'hem.

There is something wlldly mournful
in the ceremonials which arc ritill k'cpt

EMOQUMINT SILENCE.

DY CUPîn.

There's a language that.s mute, thcre's a
silence that speaklhs

There's a something that cannot be
told;

There are %vords that, can only be rcad
on the cheeks.

And thoughits but the eyos can unfold,
There's a look so expressive, so timid, so

k-ind,
So conscious, so quick to impart;

Though dumb, in an instant it speaks out
the mind,

And strikzes iii an instant the hecart.

This cloquent silence, this converse of

In vain- we attenhlt to suppress:
More prompt it appears fromi the wvish of

control,
More al)t th(- fond truth. to express.

And oh! the deliglit on the foatures that
shine)

The raptures the bosoin that mneit;
Whcni blest with each othier, this converse

Is înutually s 1>oici and feît.

MAaKs or CriHAAcTE.-TlhC man cvcrv-
body likos is generally a fool. The man
nobody likes is gunerally a knavo. The
Ma11 %;ho has friends who would die for
hlm, arxd focs ivhio would like to sec him,
broilcd alive-, is usually a man of some
worth and force.

E RFE M 0ON I ES.

up hy mnany of the niegro tribcs in Central
Africa. Whien the hcad of onie of thoir
families bas breatbied bis last, bis more
distant relattivc.- are sunmonod to wail
over luim ]ýy tlhe loud cries of a fémnalc
who gosabout for this, purpose, tearing
her Ixair, wvhilst the body is washoed witti
oils and wrapped in straw mats; and
cotton clotis ready for interment, after
which the différent, relatives assemble
roundl if. Tist frionds continue thcir
audible lamentations ovor the dcoascd
îxntil the rollowing day, when amidst
the beating of drums and violent shrieks
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