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FAREWELL SISTER.

Farewell sister, thou art going
To a world so bright, se fair,

Wbere none but holy angels
Are ever singinig there.

Thon art going te a city,
Fur, fur from moitui sight,

Where the streainlets and the fountainu
Are ever clejar and bright.

The suni in ever sh;ning
In a bright and elondiesa.dey

The flowers are always hlooming,
And will neyer fade away.

lIn the iniçist of that glad city
la a throne of spotlese white,

'Round wvhich the happy angels
Ever hovcr with delight.

WVe know thy spirit fluttera,
And longsato take ise flight,

And ever live wvith Jesut;
lu a world ae pure and bright.

We feel sad that thon art going,
]But wve %vould not have thee stav

We hope again to ijnet theo
In a never-ending day.

THE HEATHEN AFRICAN MO-
THER AT IIER DAMGtTER'S

GRAV E.
BY MefS. SlGOURNEY.

Soins of the Pagan Africans visit the
burnal-places of their departed relatives,
with offeringa of food and drink.
Mothers have been knowvn, for a long
course of years. to bring, iu su agooy of
grief, this annuel oblation te their hii-
dr.nls graves.

"'DaUGHTZR, 1 bring thee food-
The nose-cake pure and white)

The cocoa with ita milkey blood,
Dates and pomegranatea bright,

The orange in its gold,
Pieab from the favourite tnee,

Nuts in their browu and huskey fold,
'Deareast, 1 spreud for tce.

"4Year afler year -I tread
Thus to thvy low retreat:

But now the snow-hairs miark my hend,
And ege enchains niy feet.

0, msny a change of woe
Hath dimm'd tliy spot of birth,

Since firat my gusinig lears did flow
O'er this thy bed of earth!

"Thore came a midnight cry,
Fismea froin our hamiet rose;

A race of pale-browed men were nigh;
They were our country's foes:

Thy wounded sire waa borne,
Bv tyrant force, awny;

Tlhv brothers from our cabin tomn,
ýVhile bathed iii blDod I lay.

"6 1 watch'd for their retura
Upon the roczky shore,

Till night's red planets ceaised to burn,
And the long raisn viere o' er;

Till seed. their Iand hud sown,
A ripened fruitage bore

The billows echo'd tn mny moan,
But they return'd no snor-ý.

<I'Yet thon art stumhoring deep
And te, my wildest cry,

WhCKI vex'd with agony 1 weep,
Dont render no reply.

Daughter ! my youthful pride
The-idol of rnv eye *

Whv didst thou i edve thy mother'. side.
Beneath these sanda to lie VI

LunLy o'er the hopeless grave,
Where her lost d arli ng slept,

Invoking gods that could not save,
That Pagaun inother wept.

O for some voice of power,
To soothe her bur3ting sigý~s

««There is a resurrection's hour,
Thy daughter'a doat shah rise."1

Christianu ! ye hear the cry
Frein Heathen Afric's strand:

Htaste ; lift isalvittion's batiner high
O'er that benightedi land.

With faith, that dlaims the skies,
Her misery control,

And plant the hope that neyer dieu
Deep in her tear*wet sont.


