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PEST liN CUNFLICT.

Asa tomn fIag fails flapping h)y the' inast,As a poor bird borne lielpless býy the blast,
Or wounded warrior w'hen the battie 's past,-
Mly soul 's aweary with the toilful strife:
Borne by tierce winds uponi the sea of life,Wounded and fallen while the danger 's rife;
8addened by failure, overcome with grief,
Peorin g the diin horizon for relief,
Whirled on bew'jldered as an autumn leaf.
Weird tlashing'c lightnings blur my feeble siglit,Deep thunders pealing fi11 me with afflighit,he darkness deepens deeper into nilit.
Woundedl I seek for bahn. to heal iny wound,Wei-riy I ci-y, -' 0whvlere ean i-est be found "-Wanderingr in wildering silence round and round.

Far in the distance dlii a gleain of Iighit
Falls, like a gloiv of glory, on mny siglît,
Swift soul-tlhrill treinors i11 'ne -with delighrlt;
The rnorningr star of hope arises high,
Soft murmnurs o? a restful peace are nigh,Fzi.ithi scans wvitlî searchincr paze a leaden sky.
Ood of the Storm, rny soul iniy rest in thcee
Calm niy disquiet, as on Galilee
Thy faintest whisper hushied the foaining sea.
«Not as the world " give thou tlîy peace to nie,
But on thy tranquil bosoni înay I be
Borne u)w'ard, onward through etern-Ity.
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