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I longed for rest, prayéd life7 might yield
Soft joy 'and dear delight;

You urged me to the battlefield
And flung me in the fight

-We twa part'conPany to-day,
Naw, ere my strengtb bie sPent,

Iopen wide my doors, and say,
"Begone, thon Discantent 1,"

Then something strang ind sweet and fair

Rose up and made reply:

"Wbo gave YOU the desire ta <lare
And do thse right? 'Twas IV'

The coward soul craves plamnt thingu,

Soft jays and dear deliglts-"

I scourged yaos tili you spread yaur wings

And soared to nobler beigbts.

you know me but imperfectly-
My surnaine is Divine;

God's own right baud did priso nme
Witbin this soui of thine,

Lest thon, forgetting work and strif e,

By. buman loningu prest,

Sbouldst miss the grandest tbings Of 11fe,

its batties aud unreat.

A s~ongrelgious faith and hope Show theni,

selves in her work, oal u"h oie,

siTliankfulness PO "The King's Gift," and lu "The

Ghosts of Night," which we quote below, Onsitting

the refrain:

Whenwe were childrefl, long ago,

And crept to bed at close of day,

,Witb backward glauce and footsteP slow,

Though ail aweary with Our play'
Do you remember 1,0w thse raOMi-

The littie rooni with wjFndow deep-

Would fil witb shadaws and witb gloom.

And f rigbtiUs so we could flot sleep?

WC cauld burt cover Up> Our head,

And listen. ta Onr heart's wild beat-

Sucb dreadflll things about our bed,

And no Protection save a sheet t

Tisen slept, and woke quite unaf raid.

Thse suri was shinini, and' we foun4
Our sbadows sud our gbosts ail laid,

-Our world a glariaUs piayinag-5roUn&

We are but childre5 still, thse yearl

Haveneyer taugbt us ta be bold,

For mark Our tresnbling sud aur, fars

Wlsen somitfes, as in days Of Old,

We in the darkfless lie awake,

And sce corne stealinl taarsd

A ghafltly thraflt-the grave Mistake,

Thse Failure big, the brakefi Pricîle.

How dose theY creeP 1 How big tbey oomit
The task wbich waits, the cares wbich crccp 1

A cbild, affrighted in theSkOm<,
We f ain wold bide ur headu ad weMp

Wheà lot the coward Leur is g00e-

The goldena sushine fUis the air,

And God bas sent s wth~ te dawn

In ber narrative poems, MrS. « Blewett shows a

good deal of "kl in telling a stOrY, and> coaiderble

command o.f bath pathOs and humour, as Wu "Jack "

and in " Christy ad the Piper." la the. latter,

paem th i. old Highland woman, miter aý score Of

years, hears again the ppsoaHihadrneit
She says to ber liusband:

There are only harps i lu butes, l'u told,

And. maybe 1 ubooldut 1 s I 1

For si harp of goldu a wossdroul Ua*Mg

In a baud that"s uhiled to pay it

But those bigbland ad% twaa the pibroch's cmli

Tbey. leurd morning, noon and even,

Ad the pibrodis culi believe -in MeY bit
They wMl hem in the streetu Of beaveu.

, aý husp wbere un usuel stries the mtisiU

lu softer and sweeter, but try
As 1w%1çie = ai

in tiiç bunde of, say, Peter MUlCB.

Some of her pictures of Canadiaul cowutrY. afe ,

for exumpe "Came Time," 4 ~lliu Pscher Dowu

at Cales," ad "Tihe Old MaS"S Vist" rM veqY

vivid and hon.1 i the. pleasant «Mee of the. lord.
Perhaps the. word a frjmnliinCs8" lu that scsft Îe

ti.best epitiset ta apply to that quality, wiiich

probably attracte lier readers maSL strOngeYe a fweet

wholsofli.fle" in dealing with the. joSs and, sur-

rows, thie strUggE Wn fuilures ad MuCSM5 a'

aur everyday Ife. lu lier persistent beief. th&at 10f0

is worth while, and that tiie bappiii. more tisai'

outeigistii u>rrWwe snay point ta tii. poOnf

caile lu ear San si "A Sunist Taikt" but rt-

writteii, and apP.ariig i& a muCli siioster iud mýwe

artistic for i i . Cbrnflawer" s"is at

one sunime z»nuiq 1 heard a lark

SingUi to heaven, a weet4hrStr bird;

one wintees ughit 1 wus g ins the duit,

Becails of the wondroin lg 1I bad 1,ud.

Thei joy of 11f e, 1 bave bard yon saY,

là MY love, ,ny taugbter, my smieles and tearus

when 1 bave gone On the long, utruflP way,

.et these stay wîtb you through all the year-'


