
the glories of the greatest city in the world, she saw ît
through the eyes of lier people.

"It is a far cry fronm a wigwam to Westminster," she
wrote. "And London seems a su-ange place to the Red
Indian whose eyes stili see the forest trees, even as they
gaze across the Strand, anid whose feet stili feel the ding-
ing mnoccasin even among the scores of clicking heels that
hurry along the thoroughfares of the pale faces."

She compares what she secs and hears in St, Paul's with
the rites and cerernonies, of lier own people. Instead of
the altar liglits, flared the camp fires on the Onondega
"long house," and the resinous scent of the burning pine
drifted across the fetid London air. -1 saw thc tail,
copper-skinnied firekeeper of the Iroquois council enter,
the cirdle of light flung fitfully against the black sur-
rounding wood. Noue so regal, so august, as lie. His
garb of fringed buckskin and ermine was no more gro-
tesque than thc vestments worn by the white preachers
i higli places."

I wonder what wîll be the place assigned to her in
Canadian literature in the future. Will lier melodieus
verse survive? She left only three slim volumes of pOems,
but 1 do not believe we have any poemn that sings more
swcetly than lier "Paddle Song." I still rernember the
speil it put upon me when first I read it:

'Aftcr the cataract cornes the calm,
We've raced the rapid; we're far ahcad
T7he river slips through its silent bcd,

Sway, sway,
As the bubbles spray
And fa11 i tinkling tunes away."

his pocm, I arn glad to note, is still i one of the School
Readers, which augurs well for its immortaIity.

M.


