
IZOUGE» ET NOIR.

GA RFI ELD.

I'RIZE I'OEM.

1882.

God's wavs arc not man's ways-we oft %vould change
The issue of events, whicli sceî so strange
AnI uscless to our darkcncd siglt-Had we,
Wc think, tle makiîg of iifc's history.
1-iowN purgcd %vouid bc tue page of cadi man's life
From bioody tragedy, and Godless strife,
That w~licn thic Lime for îvriting ', End" sbould coic
Tbc %vbole miglit formi a pure and spotless tome!I
A worid of doubting Thomases are wc,
For if wve (Io not liandIe, toucli, and sec,
Our Faitu is fecarful of each coming (lay
O'er wbicb uncertainty lîolds restless sway!

Ufe is a hiidden mystery-we liv',
\Ve are conv'iîced b>' proofs our feelings give,
Yet furtlier know wc nothing-we but drzam,
And are not sure that tbings arc wh'at tbey secmi
The far-eycd sibyl cannot well forsee
Oîîe moment's space into futurity.
WVc mark events, but tlîat whicb will ensue
We diiml> gucss-'tis; aIl that wc can do!
Like ships upon the broad and migbty ocean,
XVe sail upoil tîxe sea of life's emotion ;
The billoivy storms thuat sweep the good sbip's deck
Are iikc tbe passions whicbi life's vessel wreck,
But Mien a calmer, liappier inood holds sway,
Riglut iînerrily the boat glides on ber way.
Another mnystery! How can wc tell
XVbence corne thecse passions we aIl know so weil,
Most wvondrous are ye, nature's coînplex lawvs,
\Ve feel your force, yet cannot trace your cause.
But let us pause, and for a moments space
Witb this great mystery stand face to face,
And sc liow everywhere, wvben unrcstrained,
Dark passions hav'e such woeful mastery gained.
That crimes, too dark to bc witliout tbemi thoughit,
Have been wvith cool deliberation %vrougbt.
XVhen iii Tirne's morning Cain gave passion vent,
And shed his brotlîer's blood, so innocent,
Upon biis hicad the inurdcrer's, curse descended
Wbich ievcr bias nor tiever %vill be cnded,
Wbiie soul and body are iii union blended!
Sec Christ transfixed upoin the cruel tree,
A monument of man's depravit>'!
And so iii every agc tluc worId bas seen
H-ath Vice the murderer of Virtuc beeni
For Virtue cver takes the buter part,
Mhile Vice iii malice stabs lier to the heart.

'Twvas s0 with tlîec, 0 Garfield, Virtue's son,
he accursed passions, rising aIi as one,

Flewv at tlîeir inonarch's; summnomis, tlîat tbecy miglit
By tlîat roui decd make wcak- the cause of rigbt!

0 Garfield, lowv I benêt in biomiag to
TIi> lofty spirit. Earth bas nourishedi few
Sucb God.like natures. Noble lives like tlîinc
Arc beacon-ligbits upon the shuores of time,

'lO guide tic poor stornil-bea.tenl vesset past
l'le rocks on %vhlichi 'tis fatal to bc cast.
Ilow inany a strt:gglisig lad wvbo remis tic page
Vhnt tells of tliy canai (lays will assuage
l'le grief and sinking in hi% hicart, alidi takeC
Froin tby st rcngtl courage nei-onto mlakie
Frcshi efforts to exait bis siiking spirit
Morc to thc lcvCl of thy lity mlernt.

Thec carewvornl studelnt, sad witiî mental toi,
Wo;ose Uîoughts \Vitlî loathing fron i s books recoil,
\Wlîci gritîl Iespair, fouglit bravely off tili ,no,
1las cast its da;r-ciniig sliadowv oer bis brow-
To iii rciecmbrancc of thy Il irain course
\Vill burst wvithi ail its quickcening muoral foi-ce,
A\nd froin the asiles of his miental pain
ILope)'S snîlouidcring rires awac lire again.
AXnd ail tic struggiing spirits Nlîo aspire
1'o cievate thinsc'vcs to sriictlingc, highier.
I)ccp draughits %vili driil of courage fromi tih%, life
And set anic% thicir %vcapons for the strife.
For if this carth-borni, sin-begottcn inan,
\Vhosc iifc in povcrty and %want begau,
Couid so sulienior risc to ail mi.3chancc
And break tic bloivs off cvil circumistancc,
That king abovc bis fcliows. lunsurpassed,
1lc stood upon Fainc's highlest thronc at last,
Surc thcîî thicrc is a liutic hopc for Ill
To risc above poor nicd iocrity.
I said that life was like the srngwave,
whicih nicnl, likeC storni-toss'd sbips, arc doomcid to brave
Subjcct to ail] the treacherous wvinds of liiavcn,
By Passion btuffetcd-by' I 1i.ind (lriveci.
More like tbc drop. cacli in(lividual souil,
That addcd to its fcllows nuiakcs the wliolc-
For just as tlucy havc union wvithl cach otîjer,
So close that onc's disturbanice stirs anotbicr.
So ecry life is %veIi or ilI cffcctcd
By otbcr lives; with %vblicl iL is connlccted.
Tile sionc Ilint on a slorcless sca olie f1iiIgs;
O'crsprcads thc whoic witb cvcr-widcîuing ring',
So wbicn into the sca of life is thrown
Soule great (lisaster, to no0 one is knlownl
The nmagnitude and linuiit of its forcc,
Nor wlîat tic muin that %vili mark, its courst.

'l'le list of mîartyrs is by angels guardeçi,
And bouîîitifuilly arc their sc>uls rcvardc(l
Whiose mniecs a monument eternal stand
Emnbiazoncd thcrc by the unerring liand.
A\nd hili iupon this iist shalh G;trficldI'.s naine,
Fair tracc(l iii shlling charactcrs, proclaiaîi
17o ail the whlitc-robcd bost dit Mien lie bled
'Twas for buinanity bis blood wvas shedl
For lie wsas victimn porc cnough to shoiv
Into what dcpitb dcpravity na)' go.
And 'rnid tbc incense of a nation's sg
Tiîat rosc arouîud dit bloody sacrificc,
1lis soul \vas %waftcd uplwards to tic skies.
Go, soul, and with tby God forever lie,
A\ muourning wvorâl shail sing thy tlîrenody.

When inother cartb rccivcd Iiîiin to lier brecast,
There on bier bosom tiirougi l)eath's niglît to rest,

lirget licart, throbbd witbin lier 1paiifiliy,,
1 lis wasted framne and wcarv look Lo !,e,
And Miecn sbce kisscd lus brotv, wct wididedi dcw,
And o'er biis fori bier ande -gcntlý dIrcw,
A quivcring trcmior shook, lier iiiibty franie,
Ail(d lowv lier wind(-voicc breathed F:-. litinoured .:e
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