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GARFIELD.
At last )

The night hath passed § i ]

The long, dark dream of suffering hath with.
drawn,

Anid o'er the everlasting hills the dawn

Of day that hath no night hath sudden
flashed

On his glad vision,

Oh, strong and tender sonl ! N

Patient beyond belief, nor once complained,

‘Fhat thus thy sun mast needs go down at noon,

J.eaving a pation reft of that rare boon,

A ruler, noted for a life unstained,

An honest record and (ln(:}nnllellged worth,

Of danntless courage, daring to unearth

‘I'he hidden evil and 1o set wrong right,

With steadiast purpose and with fanh une
feigned, .

‘Phat failed not when with black and baleful
blight

The s of the d the day.

‘That day when men o'crwhelmed with griet
gave way, |

Seeing but lowering skies and gathering gloom,

When amid blood and tearsand strengthening

Lo, he rests=—at last !

o

pains
From the dread entrance of the awful tomb,
‘I'hme own calm voice was heard, ““ Still the
Lord reigus.”

Oh, the rarc beauty of the strong, purc life!

From the log cabin in primeval grove,

Clearing a path to wealth, and name and
fame

Resting awhile with quict and reverent love,

‘I'o woo the muse, conserving through the
strife

‘Iha fervent poet soul ; and yet again

Haunting the halls of learning, so to frame

From all, stout stepping stones, whereby to

clim)
‘I'o that high place his nation chose for him.

Yes ! it was well he should be ¢rowned so,
‘I'he people’s chiosen servant tried and true
fut yet anather crown must press his brow,
With suffering’s thorns, e’er we could fully

see,

How truly grand and great the man could be.
h ¢ yet the world is wholesome at the core!

A Caar is killed, and there’s but little ruc ;

Put touch the good, and how its great heart

bleeds,

Moaning l[le loss of one of its great needs ;

How cvery pulse;doth quicken into pain,

While o'er the Atlantic comes the muffled

TonT,
Of British horeor, and a sad low strain,
'\\_'ixh love and blessing: all the lines between
The voice of England's and the world's one
Queen,

And we, by virtue of our near neighbourhood,

Qf common brotherhood alike \Viﬁl all;

It chiefly, by the tender ties of blood .

A wiple claim advunce to hear the pall,

To share the sorrow, shedding tear for tear,

With his great nation, and his near and dear.
J K. L.

Hastetox,

The Great Unwashed.

The great unwashed. Numerousss the sands
of Yonge Street, as the grass in Queen's Park;
88 the freckles on a newsboy's nose; or the
groans of 8 North Waterloo Tory or a Colches-
ter Grit ; as the promises of a John A. or the
dollars of a Cavtwright; or any other equally
Munerous pergon or thing., Queer, but John A.
130 munerous person; t00 numerous, too soon,
nd beforehnnd and utterly previous, as it were,
f?l‘ most people to comprehend. He went to
England very sick, but prior to his departure
forthat haven of Canadian Finance Ministers,
he runde everybody in Canada, or ot least the
Tories {hereof, boliove that the North-West
lands were protty much a brawling wilderness.
Now he has come back, has been feted and hon-
ored, andjapove” all interviewed, and aceording
ta his own story bas made the poor benightcd
Laglish beliove that that same land is a coun.
{-’fy flowing with milk and honey, and grain and
uecl ready dressed, to say nothing of mud-tur-
“t;‘s and attle-snakes, and blizzards and sich.
Ve wonder if this is another 1——ah, Tupper-
sm. 1l he has beon making things howl on
the other sid of the big pond.
But to roturn to the great unwashed. They

IT WON'T FIT.

Jony BurL (lcq.)—Blowed if I 'aven’t houtgrown ihis 'ere garment ! It’s no use ; I couldn’t

stand the pressure!

are ragged, that is they do not wear cut-away
coats and while kids, and ~— By the way,
speaking of Lids brings to mind the case which
is now occupying the attention of police and
other circles ; principally other circles :—The
“baby farming ” case.
* When I was young and charming,
[ practised baby (arming,”

It is bad enough to have to listen to this in
Pinafore, but when a case comes up in court
that proves beyond tho shadow of a doubt that
baby farming, in its most horrible form, is car-
ried on with impunity right in the centre of the
city of Toronto, the city of churches, tho centre
of the purifying influences of this Christian
land ; it isfenough to make us blush, and we
blush accordingly, That bavy ferm is a stain
on the fair name of this city that no amount of
Indastrial Exbibitions, and Mayor's photo-
praphs, and orators like Ald. Baxter, men of
genius like R. W. Phipps, or disinterested tem-
perance men like Ald. Walker, could have
wiped out. Speaking of the Industrial Exhibi-
tion recells to mind the facitious countryman
who tried to get a square meal on the grounds.
He entered & booth, was lost to sight and me-
mory dear for fifteen winutes, and emerged
with & vacant far-away look in his eyes, and an
expression of intense longing about tho corners
of h's mouth. .

- How did yer find the grub?” inquired his
chum.

“ Did’ent find it,” was the sonteatious reply.

¢ Wall, what kind of a menl was it anyway.”

* Oh, good enuff, good enuff, only, dang it, it
was mostly mado up of plates, and did’ent seem
as filling and satisfying a8 it might."”

He could not have described tho average res-
taurant dinner better. Bat then to return to
tho great unwashed, they are here, and—well
they are the great unwashed, and there is no-
thing more to be said about thom.

A Social Fraud.
DPeck's Sun.

A subscriber at Racine writos to know if it
would be proEcr for him to apenk to a lady that
he has never been introduced to. He says he
has met her on the streat, in places of business,

and at parties for two years, that he knows gll
her family, and she koows his,and that she
looks almost as though she wished he would
speak, but he has never been introduced to hor,
and dassent spesk. No, you must not speak to
her. You may go along meeting her every day
till Gabriel blows his trump, and she may look
as familiar to you as your sister, and yet till
some mutual acquaintance says; * Mr. So-and-
80, this is Miss So.and-s0,” you cannot speak to
her without socioty willsny you are an impu-
dent thing., She may wish she knew you, and
yet if you shouid speak to her she would feel it
her duty to society to say, * Sir!” and look
greatly offended and then you would be alt
broke up. If she should drop her pocket-book
and you should pick it up and hand it to
her, she would say thank you, with a sweet
smile, but you would have no right to
speak to her noxt time you met. If she
should mect you somo day and say, * How
do you do, Mr. So-and-so? I have known you
cver sinco you bave lived in this town, though
we were never introduced formerly, and it has
got so embarrassing to pass you half-n-dozen
times a day without speaking, while I speak to
thosec that may be with you that I have con-
cluded not to wait for an introduction,” some
nine spot with a number six hat on would say,
¢ On, my, what a flirt that lady is. She actu-
ally spoke to & man without being introduced.”
If you should frankly offer her your hand and
say, ¢ Thank you, madam, for suspouding the
rule of etiquetto, and speaking. I have seen
you so many times that your pleasant face is
as welcome a sight as that of my sister, and I
have wanted to know you, but had given up all
idea that I ever would,” gome simpering female
idiot would say, “Only to think, that bold,
awful man has sctually flirted with Miss So-
and-So until be hag got acquainted without a
formal introduction.” No, young man, go
right along about your business, and don't try
to hurry the cattle. Society must be consulted,
though iu some respects society may be a con-
foundeq fool.

Who was the first bridge buildet reised to the
pier-age P—N. Y. News.




