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LI FE may be given in many ways,
And loyalty to Truth be seal ed
As bravely in the closet as the field,
So bountiful is Fate;
But then to stand beside her,
VWhen craven churls deride her,
To front alie in arnms and not to vyield,
Thi s shows, nethinks, God's plan
And neasure of a stalwart nan,
Li nbed |i ke the old heroic breeds,
VWho stands sel f-poi sed on manhood's solid earth,
Not forced to frame excuses for his birth
Fed fromwithin with all the strength he needs.

Such was he, our Martyr-Chief,
VWhom [ ate the Nation he had | ed,
Wth ashes on her head,
Wept with the passion of an angry grief:
Forgive me, if frompresent things | turn
To speak what in nmy heart will beat and burn
And hang my weath on his world-honored urn
Nature, they say, doth dote
And cannot make a man
Save on some worn-out plan
Repeating us by rote:
For himher A d-Wrld noul ds asi de she threw,
And, choosing sweet clay fromthe breast
O the unexhausted West,
Wth stuff untainted shaped a hero new,
Wse, steadfast in the strength of God, and true.
How beautiful to see
Once nore a shepherd of mankind i ndeed,
VWho | oved his charge, but never |oved to |ead;
One whose neek flock the people joyed to be,
Not lured by any cheat of birth,
But by his clear-grai ned human wort h,
And brave old wi sdom of sincerity!
They knew that outward grace is dust;
They coul d not choose but trust
In that sure-footed mind s unfaltering skill
And suppl e-tenpered will
That bent |ike perfect steel to spring again and thrust.
H s was no | onely nountain-peak of m nd
Thrusting to thin air o' er our cloudy bars,
A sea-mark now, now |l ost in vapors blind,
Broad prairie rather, genial, level-lined,
Fruitful and friendly for all human ki nd,
Yet al so nigh to heaven and | oved of |oftiest stars.
Not hi ng of Europe here,



O, then, of Europe fronting nornward still,
Ere any nanes of Serf and Peer
Coul d Nature's equal schene deface
And thwart her genial wll;
Here was a type of the true el der race,
And one of Plutarch's nmen talked with us face to face.
| praise himnot; it were too |ate;
And sone innative weakness there nust be
In hi mwho condescends to victory
Such as the Present gives, and cannot wait,
Safe in hinself as in a fate.
So always firmy he:
He knew to bide his tineg,
And can his fane abi de,
Still patient in his sinple faith subline,
Till the wi se years deci de.
Great captains, with their guns and druns,
Di sturb our judgment for the hour,
But at |ast silence cones;
These all are gone, and, standing like a tower,
Qur children shall behold his fane,
The ki ndl y-earnest, brave, foreseeing man,
Sagaci ous, patient, dreading praise, not blang,
New birth of our new soil, the first American.

THE END



