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Night still is night, with every star aglow;

But light were night didst thou not love me so."





THE RISE OF MAN





Thou for whose birth the whole creation

yearned

Through countless ages of the morning world,

Who, first in fiery vapors dimly hurled,

Next to the senseless crystal slowly turned,

Then to the plant which grew to something more, —

Humblest of creatures that draw breath of life, —

Wherefrom through infinites of patient pain

Came conscious man to reason and adore;

Shall we be shamed because such things have been,

Or hate one jot of our ancestral pride?

Nay, in thyself art thou not deified

That from such depths thou couldst such summits win?

While the long way behind is prohecy

Of those perfections which are yet to be.






HIS MOTHER'S JOY





Little, I ween, did Mary guess,

 As on her arm her baby lay,

What tides of joy would swell and beat,

 Through ages long, on Christmas day.



And what if she had known it all, —

 The awful splendor of his fame?

The inmost heart of all her joy

 Would still, methinks, have been the same:




 


	

The joy that every mother knows

 Who feels her babe against her breast:

The voyage long is overpast,

 And now is calm and peace and rest.



"Art thou the Christ?" The wonder came

 As easy as her infant's breath:

But answer none. Enough for her,

 That love had triumphed over death.






A WEDDING-SONG





I said: "My heart, now let us sing a song

 For a fair lady on her wedding-day;

 Some solemn hymn or pretty roundelay,

That shall be with her as she goes along

 To meet her joy, and for her happy feet

 Shall make a pleasant music, low and sweet."



Then said my heart: "It is right bold of thee

 To think that any song that we could sing

 Would for this lady be an offering

Meet for such gladness as hers needs must be,

 What time she goes to don her bridal ring, 

 And her own heart makes sweetest carolling."



And so it is that with my lute unstrung,

 Lady, I come to greet thy wedding-day;

 But once, methinks, I heard a poet say,

The sweetest songs remain for aye unsung.

 So mine, unsung, at thy dear feet I lay,

 And with a "Peace be with you!" go my way.




 













George Alfred Townsend






	


ARMY CORRESPONDENT'S LAST RIDE

FIVE FORKS, APRIL 1st, 1865.





Ho! pony. Down the lonely road

 Strike now your cheeriest pace!

The woods on fire do not burn higher

 Than burns my anxious face;

Far have you sped, but all this night

 Must feel my nervous spur;




 


	

If we be late, the world must wait

 The tidings we aver: —

To home and hamlet, town and hearth,

 To thrill child, mother, man,

I carry to the waiting North

 Great news from Sheridan!



The birds are dead among the pines,

 Slain by the battle fright,

Prone in the road the steed reclines 

 That never reached the fight;
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