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Henry Wodavmrtk LonafcUow was the greatest of Ameri­

can poets. From 1885 to 1854 he was Profemor of Modern 
Languages and Literature at Harvard University. Hto poetry 
to marked by refined ta ite. beauty and eleganoe of expression 
and purity of sentiment. Hla chief cause of success to probably 
his tact in the use of the language-

Resignation and the Psalm ef Life and many other of hP 
minor poems are very widely known and appreciated.

He was bom in 1807. and died in 1882.
AH are architects of fate.

Working In these walls of time :
Some with massive deeds and great,

Seme with ornaments of* rhyme.
Nothing useless is, or low;

Each thing in its place Is best;
And what seems but idle show 

Strengthens and supports the rest.
For the structure that we raise,

Time is with materials filled ;
Our to-days and yesterdays 

Are the blocks with which we build.
Truly shape and fashion these ;

Leave no yawning gaps between ;
Think not, because no man sees,

Such things will remain unseen.
In the older days of art.

Builders wrought with greatest 
Gush minute and unseen part;

For the gods see everywhere.
Let us do our work as well.

Both the unseen and the seen ;
Make the house, where gods may dwell, y 

Beautiful, entire, and clean.
Else our lives are incomplete.

Standing in these walls of time,
Broken stairways, where the feet 

Stumble as they seek to climb.
Build to-day, then, strong and sure.

With a firm and ample base ;
And ascending and secure 

Shall to-morrow find its place.
Thus alone can we attain 

To those turrets, where the eye 
Sees the world as one vast plain.

And one boundless reach of sky.

When the waves that burst okr a world accursed 
Their work of wrath had sped,

And the arkk lone few. tried and true.
Game forth among the dead,

With the wondrous gleams ef the bridal beams 
I bid their terrors cease,

As I wrote on the roll of the storm's dark scroll 
God’s covenant of peace.

Like a pall at rest on a senseless breast,
Night'S funeral shadow slept—

Where shepherd swains on Bethlehem’s plains 
Their lonely virgils kept;

When I flashed on their sight the heralds bright
Of heaven’s redeeming plan,

As they chanted the morn of a Saviour born—
Joy, joy to the outcast.

Equal favor I show, to the lofty and low.
On the just and unjust I descend;

E’en the blind, whose vain spheres roU in darkness and tears, 
Feel my smile, the best smile of a friend ;

Nay, the flower of the warte, by my love is embraced.As the rose in the garden of kings;
At the chrysalis bier of the worm I appear.

Audio! the gay butterfly’s wings.
The desolate morn, like a mourner forlorn.

Conceals aU the pride of her charms.
Till I bid the bright hours chase the night from her flowers 

And lead the young day to her arms :
And when the gay rover seeks eve for his lover.

And sinks to his balmy repose,
I wrap the soft rest by the xephyr-fanned west.

In curtains of amber and rose.
From my sentinel steep, by the night brooded deep,I gaze with unslumbering eye,
When the cynosure star of the mariner 

Is blotted out from the sky ;
And guided by roe through the merciless sea.

Though sped by the hurricane’s wings,
H«s compassless, dark. lone, weltering bark 

To the haven home safely he brings.
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Under the damp and under the I kenned my breasts were clammy and cold.
Out from the rod beams, slanting and bright,
I kenned my cheeks were sunken and white.
I was a dream, and the world was a dream. 
And yet I kenned all things that seem.
I wae a dream, and the world was a dream, 
But you cannot bury a red sunbeam.
For though in the undergrave’s doom-night 
I lay ail silent and stark and white.
Yet over my head I seemed to know 
The murmurous moods of wind and snow.
The snows that wasted, the winds that blew, 
The rays that slanted, the clouds that drew.
The water ghosts up from lakes below,
And the littleJfotcer-souls in earth that grow.
Under earth, in the grave’s stark night 
I felt the stars and the moon's pale light.
I felt the winds of ocean and land
That whispered the blossoms soft and bland.
Though they had buried me dark and low.
My soul with the seasons seemed to grow.
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II.
I was a bride in my sickness sore,
I was a bride nine months and more.
From throes of pain they buried me low.
For death had finished a mother’s woe.
But under the sod in the grave’s dread doom,
I dreamed of my baby in glimmer and gloom.
I dreamed of my babe, and 1 kenned that his rest. 
Was broken in wailings on ray dead breast.
1 dreamed that a rose-leaf hand did cling ;
Oh, you cannot bury a mother in spring.

*I waken the flowers in the dew-spangled bowers. 
The birds in their chambers of green.

And mountains and plain glow with beauty again 
As they bask in their matinal sheen :

Oh, if such the glad worth of thy presence to earth. 
Though fitful and fleeting the while.

What glories must rest on the home of the blest, 
Ever bright with Deity’s smile. —ioHij/Wiotr.
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