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Leaves have their time to fall,

And flowers to wither at the uorth wind's breath,

And stars to set—but all,

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death 1

We know when moons shall wane.
When summer birds from far shall cross the sea.

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain-

But who shall teach us when to look for thee ?

Is it when spring's first gale
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ?

Is it when roses in our path grow pale ?

They have one season— all are ours to die I

Thou art where billows foam
;

Thou art where music melts upon ihe air
;

Thou art around us in our peaceful home

;

And the world calls us forth—and thou art there.

Thou art where friend meets friend,

Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest

;

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest.

Leaves have their time to fall.

And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath.
And stars to set—but all,

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death !

Felicia HKMANi

MUSIC IN CAMP.

o wo armies -covered h'.ll and plain.

Where Rappahannock's waters
Ran deeply crimsoned with the stain

Of battle's recent slaughters.

The summer clouds lay pitched like tents

In meads of heavenly azure
;

And each dread gun of the elements
Slept in its high .embrasure.

The breeze so softly blew, it made
No forest leaf to quiver

;

And the smoke of the random cannonade
Rolled slowly from the river.

And now where circling hills looked down
With cannon grimly planted..

O'er listless camp and silent town
The golden sunlight slanted.

When on the fervid air there came
A strain, now rich, now tender;

The music seemed itself aflame
With day's departing splendor.

A Federal band, which eve and morn
Played measures brave and nimble.

Had just struck up with flute aud horn
And lively clash of cymbal.

Down flocked the soldiers to the banks
;

Till, margined by its pebbles.

One wooded shore w.is liluc with "Yanks.."
Aud one was gray with " Rebels."

Then all was still ; and then the band.
With nioveinetit light imd tricksy.

Made stream and forest, liill iiiul sirand.

Reverberate with " Dixie."

The conscious stream, with burnished glow,
Went )iroii(lly t.'cr its pebblos,

But thrilled lliruughoul Us dcL'pest How
With yelling of the Rebels.

Again a pause, and then again
The trumpet pealed sonorous.

And "Yankee Doodle " was the strain
To which the shore gave chorus.

The laughing ripple shoreward flew
To kiss the shining pebbles

;

Loud shrieked the swarming Boys in Blus
Defiance to the Rebels.

And yet once more the bugle sang
Above the stormy riot

;

No shout upon the evening rang

—

There reigned a holy quiet.

The sad, slow stream, its noiseless flood
Poured o'er the glistenii i; pebbles

;

All silent now the Yankees stood.
All silent stood the Rebels.

No unresponsive soul had heard
That plaintive note's appealing.

So deeply " Home, Sweet Home " had stirred

The hidden founts of feeling.

Or blue, or gray, the soldier sees,

As by the wand of fairy,

The cottage 'neath the live oak trees.

The cabin by the prairie.

T'.'e cold or warm, his native skies

Hend in their beauty o'er hitn
;

Seen through the tear-mist in his eyes,

His loved ones stand before him.

As fades the iris after rain.

In April's learful wealiier.

The vision vanished as the strain

And dayliglit died together.

But memory, waked by music's art,

I';xpii.'sse<l in siinjile niimhers,

Subdued the steruisl Yankee's lieart,

Made light Die Relie'.'s sUiiiil)ers.

And fair the form of Music shines

—

The briglit ceh^ntial creature—
Wlu) still 'mid Wars eudiMtlleil lines

Gives this one touch of Niilure.

John K. TiioMi'SuN
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