To an Altar Server
I saw you on the altar, child,

As oft I’d hoped to do,

So clean and straight and pious like,

And you made me proud of you.

Oh, what a privilege, my child,

To serve your very God,

And walk the selfsame pathway,

That many saints have trod.

To pour the wine or water

Into the chalice of gold,

Where it is changed to Christ’s own blood,

To feed the hungry fold.

To ring the consecration bell

And pass the tray before,

Lest the tiniest bit of the Body of Christ

Should fall upon the floor.

To bow your head in silence,

Or answer in your sweet way;

My lad, I waited long to see

What I have seen today.

