
MIDNIGHT REVERIES.

When rapt in slumlier uiuonsiious of ;il! tarthly cares,
The scenes of cliildlnxKl's home oft flit across my mind ;

I hear the tveninK tx-Us that summon woishippers to prayers,
And the lileating of the sheep le-echoed l>y the wind.

I hear the axeman's biows that fell the sturdy oak
That has withstood the power of many a furious blast

;

I hear the ffrcy owl's sneech. and the frogs harsh croak
That awaken in my mind scenes that are long past.

I hear the cheerful voi( e of gleaners in the lield,

As they s+ack the sheaves of golden grain ;

I hear their shouts of joy o'er the abundant yield,
That makes me wish that I was now a child again.

I see the curling smok.- arising from the shej. herd's cot,
And hear the barking of his faitnful coolie dog

;

Then sorely envy him of his humble, hajijiy lot,
.\s he sits at eve belore the huge back-log.

Oft times 1 wander through the old churchyard.
Where the ashes of my friends and kindred lay ;

Then view the marble slab like sentinels on guard.
As with aching heart, I sadly wend my way.

Sometimes I drift upon the ocean's vast expanse,
Where stand the Andes lofty snow-caped peaks :When the Antartic moon shines forth the scenery to enhance
I read the language of the stars that to me in mvsterv speaks

ALONE.

Can thou lone heart resist the thought.
As the embers die on the old eai-th-stone,

Kach sound when heard is early sought,
Hy one who stands in the world, "Alone."

The sun may shine on the young and old.
And winds around the man.sion may moan

;

The mother may shield the babe from the cold,
Mat what of th.it heart that feels ifa "Alone."

Each bird has its mate at the coming of spring.
Arrayed in a iilumage befitting a throne

;

The tiavellers are cheered by the lays which they sing,
\\h!( h ic.uh not the heart of one that's "Alone."

The brutes of the forest in paiis always roam,
AVher*' affei^tion aTid hoin.'itre to euch other are show!

The birds of the air can each claim a home.
When a man in (lod's image must feel all "Alone."


