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Reaped bhe dire harvest of the day,
And strewed the blood-dyed sod

Withi beings that were formied to bear
he image of their God!

But have they ail been scenes of woe
Wlhichi thou'st behield, Old Yeav t?-

If so, we well may sadly rnourn
Our wcary tarrying hoe;-

I asked, and througli the stifl nighit air,
Whiere tie soft iioonibe,<amisshone,

A grentie voic made sweet reply
lIn rcl1ow~ answering tone.

Ahi no ; not -%il with sorrow fraughit
MXly transient stay lias been,

For iiuny a scene of hieartfelt bliss
Undirnnied by change> I'vc scen;-

And smniles tbat lhailed r-ny daw-%ning ra,,y,
Stili, still are beaming bright;

And shiades of care fromi many a brow
Have led before my liglit.

"I've seen the vow of Love f]4ld
Seeni fricnds long-parted meet;

Heard those for wea«,ry years estranged
Fiorgotteni vows repeat ;-

Scen hiopes that, throu,gh long years dcferrcd,
Had made the fond heart sick,

])awning anewv, where Sorrow's shades
Huiîg hieavily and tlîickz.

cc<I've passed wlicre nieck Devotion lield
Comi-munionvwiti bier God;ý

I've marked the path which Clîrisfian love
In its pure mission trod;
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