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by Honvy Wadsorth Longlellon

Of the midnight ride of Faul Revere,
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He said to hio friend, "Sf the Britioh mazch
By Land o1 sca from the town to-night,

Hang o fantern aloft in the belfon, arch

Of the Dowth Chunch over as a signal fight,
One, iff by land, and bio, if by sea;
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Ready Lo ride and opread the alarm

Shrough every Middlesen sillage and fasm
For the countuy, folk to be up and Lo arm,”

Shen he 0aid, "SGood night!" and with muffled oar
Silently roned Lo the Charlestown shore,
SMX%%@WWLWMMW&G%,

gyw 5014’1&/1@?1, %’M/blb/gb wm—o%—w,wt;
@ommawm%afﬂwmgxam,
%awg&w&m,wwfaawmﬂmw

Mcanshile, bis friend, theough alley and slecel,
Wandews and watches with cager ears,

Sl in the silence around him he hears

Fhe muster of men at the barack doo,

Fhe sound of arms, and the tramp. of feet,

@2 the measured tread of the grenadies,
Marching down Lo theix boats on the shore.
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By the sooden otairs, with slealthy tread,

o the bellauy-chambor oterhead,

On the sombre rafters, that zound him made
Masses and mosing, shapes of shade,-

By the trembling ladder, oleep and Lall
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Where he paused Lo fisten and fook down

@ moment on the roofs of the town,

@2 the moonfight ffosing over ol

S theix night-encampment on the hiff,
Wrapped in sifence so deep and ofill
Shat he conld hear, bk a sentinelo tread,
Fhe watchful night-wind, as il sent
Crecping along from Lent Lo Lont
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@ moment only he fecbs the opell

Of the place and the howr, and the sectet dread
OFf the lonely belfuy and the 2ead;

For suddenly all hio thoughts are Bont
On a shadosy something far wiay,
Where the viger widens Lo meel the bay, -
@ fine of Black thal Bends and floals
On the sising lide, like a budge of Boals.
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Meanshile, impationt Lo mount and ride,
Baoked and apurned, with a heady otride
On the opposile shore walked Paul Resere.
Now e patted his homse's side,

Mow gazed al the landscape far and near,
@2 turned and tightened hio 0addle-ginths
Buk moatly he watched with cager acarch
She bellprtoner of the Ol North Chucch,
@ it wose abose the qraves on the hill,
Lonely and spectral and sombre and ofifl.
@2 o] as e lookks, on the Bellry's Reight
@ glimmer, and then a gloam of light!
He oprings to the saddle, the bridle he tuwns,
Bt bingers and gages, ULl full on hio sight
@ second famp in the Bolfuy, Buens!

@ husny of hoofs i o sillage olce,

@ ohape in the moonfight, o bulk in the dark,
@2 bencath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark
Slck oul by a oleed flying fearkess and fleet:

That was olll @nd yel, theough the gloom and the fight,

Fhe fate of a nation was xiding that night;

@2 the spack struck out by that steed, in hia flight,
Kindled the Land into flame with its heat.

He has Leflt the siflage and mounted the oleep,

8o the Mytic, meeling the ocean Lides;

@2 wnder the alders, thal skt its dge,

Now soft on the sand, nos foud on the fedge,

8s heard the tramp of hio oteed as he rides.

St was tieloe by the siflage clock

When he crosned the bridge into DMedford Losin.
HCo heard the croning of the cock,

@2 the barking of the fazmer's 2o,

@2 ol the damp. of the vises oy,

Fhal sises after the sun qocs dosin.

St was one by the sillage clock,
%MWWWM
Swmmmmamﬂiﬂmmhfm@a,

@n2 the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,
Sage al him with o spectsal glase,

@ if they afready otood aghast

@ the Bloody work they would look wpon.

St was bio by the sillage clock,

When he came Lo the brdge in Concord town.
He hoard the Bealing of the flock,

@n2 the biitter of birds among, the trees,
@2 folt the broalh of the motning breose
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@n2 one was safe and asleep in hio bed

Who at the bridge would be fuot Lo full,
Who that day woul2 be lying dead,

Prcnced by o Pitioh muskel-ball

You know the real. Sn the books you hase read,
How the farmers gase them ball for Ball,

From behind cach fence and farm-yard wall,
Chasing the wed-coats down the fane,

Fhon cronsing the fields to emerge again

Under the rees al the turn of the 10ad,

@n2 only pausing Lo fire and foad.

So thiough the night rode Paul Rotere;
@2 20 theough the night vent hia oy of afam
Fo evony Middlesen illage and fasm,

@ cuy of dfiance and nol of fea,

@ voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,
@2 o word that shall echo forerermone!
For, bowne on the night-wind of the Fast,
Sheough oll ous history, to the fast,

Sn the hour of darkneas and peril and need,
Fhe people will waken and listen Lo hear
She Rurniing hoof-beals of thal slecd,

@2 the midnight message of FPand Resere.



