
The Forest Fire

There came a noise o ' f flying feet,
With many a strange and dreadful'cry;

And sharp, flames crept and leapt along
The red verge of the sky.

There came a deep and gathering roâr.
The father raised his anxious head ;

He saw the,, light, like a'dawn of blood,
That streamed across his bed.

It lit the old clock on the wall,
It lit the room. ' with splendor wild,

It lit the fair and tumbled hair.
Of the still sleeping child;
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