
My Dead Hero.

What Care 1 for suinmer now, whcn no more our foot-
steps stray

Where the dew-drops kiss the wild flowers and the rip-
pllng waters play,

I will tell to my friends, the swallows, that are twittering
o'er my head,

That faýr, far awvay in Flanders, my own, mny love lies
'deaa.

For the swallows knew he loved x-e-they heard hlm tell
me so,

As througl fthe vine-clad lattice, they whispered soif and
low,

They sa,%v our last embraces and heard my promise shy,
They saw our last fond kisses, and heard his last good-

bye.

1-ad I the wings of angels, how quickly would 1 fly
O'er valleys low, and streams and sea, o'er his and

rnountains high,
And there beside the wooden cross I'd take my long fare-

wvell,
I'd kneel and kziss the ground wvhereon zny hero fouglit

and fell.

M


