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And Spreads like a hanu r unfurled up on hii^h,

A sign and a terror against the da'-k sky !

But hark to the clatter, than nuisic more sweet

Of the rolling wheels and the horses' feet

!

' (Jut of the way —out of the way !

They come to save—now clear the way !

'

A sea of faces upward turned,

One fear 1)y every hi art inurned :

By r..ddy light is clearly read

(hi every brow the anxious dread.

A mother 'mid the bright light stands,

Her neck tight clas])ed by baby hands,

And throiigh roiir and hiss,

Not quite they miss

Her i)itenus fren/ied cr_\- :

But mounting (juick on high

A hero springs,

His helm a star

Of hoi)e, that flings

A halo far

'Mid the lurid light.

For a moment lost, then dimly seen

As it gleams on the sight,

The curling wreaths of smoke between !

I"]) the ladder (>i'(- rushed, but ///;vr come down,

And the shining helm is a hero's crown !

Yet heeds not he what jieople say.

He only bids them ' clear the way I

'
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' Whv did he look so grave?' she asked.

'^\hat might the trouble be?'

'My little maid,' he sighing said,

' Suppose that you were nie,

J'


