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4.
*Dear girl, ber namo lio dard not speak,

But as tho song growv louder,
SomwLbing upon tho solaier's check,

Wa h'd ont tho stins of powder.
l3oyontd tho dsxk'ning occan burn'd,

Tho bloody sunsot's embers;
Whilo tho Crimenn 'çalloys learaa

How Engliali lova remembers.

U3.
Ana oncoegi a liro of bell,

B.ain'dl ou tho Russiau quarters,
Atiascrenrn of shlot ana burst of shell,

Ana bclloiving of the mortars;
Ana Irishi Noas cycs arc dini,

For a stran.-zr, dIumb ana gary;
Anap Engiish mnry weep) for hini,

WVho sang of ,,;Iuic Lauric."

0
To laet lalf f Mitec.

slcep, soidiers still, ini banor' rest,
Your t.rnth ana valor bearing;

Tha bravest arac tctndcrest,
The laving nra tho datins.,

Arp. by HORA TIO 0. K/NO.
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