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Felicia Hemans,

The Grave of Kirner.

(Grecn wave the oak for cver o'er [ll)’ rist,
Thou, that beneath the crowning foliage sleepest,
And in the stillness of thy country's breast

Thy place of memory, as an altar, keepest.
Brightly thy spirit o'er his hills was poured,
| Thou of the Lyre and Sword!
|
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In the huoshed presence of the glorious dead. [
Spldier and bard! For thou l||.}' P-'I.EFI hiast trod
With freedom and with God.

l!u oak waved proudly o'er thy burial site,
On thy erowned bier to slumber warriors bore thee,

And with true hearts the brethren of the fight

VVept, as they v atled the d[nijEI ng |nnr1|r<. o'er thee,
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Lyre, Sword and Flower, farewell! in Vietorv's lome<hound band,
20 th, S But he went home e Heaven, his proper land,
20th. Sept. 1524, _ ; .
VWhere endless bliss rewards a moment's smart.
, Felicia Almant Abbott
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