CENTRALIA

Another stern cold death chill,

With gleaming well aimed dart,

Hath plucked and frosted all the flowers,

In the garden of the heart,

And quickened every pulse anew, with painful fitful start.

Why?  Well another seeming staunch built boat,

With fifty souls, from shore,

Goes pushing down life’s troubled stream,

Is wrecked – ‘twill rise no more,

And life’s hard fight, with all her crew is now forever o’er.

Yes, another day has left us,

A few short hours are gone,

And fifty warriors brave and true,

Lie dead upon the lawn;

Alas! They’ll in the morning miss the glorious burst of dawn.

Well, in the morning, sunbeams

Advanced their hearts around,

At night the owlet’s frightful scream,

Had twice its hideous sound,

For fifty of our comrades lear, lay dead upon the ground.

Yes, the morning opened on us bright,

And near us sand a lark,

But our dear boy when came the night,

Lay motionless and stark,

And not a bright ray to the heart, came through the gloomy dark.
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