
THE NE\\'FOUNDE ISLAND)E.

N suiother of fog and shceed spra%,
In valar of sun and swinging tide,
I've watched the ages sipi aw'ay
Like cliud-drifts, on a moun11tain-side

And 1 have wvon(lered, %,car 1>, y'ear
What other guests the years wilI bring.
'l'lie million seals float dow~n, the gulis
Sw~erve home, snow thick, on myria1 wing.

'l'le nortmi tribes crcss the packs, and1 war
With mine own quiet p)eophe. Clear
The cries of victory and death
Corne to niv hiark'ingiý year b>' year.

1 sinell the couincil ires, 1 hear
2\1 people singing at the feast,
A //siOiZfd Smi/s ar-e CW i'n
Eul-be/lied, Jr-on Mie bireakiing Ea(s/.

The hast re(1-ja5s)Cr arrow-head
Is carved -and broken. No songr wakes
Across the "lbarrens.' No red fires
Burn forest incense round the hakes.

T[he fierce north tribes and mine own folk
Are gone. Loud-mouthied around the feast
TIhe white men curse and haugh; their ships
Are prssin~g ini from WVest and East.

So for a thousand years; and then
On bav and streami 01( songs shail ring,
For Goci will twirl the 01(1 world back
And l'il l)e done with trafficking.


