
Outbound

The cry of her heart is lone and wild,

Searching the night for her wandered child.

Beautiful, weariless mother of mine,

In the drif t of doom I am here, I am thine.

Beyond the fathom of hope or fear,
From bourn to bourn of the dusk I steer,

Swept on in the wake of the stars, in the stream

Of a roving tide, from dream to dream,,
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