
Zbc Sea,

Thr Si'H, the Sea, tlu* wonderful S»-:i

!

The Sei with its hhic imnu'iisit\' !

With its honor, its ehiiriu. and it-; mystti\' !

O niarvelloiis typt; of the Hfe of man!
() inirror so true of his joy and pain!

Of a soul which, oiui' tionhlud, has rest aL'ain.

Ii\' (hill waves heat nn a leaden shore

Like the moan of a soul for which ho})e is o'er;

Whose! lijj[ht has ^one out for ever more!

in th\- dark ahyss, O fathomless Deep,

Throuj^di sij^ditlcss eyes doth the sea-worm creep;

And the voice of the Ocean is whisperinjjf. Sleep!

Stranf,'e tishes swim throufjfh each open door;

The sea-weeds jj^row on each slimy floor;

Yet still doth the hunj,'ry Sea cry, " More!"

It seems to me that the emblem is there

Of a passionless calm more sad than despair:

Like life without lif,dit, like breath without air.

Or wearied feet on an endless stair.

When Sorrow's wind blows o'er the sea of years;

When aching,' eyes are tilled with bitter tears;

When parting words are spoken in sad ears;

The Ocean strikes his harp with tuneful strinj^s,

And o'er his wide expanse this song he sings:
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