Northland Lyrics

When the brazen trumpet of doom

Shatters the gladness and gloom,
Wolfgof, bowman of Olaf,

Will rise like a prince from his tomb.

THE SHADOWY TIDE

Through the wide white streets of the little town
The bitter tide comes stealing down ;

The night is astir with the wings of woe,

The shadows creep and cower low

At the creak of the frosts in the frozen snow —~

And the aching tide drifts down.

The women and children will wake and sleep,
And the days will creep, and the days, will creep,
And the silent tide flood full and deep,

And a shiver creep over hearth and kin,

And the gibbering shadows dance and grin

Till they fold us in, till they fold us in,

And we feel the chill of that shadowy tide
Which is cooling the world, and far and wide

Is surging up to the stars outside.

And in that day when the tide shall break
And the fulness of pain shall all pain slake
And the little city its rest shall take
From the long toil of life,
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