
OUTBOUND

A Lo'bmLy sail in the vast sea-room,

I have put out for the port of gloom.

ne voyage is far on the trackless tide,
The watch is long, and the seas are wide.

The headlands blue in the sinking day

Kiss me a hand on the outward way.

The fading gulls, as they dip and veer,

Lif t me a voice that is good to hear.

The great winds come, and the heaving sea,

The restless mother, is calling me.
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