
Stt POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

The aiiUren of the Fown

Oct forever and forever.
Where onr tresses glint and shiver
On the icy moonlit air;

Come we from a land of gloaming.
Children lost, forever hoiing.

Never, never reaching there:
Bide we, ride we, ever faster.
Driven by our demon master.
The wild wind in his despair.

Bide we, ride we, ever home.
Wan, white children of the foam.

In the wild October dawning
When the heaven's angry awning
Leans to lakeward, bleak and drear-And along the black, wet ledges.

Under icy, cavemed edges.
Breaks the lake in maddened fear;And the woods m shore are moaning

Thai you hear our weird intoning.
Mad, late children of the year.'

Bide we, nde we, ever home.
Lost, white children of the foam.

AU grey day, the black sky under,
WhCTe the beaches moan and thunder.
Where tte breakers spume and comb.You may hear our riding, riding

You may hear onr voices chiding
Under glimmer, under gloam.-

Like a far-off infant wailiig,


