A SEAMARK

‘CoLn, the dull cold! What ails the sun,
And takes the heart out of the day?
What makes the morning look so mean,
The Common so forlorn and grav?

The wintry citv’s granite heart
Beats on in iron mockery,

And like the roaming mountain rains,
I hear the thresh of feet go by.

It is-the lonely humaa surf
Surging throu#h allevs chill with grime,
The muttering churmmr ceaseless floe
Adrift out of the ,\o‘th of time.




