
A SEAMARK

COLDI the dul' cold! V,ý'hat ails the sun,
And takes the hcart out of the day?
,ýVhat ma-es the moriiiiirr look so mean,
The Common so forlorn and'crravr'

The wintrv citý-«s ý-rranitc heart
Beats on in iron moc-crý-1,

And li-c the roarninz mountain rainsI,
hear the thresh of feet oro bv.Zz

It is -the lonely humin surf
Sur(-rin(ýr- throurh alle-vs chill with (Yrimel,

The mutterincr chuming ceaseless floe
Adrift out of ùhc .'North of time.


