
e ;^ea

to me in childhood,

ere the things they said,

y proud waves in the san:rhine

caches white and dead.

•y of bhie stretches

^es made nmsic none mi^ht hear,

1 stranj2;e sea-monsters
across the hemisphere.

)w a wider ocean —
ireams and human pain;

rift upon its bosom
vhence no man jomes a'ain.
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