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Cold in the autumn night-
Sleeping upth ito waters bright,
Qililed by the moon's pale light.
Stretching to the northward white-
Bests the Bay of Sturgeons.

Huddled ronnd it, sleeping soft.
Looming their great forms aloft
In the moonlight;

Bearded, grey, the great rocks stand
Silent, hushed, on either hand,
As if some dusky warrior band.
To-night, hushed, from the spirit land.
Came back once more.

Gliding here on either shore,
Lingering near the haunts of yore.
But to hear the waves once more
As in nights long, long before.
Whisper: Medwayosh.

Towering stem, each blanket round.
Have the silent ages wound.
As they watched above each mound,


