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ATl THE FERRY

By E. PAULINE JOHNSON
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JE ar waiting in the nightfall by the rivers
placid rim,
Summer ~ilence all about us, save where
switllow s pinfot. 2klm

The ~till grex waters sharply, and the widening
cireles reach

With faintest, stillest musie, the white gravel on
the beach,

The sun has set long, lomg azo.  Against the pearly

* g

Ehmn branches 1ift thedr etching up fn arches Sight
nmd high,

Behind ux <tand« the forest, with its Vlack and
lonely pines;

Before us, Hhe a ~silver throad, the old Grand Rtiver
[SRYIGEH .

Far down its bauks the \illage lights are cveeping
one hy one;

Far up abimve, with holy torch, the evening « ar
looks down,

Amiid the lHstening ~tillnes<, you and 1T have ~lent
grown,

Waiting for the river ferry  walting in the du-kh
alone:

Atlast we hiear a velvet <tep, sweet mlence retgns
napure

Ti~ a barefoot, ~un burnt littk oy upun the other
‘llllr('.

Far thre' the waning twilight we can ~e¢ him
quickly kueel

To lift the heavy chain, then turn the rusty old
cop-wheel s

And the water logged old ferry boat moves slowly
from the hrink.

reakime all the «tar's refles tions with the waves
that riseand sink ;

While the water dnggung gently fooam tie risangs,
Lalluz s hadns,

I the ondy fntorruptior tothe quict that remains

ToInll uvanto golden dreatis, 1o charm ong caros
RATHAY

With i« Lethewn waters thiang aeath the bridge
of yestenlay,

Oh, the day was calm and tender, but the might i~
ealmer =till,

A we 2o aboarnd e ferry, whers we stand and
decarn, until

We ervms the xleeping Tiver, with {1~ neatfnl 3%
wlasperinge,

And peies falls, hike a feather from -oms Jus-ing W
angel's wing~. ) N
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