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Balm of peacefulness inglidinit.
Dream we through our riding ridinirAs we homeward, homeward fare^'
R'duigridmg, ever home,
Wild, white children of the foam.

^nder pallid moonlight beaming,

t\ !{'".*'' midnight gleamhJg,
And the ebon arch of night

:

Bound the rosy edge of morning.
Yon may hear our distant homing.

Hiding, riding, ever faster,
'

i>men by our demon master.
Under darkness, under light;

ftde we, ride we, ever home.
Wild, white children of the foam.

How One Winter Canw in the Lake Region

^ riTi" ."'I''*'"
the autumn world stood stiUClothed in tb^ shadow of a smoky C- '

Sd !n trt^i""^' *« ^^ ^^ lostl^ willAnd aU the lands were hushed by wood Md hil'l
'

In those grey, withered days.
'""'

Tht fi i^ *^ ""^^ ''°'^d nestle in a cloud-The fisherman, a ghost, did cast his net; '

A.d h V^^ ^•"8°' *° '">«fe "^d fret.And hushed its caverns loud.

^*q»« ^v,%"?°'^ rr*' *•"« Wrds were mute.


