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THE SEA
By Louise Driscoll

Nyaumsumehmem
That came so far breast.
You were the center of vy
Where now they L at

They Jie like chords o gour heart,
Torisile o mortal &

But the wind knows ther all apast,
And as he passes by

He touches them with carefal hands,
He plays the harp of the great sea,

An instrument none understan

Nor loves so well as

s

Ar midnight when on land the dead arise,
Crecping through the long grass like fireflies,

The drowned come up and walk upon the sea,
And live a little while in memory.

And it is st\:r:fe to see them walking there,
With shells seaweed tangled in their hair.

! ‘heard one spak in that menst
said: e sea does stmnge to me,

§But 55 o fiond that T evo known for yeass.
Its salt is like the savor of my
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