Night Sailing

by Albert Stimson


     I
       am
         at

 sea,

A wave, it laps and laps, the wave, the wave.

    sail  -   ing
         a     -     lone      by

It laps the wood, the hollow, hollow hull.

       moon   -    light,       the 
         sound     of 

The brightened sea—the moon, the moon is full—

       my       voice      small       and        weak

The shining hills and hills, the dark concave.

       as           it             ech    -    oes

The looming land, the trees, the shadow trees.

       my       song   off            the     cliffs.

The slowly sliding coast, the rocky walls.

       I        am       cold,       wea    -   ry,

The brisk breeze whistles, cries and calls.

       wet         with  salt           and   spray.

The moaning mast whimpers to be free.

       I             see       O  -    ri  -   on,

The rumbled rush of water, waterfall—

    big          dip     -          per,        north       star.

It pants and groans, down past the darkened grove

            They  guide     me            home

where, in the rocks, a chink within the walls,

    to       long      stone  stairs.

a hidden grotto—falls above, above.

    A        warm      light shines high,

Below, a mooring, solid stone halls.

    where   morn – ing          sleep        waits.

An echoed cry, a mourning, mourning dove.

[Note:  The two voices are to be read aloud simultaneously.  The bottom part should be fairly fast with a steady rhythm.  The top part must be stretched out, with the words elongated and enunciated very clearly, or the meaning is lost on the listener.]

