DAWN, AND THE NIGHT HAS FLED
Dawn, and the night has fled,

Silver the sky;

Pale the great, sleepy stars


Watching on high.

Dawn, and the pallid east


Flushes to gold
As without touch of hands


Its gates unfold.

Dawn, and the hooded hills,

Shrinking and gray,

Shoulder to shoulder stand


Waiting the day.

Dawn, and the song of toil


Once more I bear,

Trampling of many feet


Breaks on my ear.
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