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THE tide is in the marshes. Far away
 In Nova Scotia's woods they follow me,
 Marshes of distant Massachusetts Bay,
 Dear marshes, where the dead once loved to be!
 I see them lying yellow in the sun,
 And hear the mighty tremor of the sea
 Beyond the dunes where blue cloud-shadows run.
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IKNOW that there the tide is coming in,
 Secret and slow, for in my heart I feel
 The silent swelling of a stress akin;
 And in my vision, lo! blue glimpses steal
 Across the yellow marsh-grass, where the flood,
 Filling the empty channels, lifts the keel
 Of one lone cat-boat bedded in the mud.
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The tide is in the marshes. Kingscroft fades;
 It is not Minas there across the lea;
 But I am standing under pilgrim shades
 Far off where Scituate lapses to the sea.
 And he, my elder brother in the muse,
 The poet of the Charles and Italy,
 Stands by my side, Song's gentle, shy recluse.
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THE hermit thrush of singers, few might draw
 So near his ambush in the solitude
 As to be witness of the holy awe
 And passionate sweetness of his singing mood.
 Not oft he sang, and then in ways apart,
 Where foppish ignorance might not intrude
 To mar the joy of his sufficing art.
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Only for love of song he sang, unbid
 And unexpectant of responsive praise;
 But they that loved and sought him where he hid,
 Forbearing to profane his templed ways,
 Went marveling if that clear voice they heard
 Pass thrilling through the hushed religious maze,
 Were of a spirit singing or a bird.
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ALAS! he is not here, he will not sing;
 The air is empty of him evermore.
 Alone I watch the slow kelp-gatherers bring
 Their dories full of sea-moss to the shore.
 No gentle eyes look out to sea with mine,
 No gentle lips are uttering quaint lore,
 No hand is on my shoulder for a sign.
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Far, far, so far, the crying of the surf!
 Still, still, so still, the water in the grass!
 Here on the knoll the crickets in the turf
 And one bold squirrel barking, seek, alas!
 To bring the swarming summer back to me.
 In vain; my heart is on the salt morass
 Below, that stretches to the sunlit sea.
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INTERMINABLE, not to be divined,
 The ocean's solemn distances recede;
 A gospel of glad color to the mind,
 But for the soul a voice of sterner creed.
 The sadness of unfathomable things
 Calls from the waste and makes the heart give heed
 With answering dirges, as a seashell sings.
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Mother of infinite loss! Mother bereft!
 Thou of the shaken hair! Far-questing Sea!
 Sea of the lapsing wail of waves! O left
 Of many lovers! Lone, lamenting Sea!
 Desolate, prone, disheveled, lost, sublime!
 Unquelled and reckless! Mad, despairing Sea!
 Wail, for I wait—wail, ancient dirge of Time!
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NO more, no more that brow to greet, no more!
 Mourn, bitter heart! mourn, fool of Fate! Again
 Thy lover leaves thee; from thy pleading shore
 Swept far beyond the caverns of the rain,
 No phantom of him lingers on the air.
 Thy foamy fingers reach for his—in vain!
 In vain thy salt breath searches for his hair!
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