
I never deemed the wave was lone, 
That silvered under sun and stone, 

For ever drawn, for ever thrown, 
Along the sounding sea. 

So many rose where one had gone, 
So many broke and hurried on, 

I thought no grief could dwell upon 
A thing so wild and free. 

But once, beside the evening shore, 
When all the tide was breathing low, 
A single wave came wandering slow 

And spoke awhile with me. 
“I am,” it said, “of all that move 

The loneliest thing beneath the sky.” 
I asked it softly, wondering why, 

With thousands on the sea. 

It lingered long before my feet, 
Then bowed its pale and foaming head, 

As though it grieved for what it said, 
And answered quietly: 

“Those waves are all a part of me. 
Each shore is joined unto the sea, 

And every tide, however far, 
Returns at last to me. 

The Atlantic bears my restless hand, 
The Pacific breaks on distant sand, 

The Arctic lifts beneath the dark 
And still I am alone. 

For every crest that rises near, 
Each white hand reaching through the mere, 

Is only mine returning here, 
And never one unknown. 

But in spite of this, I still wave, 
Through storm, through blue, through black, 

At puddles, people, flags and trees, 
In hope that one waves back.” 


