The last Travellors.

The crowds are departing, one by one

The travellers loavé us, brushed by the steam

0f a train as they go. They grimly clutch

Their bags and at the last gate

Give no glance back, TVe're left alone

And shall go together a 1ittle timg

On the slowast tracks of all that stretch

Boyond those pleasant hillsy 1late

The time of aprivale The sun's been down

A long tﬁ.me-nom Th‘a_ trains are tho samé

A8 befores and t6 énd thelr coachos touch

Each other like shadows, seem to stato

Their destinations. A Hidden loudspeskors bave done
Their works +the grimy stokers ave now at homse
We're the last and stand togethers fotch

Our collppsidle chairss We'll talk while wo waite



