
CHRISTMAS EVE AT ST. KAVIn's

There is no near nor far,

Where glorious Algebar

Swings round his mighty circuit through the

night,

Yet where without a sound

The winged seed comes to ground.

And the red leaf seems hardly to alight.

One force, one lore, one need

For satellite and seed.

In the serene benignity for all.

Letting her time-glass run

With star-dust, sun by sun,

In Nature's thought there is no great nor small.

There is no far nor near

Within the spirit's sphere.

The summer sunset's scarlet-yellow wings

Are tinged with the same dye

That paints the tulip's ply.

And what is colour but the soul of things?
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