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Then in the still, portentous cold
Of a blue twilight, deep and large,
We see the northern bonfires lit
Along the world’s abysmal marge.

He watches, with a love untired,
The white sea-combers race to shore
Below the mossers’ purple huts,
When April goes from door to door.

He haunts the mountain trails that wind
To sudden outlooks from grey crags,
When marches up the blue ravine

September with her crimson flags.

The wonder of an ancient awe
Takes hold upon him when he sees
In the cold autumn dusk arise
Orion and the Pleiades ;
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