PICTOR IGNOTUS.

He is a silent second self

Who travels with me in the road;
I share his lean-to in the hills,

He shares my modest town abode.

Under the roof-tree of the world
We keep the gipsy calendar,
As the revolving seasons rise

Above the tree-tops, star by star.

We watch the arctic days burn down
Upon the hearthstone of the sun,
And on the frozen river floors

The whispering snows awake and run,
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