The master of the roving kind.

And there where time will set no mark
For his irrevocable rest,

Under the spacious melting dark,

With all the nomad tented stars
About him, they have laid him down

Above the crumbling of the sea,
"Beyond the turmoil of renown.

O all you hearts-about the world
In whorh the truant gipsy blood,
Under the frost of this pale time,
Sleeps like the daring sap and flood

That dream of April and reprieve !
You whom the haunted vision drives,

Incredulous of home and ease,
Perfection’s lovers all your lives!




