
Smoulder an-d kindle and set fire
To the dark selvedge of the night,

'The deep blue tapestry of stars,
Then- sheet the dome in pearlv liçrht,

There in perpetual-tides of daf,',
Where men may praise him and deplore,

The place of his lone grave shall bezzý
A seamark set forevermorel,

High on a peak adrift with mist
And round whose bases, far beneath

The snow-white wheelinc tropic birds,
The emerald dragon breaks his teeth.
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