
EPHEMERON

You trim those quick antennae as of old,
Forget the cold,
And spread those stiffened sails once more to 

dare
The elemental air.

Does that thin deep, unmarinered and blue, 
Come back to you,
Dreaming of ports whose bearing you have lost, 
Where cruised no pirate frost ?

Ah, shipmate, there’ll be two of us some night, 
In ghostly plight,
In cheerless latitudes beyond renown,
When the long frost shuts down.

What if that day, in unexpected guise,
Strong, kind, and wise,
Above me should the great Befriender bow,
As I above you now,—
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