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Or when along the southern rim 
Of the mysterious summer night 
He marks, above the sleeping world, 
Antares with his scarlet light.

The creamy shadow-fretted streets 
Of some small Caribbean town,
Where through the soft wash of the trades 
The brassy tropic moon looks down ;

The palm-trees whispering to the blue 
That surfs along the coral key ;
The brilliant shining droves that fleet 
Through the bright gardens of the sea.

The crimson-boled Floridian pines 
Glaring In sunset, where they stand 
Lifting their sparse, monotonous lines 
Out of the pink and purple sand ;
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