Mixed up lines from Fireflies and Moths
And wheeling around its cloud of flowers the galaxies swarm like 
snow. 

Such a blaze of snow, such a smoke of sleet, such a fume of moths in 
the air

Steadfast and radiant travelling over the spur

Bursting and foaming, spinning and gushing, secret above the 
stream,

Many small flames, all climbing the stony mountain,

Has left the branches glittering white where the dark stream cuts 
the granite

Oh no there are no men here, there are only the fireflies,

But indeed oh indeed some army is moving here,

But the gust that blew the sunlight out and bade the thrush be silent

Like a man among the dark trees holding a lantern

Nothing is left of the mountains now, nothing is left of time:

But they are moving steadily, the height of a man,

Storm upon storm of snow-white moths from the midst of its cloud 
of flowers.

A clear small floating flame with a tinge of green,

Like an invisible army; but no footfalls move

The yellow-box-trees that the silver phalangers love;

You’d think a wind of the dusk had swept the blossoming tea-trees 
bare

Where the hot earth lies heavy in dust and silence;

Some invisible power flashing in points of brilliance

Unravelling over the earth its unearthly plans,

Uncanny to meet at night among the stones.

Over the soft red dust, no shadow ruffles

And still in a whirring hush of wings the bent old tea-tree showers

Only in depths of space and night there thrusts this ragged bough

