
And in their custody this " Gate of Peace "

Bears still the grandeur of its origin,
Firing aneii' the wistful hearts of men
To brave endeavor with replenished hope,
Though since that time three hundred years ago,
The magic hush of those forsaken streets
And empty courtyards has been undisturbed.
Save by the gentle whirring of grey wings.
With cooing murmurs uttered all day long.
And reverent tread of those from near and far.
Who still pursue the immemorial quest.


