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The prelude of the night is com-

menced in the music of tlie sunset, in

its solemn hymn to the ineffable fhirk.
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I HAVE scaled the peak and found no

shelter in fame's l)leak and l)arren

height. Lead me, my (iuide. before

the light fades, into the valley of

quiet where life's harvest mellows into

golden wisdom.
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Things look phantastic in this dim-

ness of the dusk — the spires whose

bases are lost in the dark and tree tops

like blots of ink. I shall wait for the

morning and wake up to see thy city

in the light.
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