
56 THE DESTRUCTION OF SAN FRANCISCO

And when old Sol looks o'er the peaks,

Upon this fateful morn,

To where the ruined city reeks

'Neath smoky pall, with crimson streaks,

Down by the Golden Horn,

He, wondering, thinks if such is fate

Of man, for sorrow made,

Who enters through the Golden Gate

What time his works both small and great

Have in the dust been laid.


