
PROLOGUE.

VVhere the vast spirit of the race still brooils
fJn elemental and eternal things.
And the deep mind in lands of morning calm

ru '"^""'"es in mystery, and dreams
Of ivhat concerns its welfare and its peace.

And frtmt that far abode of trttth bring homeSome arttiitry of wisdom and of faith,
Some revelation or forgotten creed,
.So-ie flower of ancient culture flung away
.\nu lost long since, discarded in the spoil
Of conquerors, or trampled under footHy teerMng generati ms on the march.

For yet beyond our lu»t meridian.
Beyond tht. night, wlir<x. pri, ir dawn begins
.^ud the great sun get < up . • carl -t ,^oW,
J he mysttc blossom of perfi ion -tili
Mitit blooni somewhere u > gUtAden mortal eves
Perhaps withm some tempi arden dim '

wfif ^i'l'""'.
*"* ""'^ "' <ranquil bronze\yatchmg the slow process

, le daysOo by htm like a pageant <>, rain.
Some wise old priest tends it .. ih loving care
.\morg his white and purple i; <tes,

Sheddmg their beauty on the q t world.

There with a patient and brnu 'ega- '

Horn of his toil, his flowers, and t.,t h-^aiusHe cnltwates that pure philosophy


