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She lit him who has struggled Every night | near the trumpets blare of wild ele- That head teach
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Little drops of water Under the wood apple tree, a border-mark ' A, Chlng SUcf;/ Self des
Little grains of sand Of my father's dreamland, az/, Case; Peopq truction
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And our little moments, And the salt-box, kept last night
Humble though they be Under his pillow, polished off.
Make the mighty ages of eternity
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“A dreamer is one who can only find his way

by moonlight, and his punishment is that he sees
the dawn before the rest of the world.”

Oscar Wilde
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