
bt. Dunstan’s 

THELATERPROPHET 

.A still small voice spake through the darkness of 
The cave to me: “0 son of man, take thee 
A candle, and‘a $got and a bo$ 
In which tPe kings of men have writ. 
Before the dawn, and come to me. 
Amid the hills and solitudes of earth 
Shalt thou behold a mighty lesson and 
A wonder.) Son of man, go now and find 
Thy candle, fagot, and thy written boo1 
Arise before-the dawn, and come to me.” 
While yet the day star lingered, I arose 
And bare my burdens through the heavy air, 
Into the hills and past the homes of men. 
“0 son of man,” the still small voice spake through 
The darkness of the cave, 
And kindlings, and strike fire, that they may born.’’ 
So through the hills, into the glowing dawn, 

“I searched, and finding, brought my brush and kindli 
Unto th‘e cave. “0 son of man,” went on . 
The still small voice, when through the drifting pitch 
And blackness of the cave a flading pile 
Arose, “sit thou and watch beside the flame, ‘ 
And when the heap i s  ashes, take thou fire from it 
And light thy candle. Sit thou down and watch.-- 
So in the grey of morning;while outside 
I heard the song of birds, I watched the flame. 
And saw it die, and fed my candle from it. 
Again I heard the voice. -“Arise, 0 son 
Of man, and hold thy candle high above thee, 
That i t  may shine through darkness. 
Until the light begin to dim, then burn 
Thy fagot from it. 

’ Then in the glowing red of dawn held I 
My candle high above my head. 
It did not shine through darkness, for ‘the dawn 
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