	            My Sunset Fancy 

              by Lillie Beck
Tonight as I sat at my window 


While the west was all agleam 

With that strange and wonderful splendor 


That is fleeting as a dream.

I thought that the hands of angels 


Had flung Heaven's gateways wide 

And I caught some glimpse of the glory 


From the hills on the other side.

Is it not a comforting fancy 


This sunset thought of mine; 

That always the gates of Heaven 


Swing open at the days decline.

That those whose work is all ended 


From our earthly woes and ills 

May pass to the peace and gladness 


That crown the beautiful hills.

Perhaps while I sat there dreaming 


Of the gateway in the west 

Some weary ones went homeward 


To a long and endless rest.

Went in through the sunset gateway 


To the city paved with gold 

To dwell in the hills of heaven 


And to be no longer old.

When for me the sunset gateway 


At the days decline shall enclose 

And I shall enter through its portals 


To a long and sweet repose.

I know that I shall remember 


In that land so fair and far 

My strange and beautiful fancy 


Of the sunset gates ajar.
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Sarah Lillian “Lillie” (Varney) Beck (1857-1946)

Working in her garden at the family homestead in Chocorua New Hampshire.

Circa 1930’s 




