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FOR LOVE'S SAXE.

You hiave read ef the Moslom palace-
The innrvelloua fane thiat standa

,On the -banka cf the distant Jumnna,
The Wonder of ail the lands.

You have read, of its mnarble aplexîders,
Ita carvinga of r-are device,

Its donies and its towvers tlmat glisten
Like visions cf Paradise.

IYon have listened, ns one lias tolci yen
0f its pinnacles sniowy-fair,-

Su pure thiat thîey seeined snispended
Like cleuda in the crystal air;

0f the floiw of its rouiitaiins fnlling
As softly as inourners' tears;

0f tue lily and r'ose kept bloonîîng
For over two lîundred year-

Of the friezes of frost-Iilce bea 1 ty,
The jeovels that crust the w-ail,

The carvings that crowiî the zirclî-%way,
The iiinernîost slirirc ut al-

-%Vlere lies iii lier sculptured coffinî,
(Whose chîiselings moitali mn

H-ath. nover excellId>, the dearest
0f the loves of the Shahl jucaiî.

They read you the shiining ]le,(ends
\Vhose letters are set ii' greins,

On the wvalls of the sacred chaiîbers
Thiat aparkle like diadems.

And tlley -tell ytiu thiese letters, gleaiiiing
. NVlierev'er the eye nîay look,
.Are ivords of- thie kusleni Prophet,

Are texts fromn hic lioly bouk.

_Ancl still as yem hieardc, yen questiolied
Right wvonderiingly, as yotd nînat,

"Why rear mnch a palace, oily
To shelter a wvenian'c dust ~

WhJ rear it?-the Slhah hiad proinised
Ris be autiful Nour-inalial.

Te do it, because hie leved hier,
Ho leved- her-and, that vas. al! 1

Se minaret, ivall and column,
And tower and doie above,

Ail tei cf a aacrcd -promise,
AiÜtteîr one accejmt-LQvE,.

-Yeu knbv--f ànothq,teùipo

The spiender of %vliose perfections
Is nîystical, strange, divine,

Yeu have read of its deep) foundlationg,
Which neither the fr'Qat.nur flood

Nor forces of careh can weaken,.
Cenîeîîted in tears and bluod..

TViat, chosen,%vitli skili traniscenden~,
]3y the «'isdom that fuls the throno,

Was quarriod, and hieivil, aiîd polialied,
Its Wonderful corner-atonle.

Se vat is its scaie propertioned,
Se lefty its turrets risc,

That the pile iii its finishied glery
MVill reacli te the very skies.

The ]apse ofthesuent IÇedron,,
The r-oses of Sharon. fair,

Gethiseniie's sacred olives
And cedars, are rounid it there.

And g-aýved on its walis and pillars,
And cnt in its crystal stone,

Ar-e the ivords of our Fropliet. swveeter
Than Islam hîntli ever kitowni:

.Texts cullcd fron the liuly Gospel,
Thiat coinfort, refî'eshi, sustaiîî,

And chine witli a rarer lustre
Than the greis of dic I{lindoq faile.

The plan of the temple, onily
Its architect utiderstndls

A Jnd yet Hie accepta- (Oh, wonder)
The lielping of liinunan lands

And cn, for thie work's progression,
He is wvillizîg that great and sinail

Shuuld briig finii thoir bits of cvxviîîg,
Su needeci, to fill the Wvall.

'Net one dees the MasInter-iBuilder
Disdainfully cast away:

-Why, .e.veî.He-tulies Lhechiippingc,
M e ioien have brouglit to-day

Oh, net tli.ýdead--to the livin,
We -rear on the earth He trod,

This tane te His. laating glory-
This Ohurch te the Christ cf God!1

Why laborand atrive ? NWohavo promiaedl
(And1iijë;ýe ýhe O;reè 14
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