
Who built the Taj for love of one held dear
Beyond atl other women in the world.
And left that loveliest memorial.
The most supreme of wonders wrought by man.
To move for very joy all hearts to tears

Beholding how great beauty springs from love,—

Akbar the wisest ruler over Ind,

Grandson of Babar in whose veins were mixed
The blood of Tamerlane and Chin^hiz Khan,
Who bea* the Afghans and the Rajputs down
At Paniput and Buxar in Bengal,
Making himself the lord of Hindustan,
And with his restless Tartars founded there

The Mo^iil empire with its Moslem foith,

Its joyousness, enlightenment, and art.—

Akbar of all the sovereigns of the East
Is still most deeply loved and gladly praised.

For he u'ho conquered with so strong a hand
Cabiil, Kashmir, and Kandahar, and Sind,
Oiidh and Orissa, Chitor and Ajmir,
With all their u'ealth to weld them into one.

Upholding justice with his sovereignty

Throughout his borders and imposing peace,

Was first and last a seeker after truth.

No craven nnlaborious tnice he songht,

But that great peace tvhich only comes with light,

Emerging after chaos has been quelled
In some long struggle of cndnring will,

To be a proof of order and of law.

Which cannot rest on falsehood nor on tvrong.

But spreads like generous sunshine on the earth
When goodness has been gained and truth made clear.

At ivhatsoe'er incalculable cost.

[^

Returning once with his victorious arms
And ii'ar-tvom companies on the homivard march
To Agra and his court's magnificence,


