
«nd not till the Evening of hi. Life is he
to be seen with White hairs taking that
F^ce by the Mosque which his de^rted
Master had been used to occupy before.
Meanwhile he had become Poet, whichno doubt winged his Reputation andUocmne ^r and wide through Nations

to whom Poetry is a vital Element of the
Air they breathe. « A Thousand times,**
hesays, "I have repented ofsuch Employ-
ment

; but I could no more shirk it than
one can shirk what the Pen of Fate has
written on his Forehead *•—«« As Poet I
have resounded through the World;
Heaven filled itself with my Song, and
the Bride of Time adorned her Ean a"d
Neck with the Pearls ofmy Verse, whose
coming Caravan the Penian Haffi and
Saadi came forth gladly to salute, and the
Indian Khosru and Hasan hailed as aWonder of the World." "The Kings of

Lords of Irik and Tabrfz load me with
Gifts; and what shall I say of those of
iUiorasan, who drown me in an Ocean of
Munificence i

**

This, though Oriental, is scarcely Bom-
bast. Jimi was honoured by Princes at
ftome and abroad, and at the very time
they were cutting one another's Throats;
^his own Sultan Abou Said; by Hasan
iJeg of Mesopotamia—" Lord of Tabrfz "—by whom Abou Said was defeated, de-
throned, and slain; by Mahomet II. ofTurkey-" King of Rdm "-who in hi,
turn defeated Hasan; and lastly by


