
A Street in Bagdad

""id soile mondrtn~ swupt the
grounld before Ils. Thi Pvas,1' th 1 n1
ali nial 1 ife whic lli iiiwt olir viow Ii the
wVhole. disfalnee of hoe ixtv iles
froil Bag.dad to Ba;by-ln Aýfter we
hald gonp hiaîf thle jourie wemold
imark thie vest.iges of ai former eiviliza-
titjii M ilows of "fu"or mloundsii
whjchi dotted thie dveserf Somne few
of these ,iiowed signis of liaving-, beeni
exvýatedI, but thle majorityv looked the

smaswhenl thehd boeencsrut
ed somte tholusands of years ago. Far
oIr il thie ditsanwe almiiost imrvcep-
tile to theo naked eythere loomied
on1 thle hlorizon wht ppeared to be a
grove of treýes, and onl ouri righit, grow-
ingi tir)migl out of thie ïirid dIesert
there appearedl onie siaypalm "mn-
wvoo>d of Summiiier win)ilO nearer
view the grove turnzed out to be a
palmi planttation oni ihe haniks of thie

Eupratsand we began to realize
tiiiat Mi a few minlutes, we w-ould be
amlid thle rins of onie of the xnost
famlous cities of the pas;t.

At îaf-psttenl we alighited from
the tralin righit iin the midst of neg-
leeted watercourses and a perfect sea
of momnds and ruinis. 1 stood dazed,

badyabîe to10 a or to inove. Hlere

Ili<l heeii the culmination of an 14,1,
pires dream, and here its downrlfaîî.
hI the paLive whose ruins lay almosýt
at OUr feet Nebnehiadnezzar had livedj,
amd Alexander the Great hiad died. 11»

lils saePalace, too, was the ban-
iiiieting hall where Belshazzar made
Ili>; fest nd aIl round about were
mnemtorials of civilizations long since

pasdito oblivion. Lt seemaed as
thiongh the flood-gates of history haël
sudelylýi beeni openedi, and thlroligh
t heini thiere were passingý_ in review,
the hiosts of Assyria and of Babylonia
tho -Army of Cyrus, the troopa o
Alexander the Great, and aIl the mer,
of civilization past and gone. 1 feul
inito a re verie in whieh the past floated
b)efore my eyes, but I awoke to sec i
some Wandering Arabs the rise of
I.slami, and, in our own Party, the
represenitat ives of a power soion to be
ai potent factor in the history of the
Ealst.

A\s I stood there I kilt creeping over
ime somethîng of the spirit whie1h
hauntedl that charming writer, iss.
Gertrude Lowthian Bell, when in sinii-
lar surroundings ýshe gave expression
to her feelings in these words:


