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A Dream
With parted lips and wreathed beacd
Thou comest witb the newly dead.
Tbey, strange-eyed, pace the golden way;
Tby step is light, tbine eyes are gay,
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Iogs. There is scarcely a place,
ýs of baking asphaît, wbere the
-et a drink on a bot summer day.

wronounce it Spanish fasbion, if
is a dear. There are lots of
but flot many, in this part of it
type of dearness. She is small

:ate, and sbe dresses in soft
Her indomitable spirit, ber

of unselfisb self-assertion, her
1 ber from becomine- an Atintie.

of a leaf that moved in the wind, a cloud of the sky
and the breath of the wind that blows from tl
snow. These he moulded with a littie dust, and ga,
to Lutf Ali in gratitude for his release. And 1
the dust and the flame, the wind and the shado
were a red mare; she was fierce as the flame, tir
less as the wind, quiet as the cloud in the sky. Ai
this virtue also went with ber. When the snows
Demavend were white in the moon and the bulb
called amnong the orchards e)f apricots, Lutf Ali h;
but to kiss the mare upon the white star of h
forehead, and shie becamie a dancing-girl, wl
danced like a leaf in the wind, was tamneless as
shadow, swifter than a cloud, and fiercer than ai
fire. Such were the words of the djinn.

Wise men say that whosoever takes gifts from t
djinnee is as one who slays himself with a swo
covered with roses.

Lutf Ali called his red mare Shah-Susana, ai
her f ame was on the lips of men. When Li:
mounted her it was as if a red flame ran throuij
bis blood; and when she smnelled the battie a:
screamed aloud, men were as siain witb fear befe
the sword came.

"There is none so great as Luti Ali," said th(
"and the -wrath of Allah, is in the red mare."

Lutf Ali held the red mare more dear than ail 1
possessions. At dawn he would go to ber and 1
bis hand uipon ber head and say, -How is it wv
thee, 0 Golden Fire? IIow is it with thee, Sha
Susana ?" And at evening he would give ber sw<
water witli his own hands, and her corni was stre,
with the n)etals of Lyolden roses, and the fringes


