
"Nay then," said Akbar, " 'tis not thou but I
Who am the servant here and must go hence.
I found thee master of this solitude.
Lord of the princedom of a quiet mind,
A sovereign vested in tranquility,
And I have done thee wrong and stayed thy feet
From follow :fg perfection, with my horde
Of turbulent malcontents; and my loved dream
To build a city of abiding peace
Was but a vain illusion. Therefore now
This foolish people shall be driven forth
From this fair place, to live as they may choose
in dtsputance and wrangling longer still.

Until they learn, if Allah wills it so.
To lay aside their folly for the truth.

"

And as the king commanded, so it was.
More quickly than he came, with ait his court
And hosts of followers he went away.
Leaving the place to solitude once more,-
A rose to wither where it once had blown.

To-day the all-kind unpolluted sun
Shines through the marble fret-work with no sound;
Ihe wmds play hide and seek through corridors
Where stately women with dark glowing eyes
Have laughed and frolicked in their fluttering robes;
I he rose leave: drop with none to gather them.
In gardens where no footfall comes with eve
Nor any lovers watch the rising moon-

'

And ancient silence, truer than all speech.
Still holds the secrets of the Council Hall,
Upon whose walls frescoes of many faiths
Attest the courtesy of open minds.

Before the last camp-follower was gone.
The doves returned and took up their abode
In the mam gate of those deserted walls.


