


qajhm MNature had carefully moulded
The West into highlands and plains,
Had traced all the courses for vivers
And linked wp the mountams i chains,
She twrned to her palette and brushes
And gaily she limned every scone,
The mewntains she mottled with purple,
The prairics with yellow and green.

And, at length, when she came to the Diesert,
Where perfumes pervaded the air,
She emptiod her tubes on her palette—
The hues of the rainbow were there;
She lavished them all on the prcture
And gave a new tint to each flower,
"Twas thus that the Garden of Allah
Became her mast colorful bower,
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