










































































































































































664

Tae AMERICAN THEOSOPHIST

Pierced all her mysteries with one swift look,
Then bade my thunders shout. The city trembled
And, charmed with the sublime outery, I paused
And listened. ‘

“Yet had I to rise and learn
A loftier lesson. I was lifted high
Into the heavens, and there became a star;
And on my new-formed orb two angels sat.
The one thus spoke: ‘O spirit, young and pure!
Say, wilt thou be my shrine? I am of old,
The first of all things and of all the greatest;
I am the Sovereign Majesty, to whom
The universe is given, though for a while
I war with rebels strong; my name is Truth.
I am the Spirit of wisdom, love and power,
And come to claim thee; and, if thou obey
My guiding, I will give thee thy desire—
Even eternal life.” He ceased, and then
The second angel spoke. ‘Ask not, O soul!
My name; I bid thee free thyself, and know
Thou hast the fount of life in thy own breast
And need’st no guiding. Be a child no longer;
Throw off thy fetters and with me enjoy
Thy native independence, and assert
Thy innate majesty. Truth binds not me,
And yet I am immortal; be. thou, too,
A god unto thyself.’

“But I had learned
My own deep insufficiency, and gazed
Indignant on the unholy angel’s face
And pierced its false refulgence, knowing well
Obedience only is true liberty
For spirits formed to obey; so best they reign.
Straight the base rebel fled and, ruled by Truth,
I rolled unerring on my shining road
Around a glorious centre, free—though bound,
Because love bound me—and my law became
My life and nature; and my lustrous orb
Pure spirits visited. I wore a light
That shone across infinitude and served

To guide returning wanderers. I sang

With all my starry sisters, and we danced
Around the throne of Time and washed the base
Of high Eternity like golden sands.

_ There first my soul drank musi¢, and was taught

That melody is part of heaven and lives

In every heaven-born spirit like her breath;

There did I learn that music without end -

Breathes, murmurs, swells, echoes and floats and peals
And thunders through creation, and in truth

Is the celestial language and the voice
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