THE SEVENFOLD SACRAMENT

The infinite maze to travel through,
The goal unguessed, the path untrod,
And stand unhelmed, unarmed, unshod,
Naked before the unknown God.

Oh! stertorous, oh! strangling strife
That cleaves to love, that clings to life !
The Will is broken, falls afar

Extinct as an accurséd star.

The Self, one moment held behind,
Whirls like a dead leaf in the wind
Down the Abyss. The soul is drawn .
To that Dark Night that is the dawn
Through halls of patience, palaces

Of ever deeper silences,

Zons and zons and zons

Of lampless empyreans

Darker and deeper and holier, caves

Of night unstirred by wind, great graves
Of all that is or could ever be

In Time or Eternity.

Drawn, drawn, inevitably spanned,

Tirelessly drawn by some strange hand,
Drawn inward in some sense unkenned
Beyond all to an appointed end,

No end foreseen or hoped, drawn still

Beyond word or will

Into Itself, drawn subtly, deep

Through the dreamless deaths whose shadow is sleep,
Drawn, as dawn shows, to the inmost divine,
To the temple, the nave, the choir, the shrine,
To the altar where in the most holy cup

The wine of its blood may be offered up.

Nor is it given to any son of man

To hymn that sacrament, the One in Seven,
Where God and priest and worshipper,
Deacon, asperger, thurifer, chorister,

Are one as they were one ere time began,
Are one on earth as they are one in heaven ;
Where the soul is given a new name,
Confirming with an oath the same,
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