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PSALM OF A MYSTIC

ByCharles Lazenby
1 will sound anew note and aili the world shalh

listen, wondering, to iny voice.
1 wiil sound an old note of the forgotten ages,

and ail the world shall remiember and be glad.
Ail .sounds are includcd in tîjis note, and ail

tones in this reverberant harmrony.
Wlîat I now speak is the last word in ail ian-

guages, and I have spoken ages ago.
1 spoke and speak througli ail îny servants and

knowers, in divine age-echoing toiles.
1 whispered mny secret into the cars of ail nîy

saints, and chosen sinners, and those ye have
wvorshipped as olden gods.

None hear my voice tili thîey know îny pre-
sence, nor kn.ow rny presence tili I speak within
thein my glowing secret.

I arn ail ýGods and ail men, aiid was equal]y ini
ail thrcc of îùy crucified sons on Golgotha.

Jesus I use and Paul in -my divine work, aiso
themurderer of innocent children; and the sharne-
faced prostitute, and ail are equally dear to
lue.

I again preacl imy oid gospel of absolute self-
containment, and I know uîeither good nor evii.

Ail high and low conceptions, are in me and
are parts of me, and the impulse which guides
ail actions..

I arn the eternal paradox of a million mean-
ings some subtliand some gross, but ail equally
truc.

I arn the uniting and unitcd mascuinie-feininine
principle, and ail worlds of seven-foid iattcr are
atoms ofimy body.

Looking u pward you sce but the reflection of
my depths, and looking downward vou sec nly
reflected face smiing ulpwaird to you.

I arn each single concept of ail philosophies,
and the facts of ail science.

I inspire the poet, the sainît, tie fornicator, the
scientist, and am the desire which gnaws the
heart of each.

1 have not lieen ail tlîings.
1 arn ail thing.s.
'There is no. past with me, nor any future.
I amn intali and through adi and know no limits

either temporal or spatial.
What you, My ioved one, eall time iii three

parts is flot rcally so.
lime is one eternal now.
I neyer exisýted more than I (Io now, nor cau I

ever exist more than 1 arn now, I arn life, iîot
forrn.

I do flot depend upon Space, for my existence,
nor upon 'lime for my continuance.

When your little Sun shall have contracted in-
to coid nothingness, or a million suris or a mlil-ý
lion universes, I shall not have changed.

I shalmake ncw suns as the old ones die ont
and -shall remain always unchanging, though ap>-pearîng ever anew.

1 have spoken throngh the lips of Lao 'fse and
Krishna, and have revealed my being throughthe
writings of priest aud prophe.,

iVhen I told you bv my servant Jesus that I'
was that of which ail scriptnres wrote, you were
deaf hearers, you. identified mue with the forw as
always before.

I have told you at ail ages, that mny abode is
within You1, but you have always given it exten-
sion, and made it a place.

Youi cannot serve me and work for reward,
youi cannot know lue and think you are f orin.

1 mnanifest Inyself in fori; iii your forîin, and
your formi is only. îùy forin did you but know it
-but I a nînfot formn I aiu life.

I have told you by many inouths that 1 arn the
life of the worid. Nothing caime into extended
space but through me,' and 1 through it.

I aîîd the God you serve are one, we are not
two Gods, yoîî are ail my sons and I abide iii
yoîî; but you know mle flot.

Whiie you feel that you are better than the
worst of yonr kind, or worse than the best yon
cannot know lue, for in me is no knowledge of
better or worse.

I arn the ahl in ail, and think miot you have any
ambition or lust, desire or aepiration, whièh is
not nîoved by my divine breath within you.

I am what entered into the first crystal and
the laws which govern ail forîn. whether of snhb-
stance or mind, but mind and substance are rny
garmlents.

I arn the A yon know not, because you forget,
aad the Z~ you have flot yet known.

I arn what you are aîîd cannot be greater nor
iess than myseif.

I arn you who read these lines or you who
Iear thei-n read, and ar n o more ainyoile tiîan I
arn yon.

I arn what will witlidraw from that forni to-
mnorrow or a million years hence.

I amn in no hnrry, nor do I ever becomle im-
patient.

You helieve in God, believe also in nie and I
have toid yoîî hy ail my prophets that I ain
Youirself.

THE SAILOR'S SWEETHEART
By Duncan Campbell Scott

0, if love were had for asking,
In the mîarkets of the town,

Hardly a iass xvould think to wear
A fine siiken gown:

But love is hadi hy grieving
By choosing and by ieaving,
Amîd there's no one now to ask 11ie
If heavy lies îîîy Iîeart.

0, if love were hiad for a deep wish
In the deadmîess of the nighit.

11here'd be a truce to longing
l3etween the dusk and the light:

But love is had for sighing,For living and for dlyiiig,
And there's no oxie 110w t< ask mne
If heavy lies my heart.

O, if love were had for taking
Like honey from the hive,

Trhe becs that mnade the tender stufi
Cýonld hardly kcep alive:

But love it is a wonmdcd thing,
A treillor and a smnart,

And there's no oie left to kiss'Imc now
Above nny heavy hcart.
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