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From the moment of my earliest acquaintance with Colonial History, I have felt all the pressure of a task laid upon me, tightening its grasp as I reached maturer years; that of an attempt to rescue the Aztecs from their letterless and mythical position in history, to the position which their possibilities at least argue for them; and this feeling has been far less the outgrowth of the enthusiasm awakened for the Aztecs, as the indignation felt at the whole conduct of the Spanish Conquest.

Realizing the gravity of the task, I have been led to carefully weigh and investigate the different theories advanced as to the origin of the Aztecs, and to adopt the argument of the poem as the best ground on which to unite the Sun Worship of the East with the Mythology of of the West.

Reverently, and with a full realization of how great must ever be the distance between the actual work and the ideal of my early inspiration, I lay the gathered chaplet at the shrine of old Chapultepec, and only regret that the fruiting should have fallen so far short of the promise of its blooming.

To Hubert Howe Bancroft the living, and W. H. Prescott the dead, differing as they do in some very material respects, yet essentially the same in spirit, I wish to record my indebtedness for their admirable and exhaustive works that have induced to a final effort the poem of which this is prefatory.

Some years since, I found in an abridged history of the United States, a brief outline that led me back to the Dispersal at Shinar (certainly a safe location for a speculative beginning) for the origin of the Aztec race.

It occurs to me now, with a shade of the ludicrous, that if safety were the all-important thing in the premises, I might have gone back a step farther to the figs and pomegranites of Eden, and prayed for the shade of Adam to cover the exotic which I have humbly tried to rescue from what seems to me to be an undeserved obscurity. The careful analogies drawn between Egypt and the Aztecs by both Prescott and Bancroft could be better met by locating the origin at Shinar than at any other point, as it takes us back to a date where we may consistently locate the Shepherd Kings and the overrunning of Mizraim by them, a part of Egypt's early history which is outlined (more or less briefly) by nearly all early historians.

As to the initial period of Sun Worship and its origin, I could of necessity have but little aid, and if I have seemed a little too speculative, I have only this apology: The prodigy of Egypt's prehistoric development, and the manufacture of glass, antedating historic research. It needs no great imaginative tension to crown some incipient philosopher not only with the discovery of glass, but, that in its proper shape, it could be made to concentrate the solar rays, and produce fire; and at that day and age, what possible superstitions might result from these discoveries!

After the re-establishment of the Mizraim descent, and the consequent expulsion of the "Sons of Lud," the line of their journey is the natural outgrowth of their religious fanaticism. They know that India and the far East are inhabited, and they seek the uninhabited track for their exit.

The Mound Builders seem to be historic cousins of the Aztecs, certainly the superiors of the aborigines of the North and Middle Atlantic.

The expulsion of the Mound Builders will admit of many theories, and I have simply adopted the one that occurred to me as consistent with the Christian inspiration of all great events.

The settlement of Mexico by the Aztecs, (as a branch of the Mound Builders) follows naturally in the wake of previous events, and the chain is thus made complete, with no serious hazard to its consistency as merely speculative drama, leading up to what is plainly historical.

I have striven to be historically consistent, following the letter of events closely, taking conjectural ground in but few instances.

If I have seemed to be censorious, even to rancor at times, I have only given vent to the repressed indignation of Prescott and other authors on the subject of the Spanish Conquest.

The only possible justification for the excesses of Cortez and his adherents, is the age in which the Conquest took place; and those who seek to justify it in this way, point to the opening of the present century, and to Napoleon, decoying the imbecile king and the weak Asturias into abdication and banishment to make room for his brother Joseph. This is a plague-mark upon the present century, and though a plain case of retributive justice through the visiting of the sins of the fathers upon the children, still the fact remains that the attempt to bring right of any multiple of wrongs, must always record a failure.

A sufficient answer to the latitude of the age, is the fact that a corresponding age gave us Plymouth, and not long after Penn's colony; nor can the Spaniards claim the same justification for excesses as these coincident colonists, all of whom had felt the lash of religious intolerance. The Spanish Conquest, antedating the divisions that followed the reformation, has no such covert for their lustful excrescences.

Any system of religious ethics that severs human responsibility from the domain of conscience, and furnishes a market for the indulgences that cover all the excesses of the body politic, cannot be expected to bring forth the best of fruit from a bloom so blighted by human lust, and so blackened by human selfishness.

If, amid all of their intolerance and deceit, they had respected the homely records and the grotesque landmarks of the nation they destroyed, the cavaliers might have shown them as a slight palliation, and at once furnished the historian the shadow of justification for their abuses; but the mental caste that could adopt any, and every device of deception and treachery to accomplish its ends, threw itself at once into the arms of a priestcraft, if possible more implacable than themselves; and obedient to their demands, tore down their landmarks, and ground their records to powder.

Surely, there is no fanaticism like religious fanaticism, and no licentiousness like that of the unbridled devotee of the Church.

Finally, as a whole, I feel confident that my effort will not fail to create food for thought, and eventually justify the effort which called it forth. To a nature partially Huguenot in its origin, and more so in sympathy and inclination, I have tried to add the temperate element that would impart freedom from undue prejudice and passion; but as the work is of necessity vindicatory on the one hand, and repressive on the other, I have been compelled to use good, plain Saxon words in the closing pages, justified only by the verity of their signification.

The body of the work is given in decimeters, varying in only a few cases where the expression seemed to require a different form.

I would rather not close these already extended remarks without recording my testimony, with that of others, of the positive pleasure experienced both in the progress and completion of a work of this character; and if I shall have been as fortunate in securing and retaining an auditory, I shall be twice blessed; for our highest ambition should ever be that of contributing to the happiness of others.

The reward of earnest labor, conscientiously performed, is the prize only once exceeded in the economy of things, and that once beyond the ken of our divulgence; yet, may we not hope that there is no actual severance between the earthly type and the heavenly reality, that the crown honestly won, and the prize worthily gained on earth, may both, retaining their semblance, the more perfectly glow in the clearer atmosphere of heaven.


H. H. R.
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THE DISPERSAL AT SHINAR.


As mariner upon the rocky sea,

Without a compass, helm, or heavenly hope,

A part of Earth's great ancestry to be

Upon the plains of Shinar; and they grope

In nature's darkness; they have lost the way

That leadeth to the Father, and can find

No clue of that great Presence, once their stay,

And still as near; but sin doth make us blind,

And when it fastens on the soul, the Father fades away.



How wholly lost, when man cannot descry

One token of his Maker in the soul—

One step remains, the animal must die;

But death has superseded its control,

Since the immortal "Ego" is no more,

The spirit gone from its companion, dust—

The ashes are but animate in vain

When love, and light, have given place to lust

And conscience gives no puncture for its pain.



Thus were they gathered, in this day far gone,

So near the causeway of the almighty past,

That retrospect brings close, the thought of God—

We wonder that a cloud could overcast,

So primitive a people, that the Shepherd's voice

Should leave no lingering echo, for the ear, so tokened and so choice.



And they would build a city, and a tower

Whose top would reach the very verge of Heaven;—

The puniest arm, is puissent in power,

When to its grasp supernal aid is given;

But muscles may, like cordage, swell the arm,

And arteries, like rills of mountains flow.

Weak is the blood that breakers them to harm,—

The fires of passion but a moment glow.



They, as the infants play upon the rim

Of ancient Ocean, had been rocked to sleep

In the bare arms of Nature; she would trim

Her lamps for them, and patient vigil keep

Upon their slumbers; and Heaven, to them,

Was but a brilliant, close-spread canopy,

Or crystal dome, a sort of diadem

Just out of easy reach, and they could see

No reason why they might not build a tower

Would intercept it; and their foolish pride

Supposed this little caprice of the hour,

Through all the after age, would witness of their power.



They made them bricks, and steadily they reared

The spiral column heavenward; the Great Eye

Bent vigilantly on them, as they neared

The upper ether, silent as the sky

Draws round its garniture; into each soul

Crept the first rootlets of an unknown tongue;

Each household head placed under his control

The elements of intercourse, first flung

Together by the great Teacher; just before

When they had dropped from their exulting hands

The rough-made tools; they closed forevermore

Their mutual labor, though in other lands

They could resume their use, this was the last

Of the poor monument that they had reared—

The workmen stand in wonderment aghast,

Though they had wrought together, and had cheered

Each other in their task, each quivering lip

Breathed but confusion to the other's ears,

No more from common cup of thought they sip,

But forced to strangerhood for many, many years.



In what a school was fashioned our first thought.

How the poor soul is dumbed, and quivering,

When we conceive what the Great Master wrought.

How are we littled, what a nameless thing

"Is man, that thou art mindful" thus "of him."

Thou settest up, and pullest down, and we—

Our hearts are hushed, our vision is made dim—

Mites in the balance of imponderate destiny.



A camp in Central India, 'neath the palms,

And where the lap of nature is so full,

That all the world may beggar it of alms

And drink of its repletion; a mere tool

Of hungry Kingdoms, thirsty Dynasties—

The finger-tips of Alexander's arm—

The plethorite of the Augustan age—

The gilt that margins all the tapestries

Down through middle ages; and the charm

That lends a mellow fragrance to the page

Of her, the Island Queen, whose arm meets arm

In the embrace of earth, her borders refuge from avenging harm.



A journey into Egypt, with their flocks before,

And peaceful conquests back, an opening door

To vast historic truths, a Niobe

Moaning her children's travail in advance,

A restless nomad people, like the sea,

Stirred by involuntary force, whose billows dance

To music of the spheres, stern Autocrat, and yet a slave to its own mastery.



SOJOURN IN EGYPT.


O Egypt! how shall we approach thy face?

How steal from thy dumb lips one scrap of song?

Thou stand'st alone, and sendest from thy place

One word, that human lips have shaped for thee,

To seal thy mighty arch with "mystery."

Time calls his children 'round him, and they each

Give answer to their names; gray Troy and Greece

Pour out the lesson their dumb lips would teach,

Carthage, Phœnicia, Parthia and Rome

Clothe death with all the eloquence of speech;

And each form linklets of an unbroke chain.

But they are youthful; in perspective dim

As if unmoved with either joy or pain.

With arms enfolded, and with eye all fixed,

A silent portal in the track of time.

In the rough surge of nations still unmixed,

Where the great fathers left thee in the Sphinx,

And heaped the sands upon thy broken links,

Thou dost look down the ages to defy

Tradition, inspiration, and all future progeny.



She sleeps as they advance; their lowing kine

And noisy herds before them, and with the flute

And siren song, they win, as with old wine,

Their way into the slumbering and the mute

Endormir of old Nile; but Egypt wakes,

And breast to breast, opposes their advance.

In vain against the shepherd crew, she breaks

Her ill-spent arrows, shattered every lance,

And Mizraim's sons the rod of empire yield

To sons of Lud; they spread their many tents

On Nile's unequaled garniture of field,

The one discordant note in her great eloquence.



How Nature heals what man has thus laid waste,

The stoic songsters of the worlds orchaste

Sing the same song, for friend and foe alike,

They lift no arm upon a world defaced

With war's stern tread, but with one voice they strike

The note of conquest or the requiem

Of some o'ertoppled Realm, Nature moves on

To shame the bugle blare, or sound of drum,

And sets her thousand nestlings in the dust of the unnumbered nations that are gone.



One after one, in stately march of time,

Kings pass, like common people, to the dust;

Unless by over-reaching, and the crime

Of too much selfhood, they are rudely thrust

A little sooner to their Maker's hands,

And their succession made accelerate

By that potention, which each scepter mans,

To fix each calendar, with human date.

No mortal is a law unto himself,

And much less, he who holds the reins of power;

For wisdom seldom is concentrated so,

That one weak soul is master of the hour,

Unquestioned arbiter of human fate,

Free to subdue, to persecute, to kill

The soul that reaches this enlarged estate,

Meets with a giant in the human will,

That soon or late, will crush him with its skill.



SUN WORSHIP.


Dread Guard! whose portal is another world,

Thy mandate never can be circumscribed;

Only that Hand thy car to being whirled,

And set thy lips, forevermore unbribed,

Can break the seal of silence; we look out,

And over both eternities, and waste

Our energies, to find some well-tried route

Out of life's labyrinth, where we may taste

The true nepenthe that disarms all doubt.



Beyond all human ken the key is kept;

Our prison is too strong, and will not break,

Our Keeper's eyes are those that never slept,

Yet never slept for love and our dear sake;

Touched by God's hand, the bolts will always yield;

We rule him; in our weakness, if we ask,

Our asking turns the desert to a field,

And shapes a coronal of every task.

A pestilence has struck this favored land—

Religion pleads in health; it now must take command.

The gods of Egypt, all are impotent,

The people beat the empty air in vain;

No orgie gains the purchase of content,

Their altars only mock the nation's pain.

The King has called a council to discuss

The best-laid methods of religious thought.

Of counselors, there is an overplus,

And many are the schemes that they have brought,

All conjured since they lost their way. The years

Had slowly passed, since God himself had spoke,

And hearts are human things, and their hot tears,

Melting their souls to harmony, in echoing murmur broke:



O Soul! that is all song,

O Heart! that is all love,

O Right! that knows no wrong,

O Arm! that is all strong,

Upon our bosoms move.



O Eye! that is all sight,

O Voice! that is all sound,

O Life! that is all might,

O Wing! that is all flight,

Where, where can you be found?



O Ear! that only hears,

O Voice! that only sings,

O Eye! that knows no tears,

O Time! that counts no years,

Lend us thy gift of wings.



O Faith! that wants no form,

O Hope! all unafraid,

O Sun! without a storm,

O Summer! always warm,

Where shall our hearts be stayed?



O Spirit! infinite,

O thou unchanging Word!

Whose echoes round us flit,

With all the past enlit,

O make thee to be heard!



So sang the gathered choral of the King,

And so, with saddened hearts, responded all

The gathered multitude; with what a spring

Is set the chords of Nature; and the call

From any searching soul a unit is

Of universal and insatiate thirst.

The longing story one may sing as his,

Responsive hearts all echo with the first,

Which shows how deep are all of our desires;

How earnestly we peer out in the dark!

How are we freighted, all, with latent fires!

How, on our souls and in our hearts, the Master leaves His mark!



There rose, from on the outskirts of the crowd,

One bowed with lengthened years, yet nobly bent

With the more potent weight of earnest thought;

His massive brain and princely bearing lent

A more than common strength to his clear eye,

As, on his shepherd's staff, his form was bent;

Near to the King, with faltering step he came,

And spake, as if a master spake, with all his soul aflame.



"Oh King, and sons of Lud! No pardon asks

Old Kohen for the words that leap his lips;

No earthly throne gives warrant to my voice;

But he, the God, of whom our fathers told,

The God of Noah; he, at whose command

The patriarch bent to labor; and till twice

A hundred harvest moons had waned, wrought on

The ark, and saved the seed of man to earth,

He, he, has spoken! and his words have sunk

So deeply in my heart I must be heard.—



"Thus saith the Lord: 'O truant sons of Lud,

Why grope ye in the dark, why not return

To the great Father's house? How have I called

And waited for an answer to my suit!

O sons of men, return! repent! believe!

Where have ye wandered, that ye have not heard

The voice of your Jehovah in the wind,

And on the storm and tempest, when in wrath

He thunders in the ears of men; repent!

And on the desert in the hot simoom

Writ fervent words to warn you of your way.



"'I am the God, of whom your fathers spake;

Out of all chaos did I call the earth,

And out of dust, your great ancestor made;

And hardly his clay swaddlings put on,

Ere from his rib I called his helpmeet forth,



"'Your mother Eve; I have bespoken wrath;

Yet, on the threshold of your life I placed

The ministry of love, and with my lips

I kissed the clay to life. How have I longed

To hold the race as I their fathers held,

Encircled in the Everlasting Arms;

But ye would not; ye are yourselves, a law,

To your own beings in my image made,

And ye must choose to live, to love, to learn.

How great is my compassion, and how long

I have kept watch, and waited for my lost!



"'My very anger is the throne of love.—

Because I could not lose the multitudes,

The myriads of millions yet unborn,

I spoke your father Noah into work,

And set afloat the remnant of his loins,

And oped the gates of Heaven to flood the earth.

I saw the race go down to watery graves,

In sorrow; and I saw a deeper wound

Had I but spared; I struck the seedling off,

Rather than smite the tree; I move in storms

To purify; and in the tempest smite

Only to save.

I saw the impious hands

Your fathers raised in Shinar, and I came

And in the night, gave each another tongue,

And scattered their device, and smote their lips

That they raised not to mine. How could I see

Their folly and not smite? I loved them so;

Ye, who have children, look within your hearts,

And in them see the miniatures of mine;

More of the parent than your soul can feel.



"'Behold in me the source and spring of love;

I followed with paternal care to Ind,

I saw, and I stood guard upon your steps;

More than a father's love was in my soul,

More than a mother's tenderness inurned.

The mountains are the mole-hills of my strength;

Yet am I weak in love; I would not send

One single child to the eternal world

All unprepared; but ye have gone astray;

Ye are my flock, and I would turn you back

Before the wolves shall fatten of your flesh.



"'Bring offerings from your herds, the choicest bring,

(Are they not also mine?) and altars build

And offer them thereon, but further bring

The contrite heart, and the unsullied hand,

Bring, as your fathers told you, Abel brought,

And I will meet you on the altar's brink,

With fire from Heaven, and consume it all.

Ask not again to look upon my face;

Ye cannot look, and live; I only speak,

As I now speak, through Kohen; he it is,

Out from among you I have set apart



"'To be my sponsor; listen to my words:

Build up your altars, offer from your best;

Am I not better than the best you have?

When ye have builded, pray; pour out your hearts

As ye pour out the blood; prayer is the key

To my most inner soul; the voice of love

Is prayer. It is the angel's wing that fell

Never yet short of Paradise. The voice

That trembles on the lips of infancy,

When reaching out to reason, and the last

That passes with the shadow of the sun

When life's last slope is reached, and never yet

Has the repentant spirit left unalmsed.



"'Have ye not heard how "Enoch walked with God,

And he was not," because I drew him up?

He kept so closely locked in my embrace,

That there was nothing left of him to die.

So would I have you walk, and learn the way;

For I am very near each human soul,

And ye may blend your being into mine,

And, losing self, be only found of me.

Ye all through Adam sinned; but there will come

A time when, in the second Adam, will the first

Transgression be atoned; your altars then

May all be turned to ashes; for I send

My best beloved, my ever blessed Son,

The Prince of Peace, to save the sin-cursed earth



"'From the first great offense, and to prepare

The creature for creation's judgment day;

Himself, upon the altar will be placed,

A final offering for the sins of men.



"'Thus is our justice smothered o'er with love;

The law is satisfied, when Love, made King,

Bends down the neck to bear the ills of earth.

Therefore return:

And I will warm you back to perfect life,

If you but follow me. Come in, and rest,

I am your husbandman, and all I have

Is on my table; feast, and fill yourselves.

I am your vintner; here is wine, and here

Is honey; satisfy your wants, I am

Your garden, Eden is restored in me.

O children that are lost! be found again;

I am your Shepherd, and my arms shall bear

The weak ones of the flock. Do any thirst?

I am your Spring, your parched lips to cool;

Come and be one with me! and I will be

More than your souls could ever frame to ask.

Come to my open arms, O sons of men!

They are not full without you; in my heart

Is loneliness, though from itself it draw

Companionship. Had I but called to life

The pliant clay of Adam, and not breathed

My spirit in his nostrils, then could he



"'Filled out his measure with a lesser life,

Without the test of law; but how much more

To live as he could lived, divinely great

In mastery of earth, and only on

The single test, obedience to our will;

Yet, he fell short, and I foresaw it all

And suffered it, that human eyes might see

The glories of redemption, and behold

The one Incarnate Son, the Soul of Love,

The Second Self of Me.



"'O sons of men,

Fall down! behold his coming in a glass;

Behold and see him, in the fire I send

From Heaven upon your altars, and repent;

And when the time is fully ripe, behold

He cometh in the flesh! and ye shall see

The very Son and Sanction of my heart.

Oh! is it not enough? Can even I

Do more? Your children shall behold my words

Grown to fulfillment, and they all shall see

The Son of God become the Son of Man;

And ye may see, by faith, if ye implant

The tree of your redemption, so its leaves

May cover Egypt and the rest of earth.



"'The pestilence that darkens at your door

Came as a cry, from Mizraim in bonds;



"'Strike off his chains! and I will lift you up.

Love ye your neighbor, as ye love yourselves;

His bruises and your pestilence shall pass

Together from the land. Live ye pure lives,

And all your blackness shall become as snow.

Make room for me among you; in the morn

Let rise your incense to the throne of grace;

Bring me your noon oblation; in your thanks

Let evening have its holicaust of love.

When spring puts forth her promise, offer up;

When summer comes, enladen with its growth,

And when the harvest moon, with ripened sheaves,

Measures the fullness of my great regard;

Yea! when the winter brings the time of rest,

Forget-me-not! forget-me-not! but pour

Into each crevice, of the well filled year,

The overflow of all your thankfulness.



"'Come in the Spring and Summer of your lives,

And in the yellow leaves of Autumn come,

And in the snow and Winter of your age;

Come any time, but come! stay not away!

And I will give you rest; and ye shall not

Go out again forever; but shall shine

Bright as the brightest stars, and ye shall sing,

As never angels sang; and every soul

Be swallowed up in sunshine evermore."



He ceased; and there arose from out the crowd

The murmuring voice of question on the air;

Some thought him moved of God, and long and loud

Gave acclamation in his favor; "Where,"

Cried they, "can such authority be found?

Whence come those gracious words, if not from God?—

Power, wisdom, love, entripled in the sound

A mother's tenderness, a father's rod."



Then spake the unctious King; and through the King,

The man; for he was but a tattered rag

Of royalty: "What is this wondrous thing,

Old Kohen, you propose? Make haste, let lag

Your purpose; why is it, we cannot speak

Face unto face with your great Deity?—

Our fathers say old Noah did—what leak

Has sprung between us, that we cannot see

The father as he is? as others did?

Am I not greater than all earthly Kings?

He spake our fathers, wherefore is he hid

That I cannot behold him? Let his wings

Be folded for a while, as he comes down,

That we may see him as he is; we came

To choose a god, whom we, indeed, can see;

Or, if his face be burnished with a flame

Too great for our uncovered eyes, then we

Are satisfied to close them in the smile

Of one so radiant; so we feel him near,

"But we must know his presence for the while;

Speak Kohen! why can ye not bring him here?"



Then answered Kohen: "Urge me not, O King!

Ye know not what ye ask, if ye do seek

To see him as he is. A nameless thing,

A brow-bedabbled man, upon whose cheek,

Sheds everyday God's sunshine; shall he ask

That a decree be broken, and presume

To lift unhallowed voice? Though in a mask

Jehovah hides his presence, yet, the bloom

Of every flower, is but the blush he brings

Upon the face of nature, as he looks

Abroad upon his creatures; and she sings

From her ten thousand voices in his praise.

Wake to his chorus! 'Ancient of the Days,'

Wake children! and your faith shall blossom into wings."



"Prate ye to fools," the incensed Monarch cries,

"Nor gabble longer of your hidden Lord;

Who follows in his wake, this moment dies,

And Isis and eternal keep my word.

We have a score of hidden deities

And yet, they leave us, without aid or thought,

And pestilence comes in and blocks our ways

And where can our dilverance
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