Poem from the
Hall of the Twin
Sisters
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The five Pleiades spend the night in this place of rest

& in the morning, rise wind-borne

In the enchanted dome that makes all we see inits eem small.
See the beauty that yearns to be here, tangible & n  ear:

Orion stretches his wide, forgiving hand toward it;

The full moon of heaven draws near in secret conver  sation;
& the bright stars descend, wanting to be steadfast among its
flowers—

To no longer circle the distant lands of the sky,

But be like those in its courtyards who came before them,
Among the servants that please him with their prese nce.

Nor is it any wonder the stars scatter from the hea  vens

To become twin in the reach of this farthest destin ation,
Ascending before the king in service:

For whoever serves God seeks to redeem the brokenf  ragments of
heaven.

By this, the halls have attained their brilliance & nurtured

In the castle, a place more beautiful than the fart  hest horizon of
the sky.

& How many way stations, majestic with jewels,

With ornaments of so many colors the stars forget t heir oath to
wander the heavens.

& How many arches are exalted from the smallest of particles
Over the columns made complete with haloed light

So that you might suppose the celestial spheres flo wed in its
vault,

Casting the pillars of morning in shadow when they drew close to
render their service

Traveling by night, you arrived with all the other exiles

Changed to the likeness of those who pass within th ese walls,
With the shining marble shimmering light

Burnished by the darkness that can no longer be ove rshadowed
As sunlight pierces it—

Bringing to even the greatest injustice, light—

So do not see a castle for | surpass all thatcanb e seen—

| make distant lands appear & extend my hand, becko  ning—

& do not see a garden for | am blessed with stars,

That scatter fragrances that return once more & set the exiles free.




