MAGICAL STATES OF CONSCIOUSNESS:

SECRETS OF PATHWORKING

by Osborne Phillips

MODULE 2.1

http://www.aurumsolis.co.uk
E-mail: paracletian@tiscali.co.uk
Copyright © 2002 by Leon Barcynski

All rights reserved

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted

 in any form or by any means 

without prior permission in writing of the author

MSC MODULE 2

Unit 1

THE 32nd PATH

CORRESPONDENCES

Sephirah of commencement


Greek name: Basileia.


Hebrew name: Malkuth. 


English name: Kingdom.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: BATH-MENIN-HEKASTOU.


Hebrew Divine Name: ADONAI MELEK.


Planetary correspondence: Earth.


Colours: Shadowed natural hues; white, red and black (as representing the subliminal faculties of the psyche).

Path of the Tree of Life


Titles: The 32nd Path; the Governing Intelligence.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: TURANA.


Hebrew Divine Name: YHVH ELOHIM.


Philosophic attribution: Orphism: the step from the domination of the material world into the realm of vision, symbol and mystery. 

Influence: Saturn.


Hebrew letter: Tau (the sign).


Magical Image: Tarot Arcanum XXI, The Universe.


Element of the Path: Earth.


Magical phenomena: The Watcher at the Threshold, passing the portals of Night, re-entry into the womb and starry rebirth, vision of destiny in the magick mirror of the unconscious.

Sephirah of destination


Greek name: Asphaleia.


Hebrew name: Yesod.


English name: Foundation.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: IAO.


Hebrew Divine Name: SHADDAI EL CHAI.


Planetary correspondence: The Moon. 


Number: 9.


Element: Air.


Colours: Violet, white.


Magical phenomenon: The experience of primal and changeless reality amid ever-changing illusion.

PRELIMINARIES

1 – The participants stand in a circle around the altar.

2 – The battery is sounded: a single stroke of bell or gavel.

3 – The director states:


I proclaim a working of the Thirty-second Path of the Tree of Life!

4 – All link hands right over left.

5 – The director proclaims:


The 32nd Path is the Governing Intelligence, so named because it governs and co-ordinates the seven planets singly and collectively, each and all in their proper orbits.

6 – The participants visualize a single sphere of white light above the centre of the circle. 


This sphere grows brighter and more radiant, until the light from it encompasses all participants.

7 – The director proclaims verse XXXII of The Song of Praises:

Thine is the Sign of the End,

Being fulfilled, sum of existences:

Thine is the ultimate Door

Opened on Night’s unuttered mystery:

Thine the first hesitant step

Into the dark, of those but latterly

Born to the Labyrinth!

8 – All participants now visualize a wall of white light enclosing their circle and revolving anti-clockwise; then they visualize a wall of blue light, revolving clockwise about their circle and replacing the wall of white light.

9 – After a few moments, all visualization is allowed to fade from consciousness.

10 – The participants unlink hands and seat themselves. They close their eyes and breathe in a steady rhythm, evenly and quietly.

11 – The director now says:


This Path takes the traveller not only from Malkuth to Yesod, but also from the World of Assiah, the material plane, to the World of Yetzirah, the astral plane, of which Yesod is the Gate-Sephirah.


Here, then, ends our course of involution -- increasing involvement in the material world – and begins our course of evolution, progress upwards towards the world of spirit. Is matter, then, evil? Certainly not: but this turnaround has to be made, for two reasons. First, the stage of our development represented by the 32nd Path does not suppose us to be able to discern clearly wherein the excellence of the material universe consists, and without that discernment we cannot appreciate it aright. Second, a harmonious pattern of relationships has to be set up, stage by stage, among the parts or functions of the psyche: and for this, a definite direction of the will has to be affirmed at several crucial points in our journey. In Malkuth we are born into material life. On the 32nd Path we are born into our Way of Return. Hence The Song of Praises refers to “the first hesitant step into the dark of those but latterly Born to the Labyrinth.”


The 32nd Path is called a labyrinth not only because it is dark, mysterious and monster-haunted, but also because, through the influence of Saturn, it is under the dominance – as yet dark and remote – of the Supernal Mother. Upon this Path the traveller is beset by the so-called “malefic” side of the planetary influence, which burdens the imagination with suggestions of fear and despondency, and with temptations to a misplaced nostalgia for the past or sense of loyalty to it. Some foretaste is here, too, of the “Dark Night of the Soul” which belongs to Binah. The traveller strives, however, to escape from the pull of elemental Earth and to rise into the emotive and changeful atmosphere of elemental Air, the element of the Moon Sphere. Over this “birth” presides the Mother, whose work is to bring all things to their true level of being: the “Governing Intelligence” of the verse from The 32 Paths of Wisdom.


The reward of this Path is thus the psyche’s consciousness of liberation from the weight of material existence, as in the Orphic Mysteries, and the perpetual adventure of the Nephesh (the astral level of the psyche) in its native world.

12 – After a suitable pause for reflection, the director sounds the battery once, and makes the invocation:


May we be encompassed by the power of the name BATH-MENIN-HEKASTOU (or ADONAI MELEK) and established in Malkuth, the Kingdom.

May the portal of the 32nd Path be opened to us, and may we journey thereon in the power of the name TURANA (or YAHVEH ELOHIM) to the gate of the Sphere of Yesod, the Foundation. 

And, in the name IAO (or SHADDAI EL CHAI), may the gate of Yesod be opened to us and may we be firmly established in the wonders of that Sphere.

13 – The battery is sounded once, and the Pathworking commences. 

THE WORKING OF THE THIRTY-SECOND PATH

Oration

1

We stand upon a pavement of alternating red and white tiles, in a square chamber whose unadorned walls and ceiling of polished black marble are veined with dark green. Before us, and forming part of the eastern wall of the chamber, is a portal, a rectangular opening, framing a veil of shimmering prismatic light.

We advance to this portal, and pass through the light-veil.
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At once we find ourselves in an ancient forest on a hillside, where rocky bluffs rise amid the trees. There is a pleasant odour from the many conifers that surround us, and from the fragrant mosses that grow richly in the moist shade. Here we feel a deep awareness of peace, a deep sense of belonging and of unity with our mother the earth.

Our attention is caught by a shadow in the face of an irregular natural wall of rock that stands before us. Surely it is the entrance to a cave? It is as though a magical door had opened for us in the hillside. With a feeling of being invited to exploration, we go to examine the shadowy opening.
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 There is a cave, a limestone chamber sparkling with inclusions of white crystal; and at the back of this cave there is a second opening giving us access to an inner chamber. This even more mysterious entrance offers further invitation, and we enter. 

This second cave is also of limestone, but there are irregular striations of pale red mineral in the rock. The rays of the evening sun penetrate here with an intensity that fills the area with soft golden light, reflecting from walls and roof. A further aperture, leading to yet another chamber, beckons us. We go through this opening into a third cave, whose walls are of dark rock sparkling with golden mineral inclusions. 

Instantly it is as if a curtain had fallen to separate us from the outer world, as if we were enveloped in a cocoon of silence. Even as we stand still, waiting for our eyes to become accustomed to the dimmer light of this place, the sun sets in the outer world and we are left in darkness.

We stand motionless for some minutes, hoping to regain our sense of direction. The darkness feels as though it would absorb us. Then, slowly, there appears before us an area of less intense blackness. 

This patch of luminosity increases. As it does so, we see there is movement in it: a faint upward spiralling of pale light, gradually forming itself into a whirling ovoid of light suspended in the air before us. It spins more and more rapidly. In this whirling light there grows a central region of stillness and of greater brightness. This centre increases, until finally it occupies the whole of the ovoid, and then the whirling ceases. For a moment the shape hangs motionless, then suddenly it is transformed into a beautiful and radiant figure surrounded by an aura of white light.

Before us stands the tall and commanding figure of a woman. Upon her long dark hair is a cone-shaped silver helmet, adorned at each side with wings of the same gleaming metal. A long cloak of metallic black rests upon her shoulders; beneath it she wears a white robe, with a broad border of gold, and a golden girdle is about her waist. Her feet are bare, and in her right hand she carries a cross-hafted silver sickle. Within her aura of light, her form is wholly luminous.

With a gesture -- for this lady will be our guide upon the Path -- she bids us follow her.
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We watch as she turns and moves onward into the cave. We resolve to follow, although it seems evident that she will not lead us back along the way we entered. So bright is the radiance of her aura that by it we can see clearly the rocky walls of the cave and the floor upon which we walk.

As this luminous being glides forward, we perceive further openings in the rock to the left of our path. At the third of these our guide pauses, raises her sickle so that its blade flashes like a miniature crescent moon, and then again proceeds. Clearly she wishes to ensure that we follow closely upon the path she is treading. 

It is evident that she is leading us deeper into the earth.

We are descending now by a track that appears to be a sloping ridge on the edge of a great abyss. On our left is the rugged vertical wall of the cavern; on our right is the huge chasm, dark save for gleaming reflections from the aura of our guide, revealing the glistening shafts of stalactites, like the pillars of a cathedral, descending into the blackness. Nothing breaks the stillness save the distant sounds of dripping water and, even more remotely, the rushing of a torrent in the depths. The descending ridge forming our path may itself have been shaped by the action of water, for it is smooth and gleaming, and slightly channelled towards its centre. This place is awesome, and we cannot but wonder how our journey will end.

As we continue our descent we realise that our path is taking on a progressively steeper slope. This does not at first occasion us any real difficulty, but it increases our apprehension considerably. In the dark void to our right we still see only the shafts of the stalactites; there are no answering domes or points of stalagmites such as we should expect to find growing up from the floor of the great cavern, if floor there be; and our path now slopes downward even more steeply, as if it were approaching some shoulder of rock from which in ages past a flow of water had plunged into the abyss.

Instinctively we slow our pace as the steeper slope of the path now ominously throws us forward. At this moment, however, our guide who is some five paces ahead of us raises her flashing sickle as a sign to us, then turns towards the solid rock at our left, moves forward into it and disappears.

Cautiously we continue to make our way down the smooth and disturbingly sloping path to the point where our guide disappeared. There, invisible from above, we find a narrow fissure running into the rock at right angles to the sloping ledge. 

We enter, and a little way in a burst of radiance reveals to us the waiting figure of our guide. This fissure has an uneven but solid rocky floor, forming a passage between the rocky masses. On our left, layers of different hue run parallel to the floor of the passage; but on our right these layers are inclined at a sharp angle, giving evidence of the violent fracturing and piling together of the masses of rock at some remote time.

The path is almost horizontal now as the luminous figure again leads us forward. The narrow way branches, then branches again through the fissures of the rock; only our guide can know which way we should take.
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Without warning the path opens into a cave of considerable extent, a place of natural wonders where, through long ages, a considerable formation of stalactites and stalagmites has been built up. Our imagination tries to find names for the strange and fantastic mineral growths through which we move: pillars, javelins, flutes, the strings of a musical instrument, elfin domes and spires, festive pennants, all glistening with white crystals and with the delicate tints of earth.
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Passing through this chamber, we follow our guide into a further narrow passage in the rock. Here the mineral formations end, and the path assumes a gentle downward slope. We move silently, almost as if a sound from us might attract danger. The darkness is complete but for the radiant aura of our guide, who now again moves some distance ahead of us. 

The lack of vision, the sense of being enclosed in the deeps of the earth, is oppressive. Besides this, we are troubled by an awareness that some other presence besides that of our guide is near to us in the darkness. Without knowing what this other presence might be, we fear it. We long for light, yet we dread what light might show us.

All movement, and breathing itself, becomes difficult as our awareness of this other presence increases. When we move, it moves. It seems to be all around us. We feel it hovering before us, like dark wings beating to deafen us from hearing any warning sound; and yet it breathes at the back of our neck as if to impel us forward. It clings about our feet as if to entangle them, it moves near our hands as if to grasp them with a moist and reptilian touch.  It comprises every horror belonging to life and to death, to the material and non-material worlds. We know not what it is or whence it comes, but with every step of our advance it seems more imminently about to seize upon us from every direction. At the same time, a strange lethargy seems to take possession of us; and, just as in a nightmare, we move more and more slowly, our feet feeling as if made of lead.

Our guide turns, for we are following her no longer. She raises her gleaming sickle, and we wait, expecting her to drive off whatever unseen power it is that so besets us with horror. Once more, she only makes a sign to urge us forward, and then she turns and continues on the path.

She would have us know that there is nothing to fear, and that we should continue our journey; but the strange lethargy of body and soul that afflicts us is still in operation, and we cannot at once decide what to do. As we hesitate, the horror grows more intense. 

We see the shining form of our guide recede as she continues upon the way, and the darkness grows thicker about us. We cannot remain here, for we should be altogether lost without her. Whatever effort it costs us, we must go forward.

With all the force of our will we compel our reluctant feet to move, and after the first steps we can go more freely. 

Now as we walk we begin to understand. It is the Guardian of the Threshold whose presence we have been experiencing; a presence that has been so full of horror for us, but is not in truth evil. It is a reflection, here in this lower astral darkness, of our own faithful Divine Guardian. A reflection distorted by our own fears and misgivings, since at this time we could relate to it no true image of its own sublime beauty and power. Even thus, Psyche in the ancient story was persuaded that her invisible divine lover, Eros, must be a hideous monster. There is, in truth, nothing in this part of our journey that can harm us except our own fears, and these we are to put away from us.
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The gentle downward slope continues, and we follow our guide through a maze of dividing and crossing passages, narrow fissures and sudden changes of direction. The sense of oppression is gone, but we feel a deeper awareness of mystery, an increasing involvement in experiences that are no longer wholly those of Earth.

Now the path levels out and becomes wider. Another cave lies before us; but as we enter we perceive that this is no simple natural cavity. It is a rectangular hall of immeasurable extent, hewn in the solid rock.

Our guide moves forward into this space. By the brilliant light of her aura we observe that around the sides of this hall have been gathered together, since the earliest ages of humanity, treasures of every description. 

Here are weapons of war, of bronze, iron and steel, heaped together, eaten away with stains of green and of rust-red. Here are statues of granite, basalt, marble, gold and silver, representing divine and heroic beings that have typified the ideals and aspirations of mankind through countless centuries. Here are numberless tablets of clay and of wax, painstakingly impressed with closely packed characters. Here are books of lore and parchment scrolls, stacked sheets of paper, and rolls of papyrus now crumbling mutely away. Here and there a burst of splendour gleams where chests of wood or metal have spilled their massive contents: crowns and sceptres, jewelled vessels and ornaments, tumbled piles of gold and silver coins. Here too are religious and magical artefacts: masks and drums and bells, chalices encrusted with precious stones, Sun-disks, censers, vessels for lustration, wands and elaborate vestments.

A profound sadness takes possession of us as we gaze upon these relics and reminders of wisdom, power and riches, created and lost ages before we were born. We feel impelled to linger here, to make this the goal of our journey: for surely, it seems to us, nothing in the outer world can equal in beauty and significance the treasures of the past.

As we reflect upon these things, a deep sound quivers through the air of the vast hall. It is like the reverberation of a heavy gong heard, or rather felt, from a great distance. We feel disturbed by this signal, and we look to our guide for some indication of what we should do.

Her aura flashes with a sudden intense radiance, which floods our consciousness and enhances our inner perception. We understand now the reason why the past history of humanity and of the world holds so deep an appeal for us. It is our own history. None of this for which we feel so much yearning, so much nostalgia, is lost. Like calls to like, and that which we have found again in this place is, in its spiritual reality, a part of our own being. We may venerate the past, we may feel deep gratitude because we are its heirs, we may seek out its mysteries and love it for the beauty and wonder it holds; but we must not be bound to the past, neither to possess it nor to be possessed by it. To be bound to the past would be to miss our present destiny; and did that occur, we should fail, even in our trust to the past itself. It is in our own lives lived aright that the past finds its fulfilment.

Resolutely we turn from the heaped repository of time past, and follow our guide into a dark passageway leading off from the hall.
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With renewed energy we follow her through the dark caverns beyond the treasure house, led by her luminous aura and by the sickle which, when she raises it, shines like a crescent Moon.

Through our experience in the treasure house and through our resolution in leaving it, we have loosened the grip of many ancestral and personal formative influences that have held us to the limitations of material existence. This new freedom of soul brings us a greater understanding and a keener perception, one result of which is that we are now aware of some of the more subtle modes of existence that previously were hidden from us. At first this perception comes to us in strange and undirected glimpses.

 With our guide leading some distance ahead of us, again our path is descending gradually to deeper levels; and now and again elemental beings appear, sometimes crossing our path with the speed of lightning, sometimes lingering and moving with us for a short distance. Sometimes, too, for a moment, a fragment of wild melody reaches us, and then is gone.
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Now, ahead of us, our guide signals to us to be watchful. We are approaching a place of rifts and fissures in the rock. One such rift forms a chasm across our path, and is bridged only by a narrow splinter of rock that lies across it.

Our guide glides across this fearsome place, then turns to await us at the far side. She raises her sickle so that each person, while crossing the slender and insecure bridge, can do so with eyes fixed steadily upon that gleaming emblem. We feel our fingers and the soles of our feet tingle with apprehension as we come to the rift, and we know we must shut out of our consciousness the impenetrable blackness of the awesome abyss. We must keep our gaze upon the silver sickle held before us by our guide, and go forward, steadily, in confidence.

The elemental beings again appear, however, and to them the chasm is a place to dance. We glimpse them, now whirling in a wild pirouette above the void as on a solid surface, now linking in a chain or following each other closely to sweep across to the midst of our bridge, swerving aside and, with a shrill chant of joy, gliding down to the depths. We can scarcely prevent our eyes gazing into the abyss to follow the course of their movement.

But, no! Innocent is the delight of these carefree children of elemental Earth, but our way does not lie with them. When our newfound power of vision is not a help to us but a hindrance, we must discover how to turn our attention from it as simply as we could close our bodily eyes.

We set foot firmly upon the narrow bridge of rock and, fixing our attention on the gleaming sickle on the far side, swiftly and surely we make the crossing.
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Once we have crossed the bridge our path enters a broad, rugged tunnel running amid the rifts and cavities of the rock. The sense of mystery and wonder remains with us, even more strongly than before. We move in earthly fashion because thus we feel secure, but we are aware that even here, in the depths of elemental Earth, this is no mundane quest that we pursue. Now our path descends in a wide clockwise spiral; we are conscious of the slight but continuous turning to the right, the slight forward impetus that indicates our descent. Our guide, moving somewhat ahead of us, remains in sight, her luminous aura lighting our path.


Gradually, however, the curve of the spiral becomes smaller, the angle of descent steeper. Our progress is almost like the movement of a circular dance, still turning, turning, turning. The walls of rock between which our guide moves are torn in places by deep fissures, which frequently encroach upon the floor of the passage also. As long as our guide remains in sight we can easily avoid these pitfalls; but when the path turns in a smaller curve, at the same time sloping downward more steeply, we can no longer keep within sight of her and only the lingering gleam reflected from her bright aura remains to light our way. We move more rapidly, partly impelled by the increasing slope and partly to avoid being left in darkness.


Now from the fissures which gape beside our path, new horrors threaten us: bestial demonic forms having their own pale greenish phosphorescence, their small deep-set eyes glowing with a red fire of malevolence. All are of monstrous size, all of squat saurian form; but the other attributes of these hideous assailants are as varied as chaos itself.


The spiral in which we descend is now so acute that our pace makes us dizzy. We fear to collapse, to fall; that would be to be instantly seized by the monsters, to be devoured instantly or to be dragged off to drown in the deeps. Even the gleam from our guide’s bright aura is now beyond our sight. In darkness, save for the corrupt luminescence of our pursuers, we impel ourselves desperately down the vertiginous spiral, our senses reeling.


The descent ends abruptly. We stagger forward into light, not at once conscious that both the spiral course and the pursuit are over.


Before us stand our luminous guide. She raises her shining sickle, and as we gaze we seem to be drinking its light like pure, refreshing water. No benighted offspring of primal chaos will brave that radiant emblem, nor venture to look upon the pure light of our guide’s aura.


With a gesture, she bids us advance. We take a few steps, and gaze in wonder at the scene before us.
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We have come to a mighty portal closed with doors of dark bronze. At each side of the portal stands a massive column of black stone; and by each of these columns stands a wondrous being which is not at once clearly visible to us.


This portal is one of the lower entrances to the Palace of Night. Those who guard it are of the higher spiritual levels of the Astral World. To us they appear like colossal figures hewn of crystal: figures of men of mighty strength, nude, and each having upon his shoulders the head of a bull. Each wields a powerful sword, with a blade that looks like frozen fire.


As we approach, these guardians make a gesture of salutation to our guide, and then clash their swords together so that the blades cross before the door.

 
In a voice like the roar of thunder echoing in a mountain pass, the guardian to the left of the portal asks, “Who are you?” Our guide replies, without haste but in a high clear ringing tone, “We are travellers upon our lawful path.”


Then in a harsh whisper, like a cold wind from the stars, the guardian to the right of the portal asks, “Why need you to pass the Doors of Night?” Again our guide replies, calmly and as one affirming assured truths, “We seek honey to taste, and milk to drink, and a mirror wherein to see.”


The guardians raise their swords. As they do so, a ripple of flame runs gloriously through the blades, and a deep musical sound vibrates in the air, growing louder, then dying away. The guardians give no further sign, but the great doors slowly open. Led by our guide, we enter.
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At first nothing meets our eyes save the changeful glitter of gems. 

Our guide pauses. By the light of her aura we see that we are in an enclosed chamber or cavern, which is regularly ovoid in shape. The floor on which we stand is concave, and continuous in curve with the rest of the enclosure. No further opening is anywhere visible in this womblike chamber; and now we hear the resonant crash of the great doors of bronze closing behind us.


Disturbing though this is, we cannot but yield our attention to the marvellous crystalline brilliance of the rock surface. From above and around us, points of light flash insistently from myriad gems of every colour and size, incomparable in their magnificence.


But now, the luminous figure of our guide shines less and less brightly. It no longer illumines the rock surface, which swiftly disappears into blackness, although from this blackness the radiance of the many-hued gems still shines out. 

Now we see our guide no longer, she has vanished from our sight.

The pulsating brilliance of the gems, however, remains: it is born of their own luminosity. Now their beauty seems to mock us. Bereft of the aid of our guide, we are prisoners of the unearthly bull-headed giants; we know not even in what region of the worlds, or between the worlds, we are held captive.

We wait, expecting perhaps some voice or sign of guidance, but nothing stirs. Only the quivering light of gems is blazing forth, even more brightly than before.

Still more brightly do they shine; and their colours lose depth as their radiance increases. In many areas, too, above and around us, innumerable clustered facets of light become newly visible, forming glimmering clouds around gems that before had seemed isolated. Our feet have not stirred from the place where we have been standing, but a cool wind strikes us.


We are enclosed no longer in the womblike rocky chamber. We are standing on a hilltop, with the dome of heaven all about us filled with its radiant gems, the stars, and with the wide-spreading and unsearchable luminance of the Milky Way.


The august beauty of the night stirs us to the depths of our being. We seem to grow in stature, taller and taller, as though we would reach to the stars themselves, and an ecstasy fills us. Here upon this hilltop, high above any horizon, we feel suspended in space. The stars seem closer to us; even the planet Saturn, which we see at the highest point in the sky, appears less remote than usual. Each of the other planets of our solar system also, from where we stand at this point in our journey, is to be seen shining clear and perfect in its due orbit.


 The light of the Milky Way is a living glory, more dazzling than in the clearest earthly night. Looking up into it, we extend our arms in the form of a Tau Cross and breathe in its down-pouring radiance. We rejoice as we drink deep of it, the light of million upon million Suns: we are steeped in it, permeated with its whiteness and its power.


We lower our arms, and are again aware of ourselves standing upon the hilltop under the stars; and now a sound of singing meets our ears, an austere chant whose slow, lilting rhythms and unfamiliar harmonies suggest the high, vast perspectives of space.


It is the song of Night and the Stars, and its haunting theme and cosmic harmonies seem to hold a message for us, a key to our own experience.


We cannot seek counsel from our guide; she is no longer with us, and evidently we must decide upon our own further course. We pause for a while longer, listening to the sublime and ecstatic chanting which seems to call us, and then we make our way down from the hilltop in the direction of that compelling song.
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We descend some distance before we find a path; and then, beyond a cluster of pine trees, we catch sight of the sparkle of fire.


From that same direction comes the sound of chanting.


Into a gently rising slope, seemingly from long ago, a wide horizontal track has been cut and paved: so that as we advance upon it the enclosing grassy banks rise higher on both sides of it, until the paved way ends in a series of eight wide stone steps ascending to a naturally level place beyond. 


To left and right upon each of the first seven steps stand white robed figures, facing inward and leaving a clear space in the centre. Each has a white band encircling the brow, and each is singing ecstatically. These are the initiates, priests of the Orphic Mysteries, who are uttering the chant of Night and the Stars.


Upon the topmost step are two heavy metal bowls. From each bowl water overflows to run down the steps before the feet of the initiates and to descend into a stream that flows directly across the path before the lowest step; and, marvellously, from each of the bowls, bright flames proudly ascend.


Between the bowls of flowing water and rising flame, facing us at the top of the steps, stands our guide.


As we approach the steps we come to the stream of clear water, and without hesitation we wade across it. The hurrying stream is not deep, but strikes cold.


Slowly we ascend the steps, passing between the two lines of chanting initiates and the water flowing down from the bowls of flame. 


We approach the top of the steps.


Assuredly we are about to enter upon some primal mystery.


Our guide raises her arms towards the starry sky, her sickle gleaming and flashing in flame-light and starlight; then she turns and goes ahead to lead us.  


As we follow her, passing between the two bowls on the topmost step, we see that the flames rise from the surface of the water that fills the bowls. We rejoice that we are no longer beneath the earth. It is deep night, but the glorious stars are over us and the chanting of the initiates accompanies us.
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Led by our guide and by the clear light of her aura, we traverse in silence the dark level expanse that forms the summit of this area of the mysteries. Our path leads now to the right. The chanting of the initiates sounds more softly as we progress, and then we begin to lose it as a gentle breeze carries the sound away from us.


Now, a little distance ahead of us we see a solitary tree, a white cypress, tall and slender: the only one of its kind. We draw near to it, and in its shadow we find a circular well-head of elaborately carved stonework, before which we pause. 

The well-head seems to have been wrought in ancient times. It shows an intricate pattern of continuous spirals, coiled around medallions depicting the “Fish-Goat”, the horned goat whose body ends in the tail of a fish. That strange hybrid, we know, is in these times associated with the zodiacal sign of Capricorn; but in the ancient world it was the symbol for the planet Saturn.

We look down into the well. Deep in its shadows, far down, we catch the sparkle of water. Our bodies lean relaxed upon the stone of the well-head, while our minds seek the further shadows of mystery; then, as our eyes become accustomed to the darkness, we see our own reflection gazing back at us, the head surrounded by a silver radiance of light from the starlit sky above us. 


But that is not all we see. As we continue to gaze, our sight penetrates by degrees into the very depths of the well. There, in that dark and timeless water, a primitive, fish-like creature moves. We cannot see it clearly because its shape is almost entirely obscured by the superimposed reflection, but none the less we realize what the well is showing us. The truth we see here is not single, but a double truth, for it shows us what we are: we are that which has descended from the luminous height to this depth, and we are that which is now rising up from that depth towards the heights.


Before leaving the well-head, we look again at the sculpture that adorns it. We are treading at this time in reality that labyrinthine Path which carries us in the endless spirals of life’s progression, and upon us in truth is the influence of Saturn, symbolised by the Fish Goat. For our involutionary descent into Matter is ended, and upon this Path begins our evolutionary return journey towards the spiritual heights. But here is only a beginning of that long ascent, and the Fish of the depths and the Goat of the mountain peaks are still in our consciousness. 
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Again our guide leads us. We descend by a gentle slope from the area of the mysteries and follow a path leading into a sheltered valley.


Without our noticing it, a light veil of cloud has covered the sky, so that the stars are no longer to be seen; and although the full Moon has now arisen, her orb is concealed and only her diffused light reaches us. It fills the whole sky with misty brilliance.


We pass beneath a dark arch, and find ourselves walking in a garden. Benches and paved paths of gleaming marble stand out amid the luxuriant abundance of living things. The air is rich with the fragrance of jasmine and of lilies, mingled only slightly with resinous and bitter odours from dark cypresses and spreading yew-trees. Beyond is a wood of gnarled and venerable ash trees, from whose branches sounds the call of birds: now and then the mournful cry of an owl, and – with a wild music that for a moment stops the heart-beat – the song of a nightingale. It is as if a sparkling cascade of cool water had been endowed with a singing voice, and given also the quality of individual consciousness. The song utters all that the human heart has forgotten how to utter; it tells, again and again, of the rapture that is the central principle of emotional-instinctual nature, the life of the natural soul. It is limitless question, and limitless answer: it is the fire of action and the tranquil water of being. As we listen, every moment of horror or distress that assailed us on our way here, every deep care buried in our hearts, is lifted and assuaged with melodious sound.


Our attention is caught by a multitude of flashing emerald particles, brilliant and iridescent as tiny bubbles, which dance in the air above and around a large fern growing beside the path. Some of these tiny sparkles, evidently more charged with energy than the others, fly off altogether so that at first we know not where they go. This sight surprises us, until we remember the special power of vision that has been given us in this journey; we are seeing more than would correspond to the outer nature of things.


Looking again at the herbs and flowering plants of the garden, we see that every leaf and blossom, bud and fruit, is surrounded by a similar dance of particles of light: green, red, gold, blue or white according to their nature. Over the shadowy corners and serene expanses of the garden, besides, those particles of light that have flown far from their own environment meet and mingle in a shimmering rainbow of changeful colours until, caught and concentrated in a stray moonbeam, they form a vortex and stream upwards, dancing and shimmering, towards its unseen source.


We stand looking to that shining immensity as if we ourselves would be drawn up into it. But, look! What is it that seems to be returning, descending out of that luminous vortex? Are the shimmering particles changing their course?


It is not those particles that now sweep downward across the sky, turning and gliding into the garden. The new manifestation is a swarm of silvery bees with delicate rainbow wings: softly humming bees that disperse in every direction seeking the nectar of the fragrant blossoms that have opened in the misty light. Their drowsy humming becomes part of the spell of this enchanted region.


As we turn to move on, some of the silver bees leave the blossoms and fly directly towards us. Our guide makes a sign that there is no cause for alarm, so we stand still and let the gentle little creatures approach. Their rainbow wings briefly fan our skin; then they are gone, having left a drop of sweet honey on the lips of each one of us.


As we taste it, a new discernment awakens within us: a perception of spiritual order, that will enable our minds to reject any confusion in what is put before them, and to see the elements that compose the matter in their true likeness.


We find, too, that now we have the key to other things that were previously obscure to us.


As beings reborn we have passed through the Doors of Night, seeking, as our guide said, “honey to taste, and milk to drink, and a mirror wherein to see.” 


We have bathed in the milk of the stars: we have drunk the milk of heaven. We have looked into the well, and in its mirror have seen the course of our destiny. And we have tasted one drop of honey from the Garden of the Moon: one sweet drop of that liberation of the spirit whose plenitude is a supernal prize still far distant.


We continue along the marble-paved path, delighting in the visible beauty of the garden. Then we cross the bridge over a stream, and we are once more in open country. 


In the misty moonlight we see that we are on a grassy hillside that rises gently before us. Here and there pine trees stand in clusters; and some distance before us, upon the shoulder of the hill, stands a massive circular building. 


Our guide now bids us farewell; we have no further need of her, she tells us. “On this journey,” she says, “the only obstacles come from within. There is naught of evil but human fear and malice. Be free of these, and you are free in all the worlds.” She points towards the distant edifice; then, gathering her black cloak around her, she blends into the night and is gone.
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We ponder the words of our guide. They are like an echo of something we have known long ago. We can look up to the inaccessible heavens and feel relatedness, a deep peace in contemplating those high emblems of our destiny. We have bathed in the milk of the stars. But the life we share with the material and astral worlds – the life of the emotions, of the instincts, of the body – this it is that needs to be strengthened and purified, nurtured and guided on the Way of Return. When our inner nature is truly whole, the higher with the lower, then truly we shall be able to live without fear and without heartache. Now, however, we can but continue our journey.


We begin to walk uphill, towards the building indicated by our guide. Surely it is the Temple of the Moon, the goal of our journeying?

Now a strong wind rises, bringing heavy clouds to cover the skies and engulf us in deep blackness, snatching at our garments and buffeting us.


 We press on, while the wind becomes even stronger and makes our progress yet more difficult.


At last it seems as if we are trying to push our way through a solid wall of air. This invisible and, usually, most flexible element has become a supreme test of our resolution. 


The difficulties we now encounter may impede us, but they can put no insuperable barrier in our way. We recall the words of our guide: “the only obstacles come from within.” 


Leaning forward, we struggle with all our strength and with all our will.


And now, suddenly, we are through the barrier.


The wind dies away; the clouds are gone. And, look! High in the dark sky before us shines the moon in splendour, her silver orb surrounded by a ring of intense violet light.

 
Immediately before us is the temple we saw from afar, its circular wall surmounted by a dome. Wall and dome are of purple porphyry, highly polished. The edge of the dome projects beyond the wall, forming a colonnade around the building, supported by columns of crystal. Within this colonnade is the entrance to the building: a door of silver, standing open.
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We pass through the door into the building. So thick is the wall that we seem at first to have entered a tunnel. The stillness we have felt since the cessation of the wind is in a marvellous way redoubled, and as we emerge into the inner space of the building, we have a profound sense of entering a place set apart, a place of great and vibrant power.


Before us stand two columns: the one to the left being black, the one to the right being white. Reverently we pass between them, and stop to salute the east; then we contemplate that which lies within the spacious circle of the building.


The interior of the enclosing wall is of moonstone, translucent and milky white, mingled with subtle veins of gold that gleam upon and within its surface.


The floor upon which we stand is likewise translucent, smooth and hard; but this floor gives a strange suggestion of continual movement. As we look at it, the hues of blue and silver radiance deep within it seem to shift and change, to swirl and spread and to take new origin one from another like an iridescent lake of violet-blue, turquoise, silver-grey and flashing white. 


In the centre of this solid lake of changeful colour, a circle some fifteen feet in diameter is defined by a band of silver set into the floor; and within this band there rises a squat mass of unpolished natural crystal, forming a steep-sided truncated cone about five feet high.


This rock is like an intrusion of primitive awareness, stark and uncompromising, into a world of delicate fantasy.


A calm stability emanates from the crystal rock, an enduring strength that both transcends and governs the variable energies of astral power. However erratic and unpredictable the manifestations of that power may appear, there are immutable laws to which they are subject; laws of causality, of reciprocity and of harmony. These laws are not imposed arbitrarily upon the astral world from without, but are intrinsic to its own nature. 

Let us but keep faith with those laws within ourselves, acknowledging the interdependence of the inner with the outer at all levels of being, and in that harmony the astral powers will be to us a source not of weakness and disunity but of strength and integrity.

Peroration


From the many roads and experiences of the outer world we have met together and have travelled the first Path on the Way of the Mysteries, and we have arrived in this place. In considering what we have won from our journey, it is well to ask what we sought when we set out upon it.


When we look into our hearts, each of us might return a different answer: there is the quest for self-knowledge, the quest for an understanding of the forces of the universe, the quest for spiritual power, the quest for life in abundance, the desire to hasten our evolution. 

In all these quests and aspirations there is a common factor: the will to look beyond the irrelevant, the non-significant, the ephemeral, to find that which endures and that which carries the great indicators of life’s purposes. To know those purposes so as to be able to work in harmony with them is the key to spiritual power. To live with spiritual perception is to live more fully and to advance our evolution; and to understand what we are to do is the most needful part of knowledge of what we are.


The Moon is known as Mistress of Illusion; but illusion is the nurse of true vision. From the changeful floor that stretches before our feet in this temple like a sea of dreams and fantasies, emotions and impulses, there rises the rock of crystal. The crystal rock is a symbol in a special way of the Sphere of the Moon, the Foundation; for even so amid the changeful imagery of our emotional-instinctual nature must stand the clear perception upon which our directing faculties are to be based.
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